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PREFACE 

This volume is the first in order, although the last to 
appear, in a series of four volumes of English Poems, in- 
tended especially for use with college classes. The aim and 
method of the series as a whole have been set forth in the 
prefaces to the other volumes and need not be repeated 
here, the less because the present volume differs considerably 
from the rest. It cannot well be used separately, as the later 
volumes can, but derives its chief value from its connection 
with the series : for the thorough study of Old English and 
Middle English poetry it is quite inadequate, but in an 
introductory survey course in English literature it may 
serve a useful end. To increase the value of the book for 
this purpose, some specimens of Jtha early drfima ftije; given, 
although plays are elsewhere -.jfexqltWed frotn-'flie: iseries 
and some of those here included exoe^l tbe strict chrono- 
logical limits of the period. V -./:, '-.:'-- 

In a book of this character it^as ;ndces^4ry;to;tum the 
Old English poems into modem'-EhgMslf.-'lii the present 
translation, made by Elsie StrafBn Bronson, A.M., the aim 
has been to reproduce the effect as well as the sense of the 
original, and something of smoothness and ease has there- 
fore been sacrificed, when necessary, in the effort to keep 
to an Anglo-Saxon vocabulary and preserve the directness 
and rugged strength of the Old English; an incidental 
result is the retention of much of the alliteration which 
is so marked a feature of the verse and which is usually 
lost when words of foreign origin replace native words. 
In the case of Middle English, translation was not abso- 
lutely necessary; and it has seemed best to abstain also 
from modernizing the text except by substituting "th" for 
"P" and by following present usage in regard to "u" and 
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"v," capitalization, and punctuation. By the aid of glossary 
and notes even the untrained student can get the meaning 
of Middle English without great difficulty, and by working 
thus through a few pages of the original he will come into 
closer touch with the spirit of the literature than by reading 
many pages in translation. 

The sources of the texts are indicated in the notes. 
In preparation of the notes and glossary I have used 
freely the material in the standard editions of the authors 
and works represented, and acknowledge especially my in- 
debtedness to the publications of the Early English Text 
Society, the Chaucer Society, and the Scottish Text Society^ 
to Skeat's editions of Langland and Chaucer, to Gollancz's 
and Osgood's editions of "The Pearl," and to Wells's edition 
of "The Owl and the Nightingale." I am also glad to 
express my obligations to the authorities of the Bodleian 
Libr2Cry;*p^(ard, Y^rticiiJ^riy for access to a rare edition 
of "Tfe*FourerPP/;.*au5l6:my colleague, Professor A. K. 
Potter, for'tlfe grij{^ejpfrx)f using his rotographs of the first 
edition of 'Haw^^-dftd* f^r aid in interpreting the text. To 
my wif€?./[*HtrfUi>3i6lF9 for preparing the copy, the table 
of conteAt/,*dnd'tfi^* indices, for aid in writing notes and 
making the glossary, and most of all for translating the 
Old English poems. 

W. C. B. 

Brown University 
May 9, 191 o 
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OLD ENGLISH POEMS 

DONE INTO MODERN ENGLISH PROSE 

FSOM 

BEOWULF 

THE CLEANSING OF HEOROT 

So then Heal f dene's son seethed always over his time of care, 
nor might the wise warrior turn away his woe: the strife was 
too strong, loathsome and long-lasting, that came upon the people 
—dire wrack spitefully grim, greatest bale by night. This, Gren- 
del's deeds, the thane of Hygelac found out from home, a good 
man among the Geats; he was in might the strongest of man- 
kind in the day of this life, high-bom and powerful. He bade 
gear him a good wave-crosser ; he said he would seek this war- 
king over the swan-road, this great prince, since he had need of 
men. Wise men blamed .him little for the journey, though he was 
dear to them: they whetted his strong courage and saw lucky 
signs. 

The good man had chosen champions of the Geat people, the 
keenest he could find; with fourteen others he sought the sea- 
wood. A man, sea-crafty, pointed out landmarks. Time went 
forward: the float was on the waves, the boat beneath the hill. 
Ready heroes mounted on the stem; streams whirled the sea 
against the sand; warriors bore to the lap of the bark bright trap- 
pings, war-armor gayly garnished; men on a willing journey 
shoved out the wooden ship. Then over the wavy sea, sped by 
the wind, went the float, foamy-necked, most like to a bird, until 
the bark with twisted stem had waded up to about the same hour 
of the next day, when the sailors saw land, sea-cliffs gleaming, 
steep hills, wide headlands; then the sound at the end of the sea 
was crossed. Then quickly the Weder-folk went up on the plain 
and fastened the sea-wood; shirts of mail, war-weeds, rattled; 
they thanked God because the wave-paths were made easy for 
them. 

Then from the wall the guard of the Scyldings, he who must 
hold the sea-<liffs, saw them bearing over the gangway bright 
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shields, ready armor; a fiery longing fretted him in his mind- 
thoughts, to know what those men were. Then the thane of 
Hrothgar went riding on his steed to the shore, and with force 
he shook the spear, the mighty-wood, in his hands, and asked 
in well-weighed words: "What armor-bearers are ye, clad with 
bumies, who thus have come leading a high keel over the sea-street, 
a ring-stemmed ship hither over the deep seas? I was end-guard, 
held sea-watch, so that no one hateful might work harm on the 
land of Danes with a ship-army. Not once have men bearing 
linden shields more openly begun to come hither; nor knew ye 
at all leave-word of war-makers, consent of kinsmen. Never did 
I see upon earth greater earl than is one of you, a warrior in 
armor; that is no hall-man honored with weapons, unless his 
glance belies him, his peerless look. Now I must know your Idn, 
ere ye fare farther from here on Danes* land as false spies. Now 
ye dwellers-afar, sea-crossers, hearken to my onefold thought: 
haste is best in making known whence your comings are." 

To him the eldest made answer, the wise one of the band 
unlocked his word-hoard: "We are Gcat-people in kin, and 
Hygelac's hearth-sharers. My father was known to the peoples, 
a high-born chief called Ecgtheow; he bided many a winter ere 
he turned away, an old man, from earthly courts: well nigh 
every wise man far and wide throughout the world keeps him well 
in mind. We have come with friendly heart to seek thy lord, the 
son of Healfdene, stronghold of the people; be thou good to us 
in guidance. We have a great errand to the mighty lord of the 
Danes: there shall be nothing hidden, as I ween. Thou knowest 
whether it is so, as we truly heard say, that among the Scyldings 
I know not which of scathers, hidden one of hateful deeds, in 
dark nights shows through terror unknown spite, shame and 
slaughter. I may teach Hrothgar counsel thereof, through great- 
ness of heart, how he, wise and good, may overmaster the fiend, 
if ever this baleful business is to turn back from him, help come 
again, and these care- waves grow cooler; or else he will ever 
afterwards endure hard times, dire need, so long as there stands 
in a high place the best of houses." 

The warder spoke where he sat on his steed, liegeman unafraid : 
"Between these two, words and works, must a sharp shield- 
warrior who thinketh well know the difference. I hear that this 
is a band friendly to the lord of the Scyldings. Go bring forth 
your weapons and war-weeds; I will lead you; likewise I will bid 
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my kinsman-thanes to hold your float with honor against any foe, 
your new-tarred bark on the sand, until the wood with curved 
neck bears the dear man back over the sea-streams to Weder- 
mark. To such a framer of good it is given that he shall come 
whole out of the battle-rush." Then they went; the float stayed 
still, the broad-bosomed ship rested on its rope fast at anchor. 
Boar-likenesses shone over the cheek-guards, covered with gold, 
stained and flre-hardened : a boar held watch. In war-mood they 
hurried, men hastened, together they marched down, until they 
could get sight of the timbered hall, stately and golden-hued. 
Among earth-dwellers that was the greatest before all of houses 
under heavens, in which that mighty one abode: its gleam was 
bright over many lands. To them then the man bold in battle 
showed the court of the brave shining, that they might go to it 
straight. One of the war-heroes, he turned his steed and spoke 
a word after: "It is time for me to go. May the all- wielding 
Father in mercy keep you safe in your ways. I will to the sea, 
to keep ward against foeman bands." 

The street was of colored stones; the path led the men all 
tofi^ether. The war-bumy shone, hard, hand-locked, the bright 
ring-iron sang in the armor, when first they came going to the 
hall in their griesly garnishings. Sea-weary they set down wide 
shields, mightily hard, against the wall of the hall, and then bent 
them to the bench. Burnies rang, men's war-mail; spears, sea- 
men's armor, stood all together, ash- wood gray above; the iron- 
armed band was worthy in weapons. Then a proud hero there 
asked the warriors about their high birth: "Whence bring ye 
plated shields, gray shirts of mail and mask-helmets, heap of 
army-shafts? I am Hrothgar's herald and liegeman. I have not 
seen so many men of stranger-folk more brave-like. I ween that 
ye have sought Hrothgar for pride, by no means under ban, but 
for strength of heart." 

llhen answered him the one strong in courage, — the proud 
chief of the Weders spoke a word after, hardy under his helmet: 
"We are Hygelac's board-sharers; Beowulf is my name. I will 
say out my errand to the son of Healfdene, mighty chief, thy 
lord, if be will grant us that we may greet him, so good." 

Wulfgar spoke, that was chief of the Wendlas, — his brave 
heart was known to many, his war-might and wisdom : "Of that 
I will ask the friend of the Danes, lord of the Scyldings, dealer 
of rings, as thou dost beg: the mighty chief I will ask about thy 
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undertaking, and will make known to thee quickly the answer 
that the good man thinks well to give me back." He turned then 
hastily to where Hrothgar sat, old and very hoar, with his band 
of earls; he went with courage strong till he stood before the 
shoulders of the Danes' lord — ^he knew the custom of the doughty. 
Wulfgar spoke to his friend-lord: "Hither have fared, come from 
afar over the stretch of ocean, Geat-folk; the eldest the warriors 
call Beowulf. They beg, my lord, that they may pass words with 
thee. Do not thou give them a denial of thy replies, gracious 
Hrothgar. They seem in war-gear worthy of earls* high honor : at 
least the chief is doughty, who led the warrior-wights hither." 

Hrothgar spoke, helm of the Scyldings: "I knew him when 
he was a boy. His old father was called Ecgtheow, to whom at 
home Hrethel of the Geats gave his only daughter; his hardy 
child has now come hither and sought his faithful friend. Sea- 
crossers who bore the gift-money for the Geats thither for favor 
said then that he, the battle-strong, had the might of thirty men 
in his hand-grip. Him holy God has in mercy sent to us, to the 
West- Danes, as I have hope, against Grendel's griesly deeds; I 
shall give the good man treasures for his daring. Be thou in 
haste: bid the kindred-band go in all together to see me. Say to 
them also in words that they are welcome to the Dane-folk." 

Then Wulfgar went to the door of the hall and gave out word 
within: "My victory-lord, chief of the East-Danes, bade say to 
you that he knows your high birth, and ye are welcome to him 
here, over the sea-waves, hardy-hearted. Now ye may go in your 
war-gear, under army-masks, to sec Hrothgar; let your battle- 
boards and wooden death-shafts here bide the outcome of your 
words." 

Then the mighty one arose, about him many a wight, a picked 
band of thanes; some waited there, and kept the battle-dress, as 
the hardy one bade them. They hastened together, as the man led, 
under Heorot's roof; strong of heart he went, hardy under his 
helmet, till he stood on the dais. Beowulf spoke — on him the 
burny shone, the annor-net linked by the skill of the smith : "Hail 
to thee, Hrothgar! I am Hygelac's kinsman and kinsman-thane 
I have undertaken many mighty deeds in my youth. The matter 
of Grendel became known to me openly on my home turf; sea- 
farers say that this hall, this best house, stands idle and unused 
of any wight after evening-light becomes hidden under heaven'i 
brightness. Then my people, the best, wise men, taught me 
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counsel, lord Hrothgar, that I should seek thee, because they 
knew the strength of my might: they looked upon it themselves, 
when I came out of battle stained from foes, where I bound five, 
destroyed the kin of eotens, and on the waves slew nickers by 
night, endured dire straits, drove out the scourge of the Weders 
(they suffered woe), ground down the fierce ones. And now with 
Grendel, with the monster, the giant, must I try out the thing 
alone. Now then I will beg of thee, prince of the Bright-Danes, 
bulwark of the Scyldings, one boon, that thou deny me not, strong- 
hold of warriors, noble friend of the folk, now I am come thus 
from afar, that I alone, and the band of my earls, this hardy troop, 
may cleanse Heorot. I have also learned that the monster recks 
not of weapons in his rashness. I then forego-— so may Hygelac, 
my lord, be blithe of mood toward me — the bearing of sword or 
wide shield, yellow buckler, to battle; but I with my grip shall 
grapple with the fiend and struggle for life, foe with foe. There 
must he whom death takes believe in the doom of the Lord. I 
ween that he, if he must come out master, will eat the Geat-folk 
in the war-hall unafraid, as he often did the strength of the 
Hrcthmen. Thou needst not hide my head, but he will have me, 
stained with blood, if death takes me: he will bear away my 
bloody corpse, will think to taste it; he that goes alone will eat 
it unmoumfuUy, will mark with my blood the moor-haunts. Neither 
needst thou care longer for the feeding of my body. Send off to 
Hygelac, if battle take me, the best of war-shrouds, that covers 
my breast, finest of armor; that was left me by Hrethel, the 
work of Weland. Fate goeth ever as she must." 

Hrothgar spoke, helm of the Scyldings: "To fight off our foe 
and give kindly help hast thou sought us, my friend Beowulf. 
Thy father fought out the greatest feud — he was hand-slayer of 
Heatholaf among the Wylfings. Then the Weder-kin might not 
keep him for fear of war. Thence he sought the South-Dane folk 
over the rolling waves, the Honor-Scyldings : then was I first 
mling the Dane-folk, and in my youth holding the gem-rich hoard- 
tmrg of heroes. Then was Heorogar dead, lifeless was my elder 
brother, child of Healfdene; he was better than I. Afterwards I 
settled the feud with a fee: I sent to the Wylfings, over the 
water's ridge, old treasures; he swore me oaths. Sorrow is it for 
me in my soul to tell any one of men what shame Grendel has 
wrought me in Heorot with his hate-thoughts, what sudden 
spites: my hall-band, my war-troop, has waned; fate swept them 
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off in Gretiders grim grasp. God may easily cut off the rash 
scather from his deeds. Full oft warriors drunken with beer 
boasted over the ale-can that they in the beer-hall would bide 
Grendel's onset with griesly sword-edges. Then was the mead- 
hall, lordly abode, at morningtide blood-stained, when daylight 
gleamed, all the bench-boards steeped in blood, the hall drenched 
in sword-blood; I had the less of faithful men, bold and doughty 
ones, since death had taken them off. Sit now to the feast and 
unseal thy thoughts, thy victory-pride to the men, as thy soul 
whets thee." 

Then was room made at the bench in the beer-hall for the 
Geat-men all together; there the stout-hearted ones went to sit, 
proud in might. The thane minded his task who bore in his hand 
the garnished ale-can, poured out bright mead. At whiles a bard 
sang dear-voiced in Heorot; there was mirth of men, no little 
doughtiness of Danes and Weders. 

• ••••••••••0 

Then Hrothgar, bulwark of the Scyldings, went out of the 
hall with his band of men; the war-chief would seek Wealhtheow, 
his queen, for bed-fellow. The glory of kings had set a hall- 
guard against Grendel, as men heard, — ^he minded a special task 
about the Danes* chief, gave watch for the monster. Truly the 
Geats' chief eagerly trusted his proud might and the Maker's 
favor. Then he doffed his iron bumy and the helmet from his 
head, gave up his jeweled sword, the pick of irons, to his waiting- 
thane, and bade him hold the war-gear. Then the good man 
spoke scHiie boastful words, Beowulf of the Geats, ere he mounted 
his bed: "*I count not myself meaner in army-might of war- 
works than Grendel himself; therefore I will not kill him with 
the sword and so take his life, although I may. He knows not 
of these good helps, that he may strike at me and hew my shield, 
though he be strong in spite-works; but we two in the night must 
do without the sword, if he dares seek war without weapons; and 
afterwards may wise God, the holy Lord, award glory on which- 
soever hand may seem to Him meet." Then the bold in battle 
laid him down — the cheek-bolster received the earPs face; and 
about him many a keen seaman bent to hall-rest. None of them 
thought that he should ever thereafter seek home-love, folk or 
free burg where he was brought up: but they had learned that, 
ere this, slaughter-death had taken off far too many Dane- folk 
in the wine-hall. But the Lord gave them webs of war-speed, 
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gave to the Weder-folk comfort and help, so that they all over- 
came their foe through the strength of one man, by his own 
might; the truth is made known that mighty God has ruled over 
mankind forever. In the dark night came stalking the goer-in- 
shadow. The shooters slept who were to hold the horned house, 
all but one. It was known to men that the unresting scather 
might not cast them under the shades when the Maker willed 
not; but he, waking in anger at the wroth foe, waited, in raging 
mood, for the outcome of the strife. 

Then from the moor under the misty hills came Grendel 
walking: God's ire he bore. The wicked scather was minded to 
ensnare some one of mankind in that high hall. Beneath the 
clouds he went, to where he best knew a wine-house, gold-hall 
of men, bright with platings of gold; nor was that the first time 
that he had sought Hrothgar's home. Never found he in his life- 
days, before or after, hardier heroes for hall-thanes. The wight 
with no part in joys came then journeying to the house. The 
door soon sprang open, fast with fire-bands, after he laid hold of 
it with his hands: the baleful-minded burst open the mouth of 
the house, being swollen with rage. Quickly after that the 
fiend trod on the shining floor; he went in ireful mood; from his 
eyes came a light not fair, most like to flame. He saw in the 
house many men, a kindred-band sleeping all together, a crowd 
of kinsman-warriors. Then his heart laughed aloud; he meant, 
dire monster, ere day came to part the life of each one from his 
body, since hope of his fill of food was fallen to him. It was not 
fate, any longer, that he should seize more of mankind after that 
night Hygelac*s kinsman, mightily strong, beheld how the wicked 
scather was going to fare with his fear-grips. The monster meant 
not to tarry, but he quickly, the first time, seized a sleeping man, 
slit him unawares, bit his bone-locker, drank the blood from his 
veins, swallowed huge bits. Soon he had devoured all the life- 
less body, feet and hands. Forth he stepped, nearer, and then 
seized with his hand the great-hearted warrior at rest. With his 
hand the fiend reached out; quickly the hero laid hold, with 
hostile thoughts, and leaned against his arm. Soon the herder 
of crimes found out that he had met in no other man in the 
world, in the corners of earth, a greater hand-grip. He grew 
fearful in mind, in heart: none the sooner could he get away. 
His heart was eager to be gone — he wanted to flee into darkness, 
to seek the haunt of devils; there was no work for him there, 
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such as he had found before in his life-days. Then Hygelac's 
good kinsman bethought him of his evening-speech, stood upright 
and grappled with him fast; his fingers burst; the monster was 
moving outward; the earl stepped further. The great one was 
minded wheresoever he might to turn loose and flee away thence 
to the fen-hollows: he knew his fingers' power was in the grips 
of a fierce foe. That was a dire journey that the harm-scather 
took to Heorot. The lordly hall wa^ full of din; panic came upon 
all the Danes, the castle-dwellers, upon each of the bold ones and 
upon the earls. Ireful were both the fierce and mighty, cham- 
pions. The house was in uproar. Then was it great wonder that 
the wine-hall withstood the two bold in battle, that it fell not to 
the ground, that fair earth-building; but it was made so fast by 
smith's work with cunning thoughts, by iron bands within and 
without. There from its base started many a mead-bench, as I 
have heard, garnished with gold, where the fierce ones fought; 
of that the wise men of the Scyldings never thought before, that 
any man with power might ever break it in pieces, splendid and 
bone-decked as it was, or force it apart with cunning, unless flame's 
embrace swallowed it in smoke. Noise went up, new enough; 
dire fear stood upon the North-Danes, upon each one of those 
who heard weeping from the wall, heard the striver against God 
singing a griesly lay, a song of defeat — hell's thrall bewailing his 
sore. He held him fast, he who was strongest of men in might 
in the day of this life. 

The stronghold of earls would not for anything let the death- 
dealing comer go alive, nor deemed he his life-days of use to any 
folk. There many an earl of Beowulf's brandished an old heir- 
loom-sword, wanted to guard the life of their lord and chief, 
mighty leader, wheresoever they might. They knew not when 
they went through the strife, hardy-hearted battle-men, and thought 
to hew him upon each side and seek his soul, that not even the 
pick of irons upon earth, no war-bill, couM touch that unresting 
scather, but he had foresworn victory- weapons, every edge. His 
life-parting was to be wretched in the day of this life, and his 
ghost, gone elsewhere, must journey afar to the rule of fiends. 
Then he found out, he who before had wrought many a crime 
against mankind in mirthful mood, he, foe to God, that his body 
would not last him, but Hygelac's brave kinsman had him by the 
hand: each was hateful to the other, living. The dire monster 
endured a body-sore: a clear wound not to be eased was on his 
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shoulder; his sinews sprang apart, his bone-lockers burst To 
Beowulf war-glory was given: Grendel was to flee thence life- 
sick under the fen-slopes, to seek his joyless dwelling; he knew 
the more surely that his life's end was gone, the number of his 
dzys. All Danes had their wish fulfilled after that slaughter- 
rush. Then he who erewhile came from afar, wise and stout- 
hearted, had cleansed Hrothgar's hall, had saved from spite; he 
rejoiced in his night-work, his mighty feats. The chief of the 
Gcat-men had carried out his boast to the East-Danes, as all the 
sufFerings were made good, the sorrows sent by the foe, which 
they before went through and for dire need had to endure, no 
little bitterness. That was clear token, when the bold in battle 
laid down the hand, arm and shoulder — there was all of Grendel's 
claw together — ^under the roomy roof. 

Then in the morning, as I have heard, there was many a 
warrior about the gift-hall; from far and near folk-leaders fared 
throughout the wide-ways to view the wonder, the traces of the 
foe. His life-parting seemed not sorry to any of the men who 
viewed the track of the gloryless one, how he, in weary mood, 
bore away thence his life-steps to the mere of the nickers, over- 
come in strife, doomed and routed. There was the sea welling 
with blood — the dire swing of waves welled up all mingled with 
hot gore^ sword-blood; the death-doomed dyed it, when, with no 
part in joys, he laid down his life, his heathen soul, in the fen- 
shelter; there hell took him. 

There was the pick of feasts; men drank wine; they knew not 
fate;, grim shaper-aforetime, as it was fallen to many an earl. 
When evening came, and Hrothgar went him to his lodge, the 
mighty one to his rest, uncounted earb guarded the house, as 
they had oft done before. They bared the bench-boards; it was 
overspread with beds and bolsters. One of the stewards, ready 
and doomed, bowed to his floor-rest. They set at their heads 
battle-shields, bright board-woods; there on the bench over an 
atheling was easy to see his helmet high-towering in battle, his 
ringed bumy, his mighty onset-spear. It was their way, that they 
were often ready for war both at home and in the field, and 
either of them even at such times as need befell their lord: that 
was a good folk. 

Then they sank to sleep. One sorely paid for his evening-rest, 
as full often befell them when Grendel guarded the gold-hall and 
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did wrong, until the end came, death after sins. It became plain, 
widely known to men, that an avenger still lived after the loathed 
one, a long time after the war-care: Grendel's mother, woman, 
monster-wife, was mindful of her woe, she whose it was to dwell 
in the dreadful water, the cold streams, after Cain became sword- 
slayer of his only brother, his father's son — then went the guilty one, 
marked with murder, fleeing man's mirth, and dwelt in the waste. 
Thence woke many a fate-sent ghost. Of these was Grendel one, 
hateful sword- wolf, who found at Heorot a waking man awaiting 
war. There the monster was grasping at him; yet was he mind- 
ful of the strength of his might, his large and lasting gift which 
God had granted him, and he believed in the Almighty's grace 
for him, comfort and help; thereby he overcame the fiend, felled 
hell's ghost. Then he departed downcast, with no part in mirth, 
to see his dwelling of death — ^the foe of mankind. And his 
mother, still greedy and sad of mood, would go a sbrrowful way 
to wreak her son's death; she came then to Heorot, where the 
Ring-Danes slept throughout that hall. Then a change came there 
soon to the earls, after Grendel's mother made her way in. The 
griesly dread was even so much less as is the might of maids, the 
war-terror of a woman, beside a weaponed man, when the bound 
blade forged with the hammer, the sword stained with blood, 
strong in its edges, face to face shears down the boar's image 
over the helmet. Then in the hall was the hard-edged sword 
tugged over settles, and many a broad shield heaved fast to the 
hand: a man minded not the helmet or the broad burny when the 
dread got hold on him. She was in haste, and would go out from 
there to save her life, when she was found ; quickly she had seized 
fast upon one atheling; then she went to the fen. He whom she 
killed at his rest was a man in comradeship most dear to Hrothgar. 
between the seas, a mighty shield-warrior, a hero of stedfast fame. 
Beowulf was not there, but another dwelling had before been 
assigned to the mighty Geat, after the treasure-giving. Noise grew 
high in Heorot; she had seized the well-known hand in its gore; 
care was renewed, was risen again in the dwellings. That was 
not a good exchange when they must buy on both sides with the 
lives of friends. 

Then was the old king, hoar battle-man, in sad mood, when 
he knew his chief thane was lifeless, his dearest man dead. 
Quickly was Beowulf fetched to the bower, victory-blessed war- 
rior; just at daybreak he went with the earls, the high-bom 
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champion himself with his comrades, where the wise one waited 
whether the Almighty should ever will to work a change for him 
after this woe-spell. Then went along the floor the war-worthy 
man with his hand-troop — ^the hall-wood dinned — until he greeted 
with words the wise lord of the Ingwines, and asked him if he 
had a pleasant night, after the pressing summons. 

Hrothgar spoke, helm of the Scyldings: "Ask not after pleas- 
ant things; sorrow is renewed for the Dane- folk. iSschere is 
dead, Yrmenlaf's elder brother, my man wise in runes and my 
counsel-bearer, shoulder-comrade when we guarded our heads in 
battk, when troops clashed, boars crashed. Such should an earl 
be, an atheling good before others, as i^schere was. There came 
to him in Heorot a wandering slaughter-guest for hand-slayer; 
I know not whither the dire carrion-proud monster has taken her 
back- journeys, made famous by her feast. She avenged that feud 
in which thou didst kill Grendel yesternight in fierce wise with 
hard grips, for that he had too long cut down and made few my 
people. He fell in battle, having forfeited his life, and now 
came another mighty scather; she would avenge her son, and has 
carried the feud far, as may appear heavy heart-bale to many a 
thane who weeps in soul for the treasure-giver. Now that hand 
lies low that was strong for you in well-nigh all wishes. 

**I have heard the land-dwellers, my people, hall-rulers, say 
that they saw two such great march- steppers holding the moors, 
stranger-ghosts: one of them was, as they might most surely 
know, a likeness of a woman ; the other, wretched-shapen, in man's 
form trod the paths of the banned, only he was greater than any 
other man — him in days of yore earth-dwellers named Grendel; 
they know not his father, whether any lurking ghost was begotten 
before him. They guard the hidden land, wolf-slopes, windy 
headlands, dread fen-paths, where the mountain-stream goes down- 
wards under the mists of the headlands, the flood under ground. 
It is not far hence by mile-mark where that mere stands, over 
which hang rimy groves — a wood fast to its roots overhangs the 
water. Each night may be seen there a dread wonder, fire on the 
flood. There lives not one of the children of men so wise that 
he knows the bottom. Though the heath-stepper pressed by the 
honhds, the hart with strong horns, seeks the holt-wood, having 
fled from afar, he will give up his life on the bank ere he will hide 
his head within. That is no canny place: from it a blending of 
waves rises up wan to the clouds, when the wind stirs the hateful 
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storms, till the air grows dark and the heavens weep. Now is the 
counsel again with thee alone. Thou knowest not yet the land, 
the dread place, where thou mayest find the one of many sins; 
seek if thou dare. I shall pay thee for the feud with a fee, with 
old treasures, as I did before, with twisted gold, if thou comest 
away." 

Beowulf spoke, son of Ecgtheow: "Do not sorrow, wise man; 
it is better for every man that he avenge his friend than that he 
mourn much. Each of us must abide the end of this world's life ; 
let him who may win glory before death: that is afterwards best 
for a noble man done with life. Arise, guard of the realm: let us 
go quickly to see the track of Grendel's kinsman. I vow it to thee : 
he shall not get off to cover, either in earth's bosom or in the 
mountain^wood or in ocean's depth, go where he will. This day do 
thou have patience with each of thy woes, as I hope thou wilt." 

Then the dged man leaped up, and thanked God, the mighty 
Lord, for what this man said. Then was a horse bridled for 
Hrothgar, a steed with twisted hair; the wise prince went in 
state; a troop of shield-bearers marched on foot. Tiraces were 
plain far and wide along the wood-paths, a track over the ground; 
straight she went over the murky moor, and bore lifeless the 
best of the kinsman-thanes who watched over the home with 
Hrothgar. Then the child of athelings went over steep stone- 
slopes, narrow trails, strait single-paths, an unknown way, deep 
headlands, many nicker-houses ; he, with a few wise men, went 
before to see the plain, until he suddenly found the mountain- 
trees leaning over the hoary stone, the joyless wood; the water 
stood beneath, bloody and troubled. For all the Danes, friends 
of the Scyldings, it was grievous in heart to endure, a suffering 
for many a thane and each of the earls, when they came upon 
iEschere's head on the sea-cliff. The flood welled with blood 
(folk looked upon it), with hot gore. From time to time the horn 
sang the ready war-song. All the troop sat down. Then they 
saw along the water many of the worm-kind, strange sea-dragons, 
trying the channel, likewise nickers lying on headland-slopes, that 
often at morning time make a sorrowful raid on the sail- road — 
worms and wild beasts. They fell away, bitter and swollen with 
rage: they sensed the sound, the war-horn singing. The chief of 
the Geats wkh an arrow-bow parted one from life in \i\s wave- 
struggle, so that the hard war-dart stood in *his vitals; he was 
the slower at swimming in the sea, because death carried him 



OLD ENGLISH POEMS 13 

off. Quickly was he hard pressed on the waves with boar-spears 
sword-hooked, set upon by force and tugged to the headland, a 
wondrous wave-bearer; the men looked upon the griesly guest. 

Beowulf geared himself with earl- weeds, was in no wise care- 
ful for his life. The war-burny, woven with hands, wide and 
cunningly stained, must try the channel, that which could cover 
his body so that battle-grasp might not scathe his breast or ireful 
foeman's clutch his life; but the white helmet guarded his head, 
and must mingle with the mere-depths, seek the turmoil of the 
sea, though decked with treasure, held with lordly chains, as the 
weapon-smith wrought it in days of old, made it wondrously, set 
it with swine-shapes, so that afterwards no brand or battle-swords 
might bite it. That was not then the smallest of mighty helps 
that Hrothgar's spokesman lent him in need — Hrunting was the 
hihed sword's name: it was one among the first of the old 
treasures ; the edge was iron, smeared with poison-twigs, hardened 
with battle-blood; never in battle did it fail any man who clasped 
his hands about it, who durst go griesly journeys, to battle-fields 
of foes. That was not the first time that it had to do a work of 
strength. Indeed Ecglaf's son, strong in might, was not thindful 
of what he said before, drunken with wine, when he lent that 
weapon to a better sword-warrior: he himself durst not risk life 
ttnder the wave-struggle, do a warrior's deed; there he lost glory, 
fame for strength. It was not so with that other, after he had 
geared him for the fight. 

Beowulf spoke, son of Ecgtheow: "Think now, mighty son of 
Healfdene, wise prince, gold- friend of men, now I am ready for 
the venture, of what we two have said before: if I at thy need 
should lose my life, that thou wouldst ever be in a father's place 
to me when I am gone hence. Be thou a protector for my kins- 
man-thanes, my hand-comrades, if battle takes me; likewise send 
to Hygelac the treasures that thou gavest me, dear Hrothgar. 
Then may the lord of the Geats know by the gold, the son of 
Hrethel see, when he gazes upon that treasure, that I found a 
dealer of rings good in manly parts and had joy of him while I 
nught. And do thou let Hunferth, a wide-known man, have my 
old heirloom, jeweled wave-sword, hard-edged; I will work me 
glory with Hrunting or death shall take me." 

After these words the chief of the Weder-Geats hastened with 
stout heart, would in no wise bide an answer; the welling surge 
received the battle^man. Then was there a day's while ere he 
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might get sight of the bottom-plain. Soon she who had held the 
compass of the floods for a hundred half-years, sword-eager, grim 
and greedy, found that some one of men from above was search- 
ing there the abode of stranger-wights. .Then she grasped at 
him, seized the warrior in her fearful grips; none the sooner did 
she put hurt into the hale body: outside the ring-mail covered him 
about, so that she might not clutch through the army-coat, the 
locked limb-shirt, with her hateful fingers. Then the she-wolf 
of the mere, when she came to the bottom, bore to her house the 
prince of rings in such wise that he might not (though he was 
brave) wield weapons at all; but by reason of it many monsters 
troubled him in the deep, many a sea-beast with its battle-tusks 
broke his army-shirt, worried the warrior. Then the earl was 
aware that he was in he knew not what war-hall, where no water 
hurt him a whit, nor could the fear-grip of the flood touch him, 
because of the roofed hall; he saw firelight, a glittering gleam 
shining bright Then the good man got sight of the she-wolf of 
the sea-bottom, the mighty mere-wife; he gave a mighty rush 
with the battle-bill, his hand withheld not the swing, so that the 
ring-sword sang its greedy war-song on her head. Then the 
stranger found out that the battle-flasher would not bite, or harm 
her life, but the edge failed the chief at need; ere this it went 
through many hand-meetings, often sheared a helmet, a doomed 
man's army-dress; then was the first time for the dear treasure 
that its glory failed. Still was he resolute, nowise slow of 
strength, mindful of mighty deeds — the kinsman of Hygelac. The 
ireful warrior threw away then the chased sword bound with 
jewels, so that it lay on the earth, stiff and steel-edged; he 
trusted to his strength, his mighty hand-grip. So must a man do 
when he thinks to gain lasting praise in war, and cares not at all 
about his life. Then the chief of the War-Geats seized Grendel's 
mother by the shoulder — he mourned not at all for the strife; the 
hardy in battle, as he was swollen with rage, hurled his life-foe 
so that she bent to the floor. Quickly she paid him back hand- 
meed with grim grasps, and clutched at him; then, weary of 
mood, the strongest of warriors, fighter on foot, stumbled so that 
he fell. Then she sat upon the hall-guest, and drew her dagger, 
broad, brown-edged, and would avenge her child, her only son. 
On his shoulder lay the braided breast-net; that saved his life, 
withst6od the inthrust of point and edge. Then had the son of 
Ecgtheow, champion of the Geats, perished under the wide sea- 
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bottom but that the battle-burny gave him help, the hard army- 
net, and holy God, the wise Lord, brought about war-victory — 
the Ruler of the heavens easily judged it aright. Afterwards he 
stood up again. 

Then he saw among the armor a bill rich in victories, an old 
sword of eotens, with doughty edges, the worship of warriors; 
that was the pick of weapons, but that it was greater than any 
other man might bear to battle-play, good and well garnished, a 
work of giants. He seized then the belted hilt, the wolf of the 
Scyldings, fierce and sword-grim, drew the ring-sword, hopeless 
of life struck irefully, so that the hard blade griped at her neck, 
broke the bone-rings; the bill went all through the doomed flesh- 
covering; she fell to the floor. The sword was bloody; the man 
was glad of his work. The gleam flashed up: light stood within, 
even as the candle of the sky shines clearly from heaven. He 
locked along the house, then turned beside the wall; the thane of 
Hygelac, ireful and resolute, lifted up the hard weapon by the 
hih. The edge was not worthless to the warrior, but he wanted to 
pay Grendcl quickly for many war-rushes which he made upon the 
West-Danes much oftener than a single time, when he slew Hroth- 
gar's hearth-sharers in their sleep, ate fifteen men of the Dane- 
IcXk while they slept, and bore off as many others, a loathly prey. 
For that he gave him his pay, the fierce champion, insomuch that 
he saw Grendel lying war- weary in his resting-place, lifeless, so 
had the battle at Heorot scathed him before. The corpse gaped 
wide when it felt his stroke after death, the hard sword-swing; 
and then he cut off the head. 

Soon the wise men who looked on the mere, with Hrothgar, 
saw that the welling of waves was all mingled, the sea stained 
with blood. The gray-haired old men spoke together about the 
good hero, said that they did not look for the atheling again, that 
he should come, glorious in victory, to seek their mighty prince; 
since, from that, it seemed to many that the sea- wolf of the mere 
had broken him to pieces. Then came the noon of the day: the 
bold Scyldings gave up the headland; the gold-friend of men 
went him home thence. The strangers sat there sick at heart, and 
stared at the mere; they wished and yet had no hope that they 
might see their friend-lord himself. 

Then the sword, the war-bill, on account of the blood began to 
dwindle away in battle-icicles; that was a wonder, that it all 
melted most like to ice, when the Father loosens the bond of 
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frost, unwinds the fetters of the pool — He Who has the wielding 
of times and seasons: that is the true Maker. He took no more 
of the treasure-goods in the dwelling, the chief of the Wcder- 
Geats, though he saw many there, but only the head, together 
with the hilt decked with jewels: the sword had melted before, 
the adorned blade had burned up, so hot was that blood, so 
poisonous that stranger-ghost that met death in there. Soon he 
was swimming, he who erewhile in fight abode the war-fall of 
wroth ones; up through the water he dived; the blending waves 
were all cleansed, the broad abodes, when the stranger-ghost left 
her life-days and this fleeting earthly shape. The stout-hearted 
helm of seamen came then swimming to land; he joyed in his 
sea-booty, the mighty burden that he had with him. The picked 
troop of thanes went then to him, thanked God, joyed in their 
chief, for that they might see him sound. Then were the helmet 
and bumy quickly loosed from the stirring hero. The lake became 
still, the water under the clouds, stained with slaughter-blood. 
Forth thence, glad at heart, they fared by foot-tracks, measured 
the earth-way, the well-known street, those kingly-bold men. 
From the sea-cliff they bore the head, with hardship for each one 
of them, though very brave; four men had to work hard to bear 
Grendel's head on the slaughter-pole to the gold-hall, till they 
came forthwith to the hall, bold and warlike, the fourteen Geats 
marching; amid them the lord of men, proud in the troop, trod 
the mead-plains. Then the chief of the thanes went in, the man 
keen in deeds, worthy in glory, battle-bold warrior, to greet 
Hrothgar. Then was Grendel's head borne by the hair on to the 
floor where men drank, a fearful thing before the earls and the 
lady with them; a wondrous sight men looked upon. 

Then again, as before, for the strength-brave hall-sitters was 
a feast fairly set anew. The night-helm loured dark over the 
lordly men. The doughty all arose; the old Scylding with gray- 
streaked hair wanted to seek his bed. With boundless longing 
the Geat, strong shield-warrior, listed to rest; soon the hall-thane, 
he who for courtesy looked out for all the thane's needs, such 
as in that day sea-goers should have, led him forth, weary of his 
way, come from afar. Then the great-hearted rested him; the 
house towered roomy and gold-hued; the guest slept within till 
the black raven, blithe-hearted, heralded heaven's joy: then came 
the bright sun speeding over the ground. The warriors hastened, 
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the athelings were eager to fare back to their folk; the bold- 
minded coiner wanted to get to his keel far thence. The hardy 
one then bade Ecglaf's son bear Hrunting, bade him take his 
sword, his dear iron; he spoke him thanks for the loan, said he 
reckoned it a good war-friend, mighty in battle; by no means in 
his words did he blame the sword's edge. That was a man of 
mind! And when the warriors were about to set off, ready in 
their gear, the atheling dear to the Danes went to the high seat 
where the other was; the battle-brave hero greeted Hrothgar. 

Beowulf spoke, son of Ecgtheow: "Now we sea-goers, come 
from afar, wish to say that we are going to seek Hygelac. Here 
we have been well waited on after our wishes; thou hast treated 
us well. If, then, on earth I may gain any whit more of thy 
heart-love than I have yet done, lord of men, I shall soon be 
ready for war- works. If over the stretch of the floods I learn 
that thy neighbors bind thee down with dreads, as those that hate 
thee at times have done, I will bring thee thousands of thanes, 
heroes to help thee. I know of Hygelac, lord of the Geats, 
though he be young, shepherd of the folk, that he will further me 
by words and works so that I may honor thee well and bear to 
thy help the spear-holt, an army's aid, where thou hast need of 
men. If then Hrethric, the king's son, take service at the courts 
of the Geats, he may find there many friends; far countries are 
better sought by him who is strong in himself." 

Hrothgar spoke to him in answer : "Those word-sayings the 
wise Lord sent into thy soul: never heard I man in so young life 
speak more wisely; thou art strong of might and old in mind, 
wise in word-sayings. I count it a likelihood, if it happens that 
the spear, the sword-grim battle, illness or iron, take Hrethel's 
son, thy chief, shepherd of the folk, and thou hast thy life, that 
the Sea-Geats will have none better than thee to choose for king, 
hoard-warden of heroes, if thou wilt hold the realm of thy kins- 
men. Thy mind's mood likes me well, the longer the better, dear 
Beowulf. Thou hast brought it to pass that there shall be friend- 
ship between the folk, Geat-people and Spear-Danes, and strife 
shall rest, foemen-hatreds that they erewhile went through. While 
I wield the wide realm there shall be treasures between us: with 
goods shall many a one greet another over the diver's bath; over 
the sea the ring-bark shall bring giifts and love- tokens. I know the 
people are fast welded, towards foe and towards friend, alto- 
gether blameless in the old way." 
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Then, besides, the stronghold of earls, the son of Healfdene, 
gave him within the hall twelve treasures, and bade him seek his 
own dear folk with the gifts, in sound health, and come again 
quickly. iThen the king good in lineage, prince of the Scyldings, 
kissed that best thane, and clasped him round the neck; tears fell 
from him, the gray-haired man. Of both those things he had 
hope, old and very wise as he was, and stronger hope of the 
second, that they might see each other again, brave in cotmcil. 
The man was so dear to him that he could not keep back the 
heaving of his breast, but in his heart, fast in the bonds of his 
mind, a hidden longing for the dear man burned in his blood. 
From him, there, Beowulf, gold-proud warrior, trod the grassy 
earth exulting in treasure. The sea-goer that was riding at 
anchor awaited her owner-lord. Then was H roth gar *s gift often 
talked of as they went: that was a king every way blameless, 
until old age, that has often scathed many, took from him the 
joys of his might. 

There came then to the flood many brave liegemen; ring-mail 
they bore, locked limb-shirts. The land-guard found out the 
earls' journey back, as he did before; he did not greet the guests 
with harm from the cliff's nose, but rode towards them, and said 
that as men welcome to the Weder-folk the bright-mailed war- 
riors went to ship. Then on the sand was the sea-wide bark 
laded with war-weeds, the ring-stemmed ship with horses and 
costly things; the mast towered over Hrothgar's hoard-treasures. 
To the boat-ward he gave a sword bound with gold, so that there- 
after he was deemed the more worthy on the mead-bench because 
of the treasure, the heirloom. He went on to the bark to stir the 
deep water, left the Danes' land. Then by the mast was a sort 
of sea-robe, a sail made fast by a rope; the sea-wood groaned; 
there the wind over the waves did not part the wave-floater from 
her way; the sea-goer went on, floated foamy-necked forth over 
the waves, the bound stem over the sea-streams, till they might 
get sight of the Geats' cliffs, the well-known headlands; the keel 
bounded up, urged by the wind, and stood on land. Quickly was 
the haven-guard ready at the sea, he who a long time before had 
looked far at the flood, eager for the dear men; he bound the 
broad-bosomed ship with anchor-bands fast to the sand, lest the 
force of the waves might drive away from them their winsome 
wood. 
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THE FIGHT WITH THE DRAGON 

That came to pass afterwards by battle-crashes in later days, 
when Hygelac lay dead and battle-swords under the shield-cover 
brought bane to Heardred, when among his victory-people the 
hardy war-wolves, Battle-ScylRngs, sought him, beset with spite 
the nephew of Hereric — after that the broad realm went to 
Beowulf s hand. He ruled well for fifty winters (he was a wise 
king then, an old guardian of the fatherland), until on dark nights 
a dragon began to make raids, that on a high mound watched 
over a hoard, a steep stone-barrow ; a path lay under, unknown to 
men. Some one of men went in there, .... seized from the 
heathen hoard [a cup] .... bright with gold; nor [did] he 
[give] it [back] afterwards, though by thief's craft [the keeper 
was tricked] while he slept. The people [found out], .... the 
warrior-folk, that he was angered. 

By no means of his own accord or with his own will did he 
seek the mass of worm-hoards, he who sorely scathed him; but 
because of dire stress this slave of some one of the children of 
men fled from hate-blows, in need of a house, and made his 
way therein, a man sin-haunted. Soon it came about that .... 
griesly terror stood upon the guest; .... as the fear seized him, 
he saw the treasure-vessel. 

There were many such old treasures in that earth-house, as in 
days of yore some one of men had thoughtfully hidden them 
there, a great legacy of noble kin, dear jewels. All those men 
death had taken in earlier times, and the one from the doughty 
of that people who still roamed there longest became a mourner 
bereft of friends, yet looked forward to old age, that he might 
for a little time enjoy the long-kept treasures. A barrow all ready 
stood on the plain near the water-waves, all new by the head- 
land, made fast by close craft; into that the keeper of rings bore 
the heavy deal of earls' treasures, of plated gold, and spoke a 
few words: "Hold thou now. Earth, now that men might not, 
the ownings of earls. Lo, good men got it first in thee; war- 
death, dread life-bale, has taken off each man of my people, who 
has given up this life; they have seen hall- joy. I have no one 
who may bear the sword, or polish the plated flagon, dear drink- 
vessel; the doughty have gone elsewhere. The hard helmet, 
decked with gold, shall lose its platings; the burnishers sleep 
whose task it was to make ready the battle-mask ; and likewise the 
army-coat, which in battle endured, over the crash of shields, the 
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bite of iron swords, shall crumbTe alter the hero ; the ringed bumy 
may not fare far after the war-chief, h^ the side of warriors. 
There is no joy of the harp, no mirth of the gte » >wo od, nor does 
the good hawk swing through the hall, nor the swift horse paw 
the castle-yard. Baleful death has sent forth many of living lati4^ 
So in mournful mood one man bemoaned his sorrow for all, wept 
in woe day and night, till the flood of death laid hold of his heart 

The old twilight-scather found the joy-hoard standing open, — 
the burning one that seeks barrows, naked spite-dragon, and flics 
at night enfolded in fire; him earth-dwellers dread greatly. He 
must seek a hoard in the earth, where, old in winters, he guards 
heathen gold; yet is it no whit the better for him. So for three 
hundred winters the people-scather held in the earth a hoard- 
house mightily strong, till one man put him in angry mood; he 
bore a plated flagon to a prince of men, and begged his lord for 
a peace-treaty. Then was the hoard found, the hoard of rings 
plundered; the wretched man's boon was granted. The lord saw 
the ancient work of men for the first time. Then the worm 
awoke, strife was renewed; he sniffed of the stone, stout-hearted 
found the foe's foot-track — in his hidden craft he had stepped too 
far forth, near the dragon's head. So may the undoomed easily 
get off from woe and banishment, whom the Wielder's favor keeps. 
The hoard-warden sought eagerly along the ground, would find the 
man who had done him harm in his sleep ; hot and fierce of mood 
he went oft round the mound, all the outside of it; no man was 
there in the waste. Yet he was glad of the war, the battle-work; 
at times he turned back to the barrow, sought the costly vessd; 
he soon found that some one of men had sought out the gold, the 
high treasures. The hoard-warden could hardly wait till evening 
came; then was the keeper of the barrow angry, — the loathsome 
foe would pay back with flame for the dear drink-vessel. Then 
was day gone, according to the worm's will; no longer would he 
bide on the wall, but went forth with burning, made ready with 
fire. Terrible was the beginning for the folk in the land, even as 
it was quickly ended in their treasure-giver's sore. 

Then the guest began to spew gledes, to burn bright dwellings; 
the burning ray stood forth for mischief to men; naught living 
would the loathsome air-flyer leave there. The worm's war was 
widely seen, near and far the spite of the pressing foe, how the 
war-scather hated and humbled the Geat-people. Back he shot 
to the hoard, the hidden warrior-hall, ere day-time ; he had enfolded 
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the land- folk with flame, with burning and brand; he trusted the 
barrow, his warfare and his wall ; his hope belied him. Then .was 
the terror made known to Beowulf, quickly forsooth, that his own 
home, best of buildings, the Geats' gift-stool, was melting in 
surges of Are. That was a grief to the good man in his breast, 
greatest of heart-sorrows: the wise one weened that he had bit- 
terly angered the Wielder, the eternal Lord, against the old laws; 
his breast within welled with dark thoughts, as was not his 
wont The fire-dragon had burned down with his gledes the 
people's fastness, the water-land without, the earth-holding; there- 
fore the war-king, prince of the Weders, learned vengeance upon 
him. Then the stronghold of warriors, lord of earls, bade make 
him a well-adorned war-board all of iron ; well he knew that 
holt-wood might not help him, a linden shield against fire. The 
atheling good before all was to meet the end of his loan-days, 
this world's life, and the worm with him, though he had long held 
the hoard-wealth. The prince of rings scorned to seek the wide- 
flyer with a band, a large army ; not at all did he dread the fight : 
he counted the worm's warfare for naught, its hardiness and its 
strength, for that he himself ere this, risking close straits, had 
got through many struggles, battle-crashes, since he, victory-blessed 
man, had cleansed Hrothgar's hall and gripped to death in battle 
Grendel's kinsman of loathsome kind. Not the kast was the 
hand-to-hand meeting where Hygelac was slain, when the Geats' 
king in the war-rushes, the lord-friend of the folk, Hrethel's son, 
in Friesland died of sword-drinks, beaten by the bill; thence 
Beowulf came off by his own might, did swimming- work : he 
alone had on his arm thirty suits of war-gear when he went down 
to the sea. By no means did the Hetware need to be exultant 
over their foot-war, they who bore their linden shields forward 
against bim; few came again from that battle- wolf to return 
home. Then the son of Ecgtheow swam over the stretch of still 
waters, wretched and alone, back to his people, where Hygd offered 
him the hoard and realm, rings and prince's stool: she did not 
trust her child, that he could hold the seats of the fatherland 
against alien folk, now Hygelac was dead. None the sooner 
might the wretched people by any means prevail upon the atheling 
to be Heardred's lord or to choose the kingdom; yet he upheld 
him among the folk with friendly lore, with kindness and honor, 
till he became older and ruled the Weder-Geats. Him banished 
men sought over sea, the sons of Ohthere; they had rebelled 
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agamst the helm of the Scylfings, the best of sea-kings, who 
dealt out treasure in the Swede-realm, a famous prince. That 
came to be his life's bound: there, without food, the son of 
Hygelac was allotted a life-wound through swings of the sword. 
And the child of Ongentheow went him back to return home, 
when Heardred lay dead, let Beowulf hold the prince's stool, rule 
the Geats. That was a good king. In later days he took thought 
of requital for the prince's fall: he became a friend to needy 
Eadgils, furthered with folk the son of Ohthere over the wide 
sea, with warriors and weapons; he had vengeance afterwards for 
his cold care-journeys — ^took the king's life. 

So had he got through every struggle, every savage slaying and 
work of strength, this son of Ecgtheow, till that one day when 
he was to wage war with the worm. One of twelve men, the 
lord of the Geats went, then, swollen with anger, to see the 
dragon. He had learned whence the feud arose, the baleful spite 
against heroes; to his lap had come the marvelous treasure-vessel, 
through the finder's hand. He was a thirteenth man in the band, 
the one who set afoot the beginning of the battle; a captive, sad 
at heart and despised, he had to lead the way thence to the plain. 
He went against his will to where he knew was an earth-hall, a 
mound under the earth near the sea-surge, the wave-strife, which 
was full within of jewels and wire-work. A warden uncanny, a 
ready war-wolf, old under the earth, held the gold-treasures; it 
was no easy bargain for any man to go there. Then the king 
hardy in war sat down on the headland while he bade farewell 
to his hearth-sharers, the gold-friend of the Geats. His heart was 
sad within him, wavering and looking to death; fate was very 
near at hand, that must greet the old man, seek out the hoard 
of his soul, part in sunder his life and body: not long then was 
the atheling's life wound about with flesh. 

Beowulf spoke, son of Ecgtheow: "In youth I got through 
many war-rushes, many battle-times; I remember it all. I was 
seven winters old when the prince of treasures, lord- friend of the 
folk, took me from my father: King Hrethel held me and had 
me, gave me treasures and feasts, and remembered our kinship; 
I was no whit more hateful to him in his life, as a warrior in his 
burgs, than any one of his own children, Herebeald and Haethcyn 
or my Hygelac. For the eldest a murder-bed was strewn, un- 
naturally, by a kinsman's deeds, when Haethejm struck him, his 
lord-friend, with an arrow from his horn-bow, missed his mark 
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and shot down his kinsman, one brother another, with a bloody 
shaft. That was a fight not to be paid with a fee, a sin crimi- 
nally done, wearying to the heart; yet the atheling had to lose 
his life un wreaked, nevertheless. So is it sad for an old man to 
abide that his boy shall ride young on the gallows; then he utters 
a dirge, a sorry song, when his son hangs for a comfort to the 
raven and he cannot help him— pld and infirm, can do nothing. 
Always is he reminded, each morning, of his child's passing 
away; he cares not to await another heir in his burgs, when the 
one has proved his deeds through the pangs of death. Full of sor- 
row and care he sees in his son's bower a wine-hall at waste, a rest- 
ing place for winds, of revel bereft: the riders sleep, the heroes, 
in the grave; no sound of the harp is there, no games in the 
yards, as there were before. 

"He goes then to his sleeping-place and sings his sorrow-lay, 
a lone man for an only one lost; all has seemed to him too 
roomy, meadows and dwelling-place. So the hehn of the Weders 
bore a heart welling with sorrow for Herebeald; no whit might 
he make good the feud on the life-slayer, nor any sooner vent 
his hate on the warrior by hateful deeds, though he was not dear 
to him. Then with that sorrow which his sore brought upon him, 
he gave up the joy of men, chose God's light. When he went 
from life he left to his sons, as a rich man does, the land and the 
folk-burg. Then was there hatred and strife between Swedes 
and Geats, a struggle together over the wide water, hard army- 
hate, after Hrethel died; and the sons of Ongentheow were bold 
and warlike, would not hold friendship over sea, but often made 
a dire inroad about Hreosnabeorh. That my kinsman-friends 
wreaked on them, the feud and the crime, as was well known, 
though another paid for it with his life, a hard bargain: the war 
was fatal for Haethcjm, lord of the Geats. Then in the morning 
I heard that one kinsman took vengeance on another's slayer with 
the sword's edge, where Ongentheow sought out Eofor: the war- 
helmet fell apart; the old Scylfing fell, sword-pale; the hand 
remembered enough of the feud, did not withhold the life-blow. 
In the war, as was granted me, I paid him [Hygelac] with my 
bright sword for the treasures that he gave me; he gave me land, 
an abode, home- joy. He had no need to seek a worse war- wolf 
among the Gifths or the Spear-Danes or in Swede-realm, and buy 
him for a price: I would always be foremost in his troop, alone 
in front; and so through life shall I do battle while this sword 
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holds out, that has often lasted me early and late, since I, for 
doughty deeds, was hand-slayer of Daeghrefn, champion of the 
Hugs. By no means might he bring the fretwork, the breast- 
riches, to the Frisian king, but in battle the banner-keeper fell, 
the atheling in his strength ; the edge was not his slayer, but the 
battle-grip broke his heart's wellings, his bone-house. Now shall 
the bill's edge, the hand and the hard sword, war for the hoard." 

Beowulf spoke, uttered boasting words, for the last time: "I 
got through many wars in my youth; yet will I, old warden of 
the folk, seek the feud and do famously, if the wicked scather 
will come out of his earth-hall and seek me." Then he greeted 
each of the men for the last time, the keen helmet-bearer his dear 
comrades: "I would not bear a sword, a weapon against the 
worm, if I knew how else I might carry out my boast in griping 
with the monster, as I did once with Grendel: but there I look 
for hot battle-fire, breath and venom; therefore I have upon me 
shield and burny. I will not flee from the barrow's warden a 
foot's space, but it shall befall us two at the wall as fate fixes 
for us, the Creator of every man. I am keen of mood, so that I 
keep back my boast against the war-flyer. Do ye await on the 
barrow, covered with your burnies, warriors in gear, which of us 
two may the better live through his wound after the slaughter- 
rush. It is not your undertaking, nor is it meet for a man, save 
me alone, that he deal his might against the monster, win earl- 
ship. With my strength I shall gain gold, or battle, dread life- 
bale, will take your lord." 

The strong warrior then arose by his shield, hardy under his 
helmet, bore his sword-shirt under the stone-cliffs, trusted to one 
man's strength: not such is the coward's way. Then he whc^ 
good in manly parts, had lived through a great number of wars, 
battle-crashes, when troops clashed, saw by the wall a stone-arch 
standing, and a stream breaking out thence from the barrow; the 
welling of the stream there was hot with battle-fires. He might 
not without burning endure for any while the deep near the 
hoard, because of the dragon's flame. Then the chief of the 
Weder-Geats let a word go out from his breast, since he was 
angry — the stout-hearted stormed : his voice came roaring in, 
battle-bright, under the hoary stone. Hate was stirred up; the 
hoard-warden knew the man's speech; there was no more time to 
seek for friendship. Forth came the monster's breath, first, out 
of the stone, hot battle-sweat; the earth dinned. The hero under 
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the barrow, lord of the Geats, swung up his board-shield against 
the gricsly guest; then was the ring-coiler ready in heart to seek 
strife. Ere this the good war-king had drawn his sword, the old 
heirloom, not slow of edge — to each of the bale-plotters came 
terror from the other. Stout-hearted stood the lord of friends 
against his tall shield, while the worm bent quickly together: he 
waited in his gear. Then the burning one, bent up, went gliding 
on, hastening to his fate. The shield covered the great prince 
weH life and body, for a shorter while than his wish sought, if he 
was to prevail at that time, on the first day: since fate did not 
allot to him victory in the battle. The lord of the Geats lifted up 
his hand, struck the gricsly foe with his weighty heirloom so that 
its edge weakened, brown on the bone, bit less strongly than its 
folk-king had need of, beset with troubles. Then was the barrow's 
warden in fierce mood after the battle-stroke: he threw out 
slaughter-fire; wide sprang the battle-flames. The gold-friend of 
the Geats did not boast triumphant victory: his war-bill failed, 
naked in the struggle, as it by no means should, an iron good 
before all. It was no easy course for the famous son of Ecgtheow 
to give up the ground-plain; against his will he must take up 
his dwelling elsewhere, as every man shall leave his loan-days. 
It was not long, then, before the monster- warriors met each other 
again. The hoard-warden heartened him — his breast swelled with 
breath anew; he who formerly ruled the folk was pressed in close 
straits, enfolded in fire. By no means did his hand-comrades, 
children of athelings, stand about him in a band, with battle- 
virtue; but they bent to the wood, looked after their lives. In one 
of them his soul welled with sorrow: naught may ever set aside 
kinship, to the man who thinks rightly. 

Wiglaf was his name, son of Weohstan, a dear shield-warrior 
prince of the Scylfings, kinsman of i^lfhere. He saw his lord 
suffering heat under his army-mask; then he remembered the 
favors that he had formerly given him, the wealthy homestead of 
the Waegmundings, and every folk-right, the same as his father 
had. He could not keep back — his hand clutched his shield, the 
yellow linden, and tugged at his old sword. That was an heir- 
loom among men from Eanmund, son of Ohthere, whom, a friend- 
less wanderer, Weohstan slew in strife by the sword's edge, and 
bore to his kinsmen the brown-stained helmet, the ringed burny, 
and the old sword of eotens that Onela gave him, his kinsman's 
war-weeds, ready army-gear; he did not speak about the feud. 
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though he had overthrown his brother's child. He held the fretted 
armor many a half-year, bill and burny, till his boy might win 
earlship like his father before him; then he gave him, among the 
Geats, a countless number of war-weeds of each kind, when he 
went from life, old, on his way forth. 

Then was the first time for the young fighter that he was to 
make a war-rush with his noble lord. His heart did not melt 
nor his kinsman's heirloom weaken in the war: that the worm 
found out when they had come together. Wiglaf spoke many 
right words, said to his comrades (his heart was sad) : "I re- 
member the time that we were taking mead, when we, in the 
beer-hall, vowed to our lord, who gave us these rings, that we 
would repay him for the war-gear, helmets and hard swords, if 
need like this befell him. Of his own will he chose us in the 
army for this undertaking, reminded us of great deeds, and gave 
me these treasures, because he reckoned us good spear-warriors, 
bold helmet-bearers; though our lord thought to do this strength- 
work alone, shepherd of the folk, since he among men has done 
the most great things, daring deeds. Now is the day come when 
our Lord has need of the might of good warriors: let us go to 
him, help our battle-chief, while the heat lasts, the grim glede- 
terror. God knows of me that I had much liefer that the fire 
enfold my body with my gold-giver. Methinks it is not fitting that 
we bear shields back home unless we may first fell the foe, guard 
the life of the Weders* prince. I know well that these were not 
his deserts from of old, that he alone from the doughty of the 
Geats should suffer sorrow, sink in the strife. For us two shall 
sword and helmet, burny and shield-covering, be in common." 
Then he went through the slaughter-reek, bore his war-helmet to 
his lord's help, spoke a few words: "Dear Beowulf, do all well, 
as thou in thy youth-days of yore didst say that thou wouldst not 
let glory fail with thee living. Now must thou, strong in deeds, 
resolute atheling, guard thy life with all thy might; I will help 
thee." 

After these words the worm came on in ire, dire foeman-guest, 
for a second time, flashing with wellings of fire, to beset his foes, 
hateful men. With waves of flame the shield burned up to the 
rim; the burny could give no help to the young spear-warrior; 
but the young man bravely went under his kinsman's shield when 
his own was burned away by the gledes. Then again the war- 
king minded him of great deeds, struck with main strength with 



OLD ENGLISH POEMS 27 



his battle-bill, so that it stood in the [dragon's] head, driven by 
hate. Nxgling broke: Beowulf's sword failed in the fight, ancient 
and gray-marked. It was not given him that edges of irons might 
help him in battle; that hand was too strong, which in its swing 
overtaxed every sword, as I have heard, when he bore to the 
fight a weapon wondrously hard: no whit was it the better for 
him. Then was the people-scather, the fierce fire-dragon, for a 
third time mindful of the feud — rushed upon the brave one where 
room offered him, hot and battle-grim, and encircled all his neck 
with biting bones. He was made bloody with life-blood ; the blood 
welled in waves. 

Then I heard that at the folk-king's need the earl showed end- 
less courage, craft and keenness, as was natural to him. He 
heeded not the [dragon's] head (but the brave man's hand was 
burned where he helped his kinsman), so that he smote the spite- 
guest a little downwards, the man in armor, in such wise that the 
sword dived in, bright and plated, and the fire began to wane 
afterwards. Then the king himself again had use of his wits, 
drew his slaughter-knife, biting and battle-sharp, that he wore on 
his bumy: the helm of the Weders cut the worm in two in the 
middle. They felled the foe, strength drove out life, and they 
had both killed him, the kinsman-athelings ; such a man should a 
warrior be, a thane at need. 

For the prince that was the last victory- while, through his own 
deeds, of his work in the world. The wound which the earth- 
dragon had given him erewhile began to burn and swell; he soon 
found that baleful venom was welling in his breast, poison within 
him. Then the atheling went to sit on a seat by the wall, wise- 
thinking, and looked upon the work of giants, how the stone- 
arches, firm on their columns, hold up the everlasting earth-house 
within. With his hand the thane boundlessly good laved him with 
water, sword-gory as he was, the famous prince, his friend-lord, 
battle-sated; and he loosened his helmet. Beowulf made speech — 
he spoke in spite of his hurt, the wound deathly pitiful; he knew 
well that he had spent his days' while of earth's joy; then was 
all the number of his days departed, death nearer than could be 
told: "Now I would gfive my war-weeds to my son, if it were so 
given me that any heir belonging to my body came after me. 
Fifty winters have I held this people ; there was not one folk-king 
of the neighbors who durst greet me with swords, beset me with 
dread. I bided in my home for the times that were set, held well 
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what was mine; neither sought wily spites nor swore me many 
oaths in unrighteousness. Sick with life-wounds I may have joy 
of all that: therefore the Ruler of men need not blame me for 
murder of kinsmen when my life goes from my body. Now do 
thou go quickly and see the hoard under the hoary stone, dear 
Wiglaf, now that the worm lies still, sleeps sorely wounded, bereft 
of its riches. Be now in haste, that I may get sight of the ancient 
wealth, the gold-treasure, may see well the bright cunning gems, 
so that I may the softer, after the wealth of treasures, let go my 
life and my people, that I have long held." 

Then I heard that the son of Weohstan after these word-sayings 
quickly obeyed his wounded lord, battle-sick: bore his ring-mail, 
his braided battle-sark, under the barrow's roof. He that exulted 
in victory, the brave kinsman-thane, saw when he went by the seat 
many treasure- jew els, gold glittering as it lay on the ground, a 
wonder on the wall, and the den of the worm, the old twilight- 
flyer. Flagons stood there, vessels of former men, wanting the 
burnisher, bereft of adornments. There was many a helmet, old 
and rusty, many an arm-ring cunningly twisted. A treasure, gold 
on the ground, may easily befool any one of mankind, hide it he 
who will. Likewise he saw resting there a banner all golden, high 
over the hoard, greatest wonder of handiwork, woven by hand- 
craft ; from it came a gleam, so that he could see the ground-plain, 
look over the jewels. There was not a sign of the worm, but the 
sword's edge had taken him. Then I heard that a single man 
plundered the hoard in the mound, the old work of giants — at his 
own will loaded into his lap cups and dishes; he also took the 
banner, brightest of beacons. The old lord's bill — its edge was 
iron — had erewhile scathed him who was a long while care-taker 
of these treasures, and waged the flame-terror hot before the hoard, 
fierce-welling at midnight, till he died the bloody death. The 
messenger was in haste, yearning to go back, the jewels with him; 
a longing fretted him to know whether, in his high spirits, he 
should find the prince of the Weders, sick and strengthless, alive 
in the meadow-place where he had left him before. 

With the treasures he found the great prince, his lord, all bloody, 
at the end of life; he l)egan again to sprinkle him with water, till a 
word's point broke through his breast-hoard. Beowulf spoke — ^the 
old man in his sorrow looked upon the gold : "For these jewels 
which I here gaze upon I utter thanks, in words, to the Lord of 
all, the King of Glory, everlasting Lord, that I might get such 
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things for my people ere my death-day. Now that I have sold for 
the hoard of treasures the laying-down of my old life, do still the 
people's need; I may not be here longer. Bid the great in battle 
make a mound, bright after the funeral fire, at the sea-cape; it 
shall be lifted high on Whale's Ness as a reminder to my people, 
so that seafarers who drive high ships from afar over the mists 
of the floods shall call it henceforth Beowulf's Barrow." The bold- 
minded prince took, from his neck the golden ring-mail: he gave 
to the thane, the young spear-warrior, his gold-hued helmet, his 
ring and his buruy, and bade him use them well. "Thou art the 
last left of our kin, the Wsegmundings ; fate has swept off all my 
kinsmen to the fixed doom, the earls in their strength; I must 
after them." That was the last word from the old man's breast- 
thoughts ere he met the fire, the hot flame-wellings : his soul went 
from his breast to seek the reward of the steadfast in truth. 

Now the wise son of Weohstan called from the crowd seven of 
the king's thanes together, the best, and went, one of eight, under 
the foe's roof ; one warrior bore in his hand a fire-gleam, and went 
in front. Then was no taking of lots who should plunder that 
hoard, when the men saw any part staying in the hall without a 
warden, lying likely to be lost ; little did any mourn that they bore 
out the dear treasures hastily. They shoved the dragon also, the 
worm, over the cliff- wall — let the wave take, the flood enfold, the 
keeper of the jewels. There was twisted gold loaded on a wain, 
altogether uncounted. The atheling, the hoary warrior, was borne 
to Whale's Ness. 

Then the Geat people made ready for him a funeral pile firm on 
the earth, hung with helmets, battle-boards, and bright burnies as 
he had begged; there in the midst the heroes lamenting laid the 
great prince, their dear lord. Then the warriors began to kindle on 
the barrow the greatest of funeral fires; the wood-smoke arose 
swart above the glow, the fiame roared, mingled with weeping 
(the tumult of winds was laid), till it had broken the bone-house, 
hot on the breast. Sad in their souls and with heart-care they 
bemoaned their lord's death ; likewise his wife, in care and sorrow, 
with hair bound up, [sang for Beowulf] a sad lay, said over and 
over that she [dreaded] for herself hard [hai'm-days], many 
slaughter- falls, [a warrior's] terror, shame and [a slave's need]. 
Heaven swallowed the smoke. Then the Weder-people made a 
mound on the cliff, that was high and broad, widely seen by wave- 
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farers, and built in ten days the beacon of him that was strong 
in battle; what was left of the brands they enclosed with a wall, 
as very wise men might most worthily devise it. They put in the 
barrow rings and jewels, all such adornments as men of warlike 
mind had taken erewhile from the hoard; they let the earth hold 
the treasure of earls, gold in the grit, where it now lives still, as 
useless to men as it was before. Then about the mound rode 
battle-bold children of athelings, twelve in all: they would bemoan 
their cares, lament for the king, utter the word-lay and speak 
about the man; they praised his earlship and doughtily judged of 
his strength-work, as it is meet that a man honor his friend-lord 
in words and love him in heart when he must go forth from the 
fleeting body. So the Geat people, his hearth-sharers, bemoaned 
the fall of their lord. They said that he was a world-king, of 
men the mildest and kindest to men, gentlest to the people and 
most eager for praise. 

CHARMS 
I 

Against a swarm of bees. Take earth, throw it over with thy 
right hand under thy right foot, and say: "I take under foot; I 
have found it. Lo, earth avails against every creature, and against 
mischief and against forget fulness, and against the great tongue 
of man." Throw gravel over when they swarm, and say: "Sit 
ye, victory-women^ sink to earth I never shall ye fly wild to wood ! 
be ye as mindful of my good as is every man of food and land V* 

II 

Against a sudden stitch. Feverfew, and the red nettle that 
grows in through the house, and dock; boil in butter. 

Loud were they, lo, loud, when over the hill they rode, were of 
one mind when over the land they rode ! Do thou shield thee now, 
that thou mayest escape this spite. Out, little spear, if herein it 
be! I stood under linden, under a light shield, where the mighty 
women made ready their might, and they sent yelling spears; I 
will send them another again, a flying arrow against them in 
front: out, little spear, if herein it be! There sat a smith and 
forged a little knife, wounded with iron strongly: out, little spear, 
if herein it be! Six smiths sat, slaughter-spears wrought: out, 
spear — not in, spear! if herein be a piece of iron, witches* work, 
it shall melt! If thou wert shot in skin, or wert shot in flesh, or 



mm 



OLD ENGLISH POEMS 31 

wcrt shot in bloodi or wert shot in limb, never be thy life worn 
out I If it were shot of gods, or were shot of elves, or were shot 
of witches, now I will help thee : this to thee for cure of gods' shot, 
this to thee for cure of elves' shot, this to thee for cure of witches' 
shot: I will help thee. Flee to the mountain-head ! Be thou whole ! 
Lord help thee! 

Take then the knife, put it in the liquid. 

THE FRISIAN WIFE 

Dear to the Frisian wife is the welcome one, when the ship 
stands still: his keel is come, and her man is come home, her own 
provider; and she calls him in, washes his clothing stained with 
sea-weed, and gives him new garments. Sweet is it on land for 
him whom his love constrains. 

RIDDLE 

THE MOON AND THE SUN 

I saw a wight .wondrously bearing booty between horns, a bright 
air-vessel cunningly geared bearing booty home from the war- 
journey: he would build him a bower in the burg, fashion it skil- 
fully if so he might. Then came over the wall's roof a wondrous 
wight who is known to all earth-dwellers: he took away then the 
booty, and drove the wretch home against his will; went him- 
self thence to go west with his wars, sped him forth. Dust rose 
to heaven, dew fell on earth, night came forth : no man knew after 
of that wight's journey. 

THE WANDERER 

Oft a lonely man looks for favor, for the Maker's mercy, 
though with heart of care over the water-ways he must long stir 
with his hands the rime-cold sea, follow the paths of the banished : 
fate is full relentless 1 

So quoth a wanderer, mindful of his hardships, of cruel slaugh- 
ters and the fall of friendly kinsmen: ''Often alone at each 
dawn must I talk of my care : there is now none living to whom I 
dare speak my heart clearly. In sooth I know that for an earl it 
is a noble custom that he bind fast his heart-locker, hold his hoard- 
chamber, think as he will. The weary mind may not withstand 
fate, nor the sad heart frame help: wherefore yearners for glory 
oft bind the dreary heart fast in their breast-chambers. So must 
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I, often wretched and full of care, parted from my country, far 
from free kinsmen, seal my heart with fetters, since in bygone 
years the darkness of earth enwrapped my gold- friend, and I, 
downcast, went thence in wintry care over the mingling of waves, 
all dreary sought the hall of a dealer of treasure, where, far or 
near, I might find him who knew mercy in the mead-hall or would 
comfort me, friendless, entertain me with joy. 

"He can tell who knows, how cruel is sorrow for a comrade to 
him who has few dear protectors : the exile-path attends him, not 
twisted gold, a chill heart-locker, not the fruit of the earth; he 
remembers hallmen and receiving of treasure, how in his youth 
his gold-friend entertained him at the feast — joy has all failed I 
Wherefore he knows who must long do without the counsels of 
his dear friend-lord, when sorrow and sleep together often bind 
the wretched wanderer — it seems to him in his mind that he em- 
braces and kisses his lord, and lays on his knee hands and head, 
as he at times before enjoyed the gift-stool, in days of yore. Then 
the friendless man awakes again, sees before him fallow waves, 
sea-birds bathing, spreading their feathers, rime and snow falling, 
mingled with hail. Then are his heart's wbunds the heavier, 
sore after the loved one — sorrow is renewed. Then the mind recalls 
the memory of kinsmen, greets it joyfully, surveys it eagerly. The 
comrades of warriors swim again away — the spirit of the floating 
ones brings not there many well-known speech-words; care is re- 
newed for him who must very often send his weary heart over 
the mingling of waves. 

"Therefore I may not understand in this world why my heart 
turns not black, when I think over all the life of earls, how they 
suddenly give up the hall-floor, brave kinsman-thanes. So this 
world every day perishes and falls; therefore a man may not 
become wise ere he has a deal of winters in the world-realm. 
The wise man must be patient, must be neither too hot-hearted 
nor too hasty in words, nor too weak a warrior nor too heedless, 
nor too fearful nor too fain nor too greedy, nor ever too eager in 
boast before he knows well. A man must wait, when he speaks, a 
boast, till, proud-spirited, he knows well whither hearts' thought 
will turn. The wise hero must perceive how ghastly it is when all 
this world's wealth stands waste, as now throughout this earth 
various walls stand blown upon by the wind, covered with hoar- 
frost, the dwellings storm-beaten. The wine-halls are crumbling, 
rulers lie bereft of joy; all the doughty have fallen, proud by the 
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wall: some war took off, carried on the way forth; one a bird 
bore away over the high sea; one the hoary wolf dealt to death; 
one a sad-faced earl hid in an earth-cave. So the Creator of men 
laid waste this earth, till, reft of burghers' revels, the old works 
of giants stood idle. He then who has wisely thought of this 
wall-place, and deeply thinks this dark life through, wise in spirit 
often remembers far back a great number of slaughters, and says 
this word: 'Where has the horse gone? where has the kinsman 
gone? where has gone the giver of treasures? where have gone 
the seats at feasts ? where are the hall-joys ? Alas, the bright cup ! 
alas, the bumy-warrior ! alas, the king's strength! How is time 
gone, grown dark under the night-helm, as if it were not! Now 
on the track of the dear host stands a wall wondrous high, adorned 
with worm-shapes: the might of ashen spears has taken off the 
earls, weapons greedy for slaughter — fate, the well-known. And 
storms beat the stone-cliffs ; the snow-storm falling binds the earth, 
winter's terror when it comes wan; the shadow of night darkens, 
sends on from the north a cruel hail-storm for harm to men. All 
is full of hardship in earth's realm; the decree of fate changes the 
world under the heavens: here is wealth fleeting, here is friend 
fleeting, here is man fleeting, here is kinsman fleeting; all this 
earth's foundation becomes idle !' " 

So quoth the wise man in his mind, sat apart in counsel with 
himself. Good is he who keeps his troth; never shall the hero 
reveal his anger too hastily from his breast, unless he first knows 
the remedy; an earl must act boldly. Well is it for him who seeks 
favor, comfort from the Father in Heaven, where stands all our 
safety. 

THE BANISHED WIFE'S LAMENT 

By myself, full sad, I utter this song of my own lot. I may 
say that what miseries I have endured since I grew up, new or 
old, were never greater than now : ever I suffer the torment of my 
exile! 

First my lord went hence from his people over the waves' toss- 
ing; in early morning I had care where, in what land, my chieftain 
was. Then I went, a friendless exile, for my sore need, to go and 
seek him I served. The man's kinsmen began, through secret 
thought, to plan that they should part us, that we two should live 
in this world-realm most wide apart and most hatefully, and I 
should be filled with longing. 
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My lord bade me take up my dwelling here: I had few dear 
ones in this landstead, few faithful friends. Therefore is my heart 
sad, since I have found the man who is full well matched with me 
one of hard fortunes, gloomy-hearted, concealing his thought, 
thinking evil, with blithe bearing. Full oft we two vowed that 
naught else should part us save death alone: that is also changed 
— our friendship is now as if it never were! Far and near must 
I endure the enmity of my much-beloved ! I am bidden to dwell 
among groves of wood, under an oak-tree in the earth-cavern; old 
is this earth-hall — I am all filled with longing; dim are the dells, 
high the downs, bitter the burg-towns, overgrown with briers, a joy- 
less dwelling. Full oft my lord's departure has filled me here with 
wrath. Friends are on earth living beloved, keeping the marriage- 
bed, when I alone in early morning go under the oak-tree in the 
earth-cavern! There I must sit the summer-long day; there I 
may weep my banishment, many hardships, wherefore I may never 
rest from my mind-care or all that longing that in this life has 
laid hold upon me. 

Ever shall the young man be sad in mind, hard the thought of 
his heart; so also shall he have a blithe bearing, even with breast- 
care, a band of constant sorrows; within himself be all his world's 
joy — ^be it full widely exiled in a far folk-land, so that my friend 
shall sit under a stone-slope, hoar-frosted by storm, weary in 
heart, overflowed with water in a dreary hall! My friend will 
endure much mind-care; he will remember too often a more joy- 
ful dwelling. Woe is his who must await his love with useless 
longing ! 

C^DMON'S HYMN 

Now should we praise the Keeper of heaven's kingdom, the 
Maker's might and His mind-thought, the Father-of-Glor/s work, 
as He, the eternal King, each wonder's beginning established. He 
first shaped for earth's children the heaven as roof — ^thc holy 
Creator; and then Mankind's Keeper, eternal King, the Lord 
Almighty, after prepared the world, the land for men. 

FROM 

THE PHOENIX 

THE HAPPY LAND 

I have heard that far hence in eastern parts is the noblest of 
lands, famous among men. That part of the earth is not accessi- 
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blc to many earth-owners over the world, but is removed through 
the Maker's might from evil-doers. Beautiful is all the plain, 
made Uissful with joys, with the fairest odors of earth: peerless 
is that island, noble the Maker, of high mind and rich in might. 
Who established that land. There the door of the heavenly kingdom 
is often open before the blessed, the joy of its melodies is revealed. 
That is a winsome plain, green forests, roomy under the skies. 
No rain nor snow there, nor frost's breath nor fire's blast, nor 
fall of hail or hoar-frost, nor sun's heat nor lasting cold, nor 
warm weather nor winter shower, may anywise destroy, but the 
plain stands blessed and sound; that noble land is blowing with 
blossoms. 

There stand neither hills nor steep mountains, nor do stone- 
cliffs tower high, as here with us, nor valleys nor dales, nor 
hill-caves, mounds nor slopes, nor does aught that is rough slope 
there; but the noble field flourishes under the clouds blowing 
with joys. That bright land is twelve fathoms higher (so wise 
men through wisdom make known to us by hearsay in their writ- 
ings) than any of the hills that here with us tower bright and 
high under the stars of heaven. Mild is that victory-plain; a 
sunny grove shines there, a joyful wood: the bright fruits that 
grow do not fall, but the trees forever stand green, as God com- 
manded them; winter and summer alike the wood is hung with 
fruits; the leaves never fade under the air, nor will flame scathe 
them for ever and ever till change comes to the world. As when of 
yore the strength of waters covered all the world, a sea-flood the 
circuit of the earth, then the noble plain stood altogether sound, 
kept against the oncoming of the fierce waves, blessed and pure 
through God's grace: so it shall abide in bloom till the coming of 
the last- fire, the Lord's doom, when the halls of death, men's 
chambers of darkness, shall be opened. 

There is no foe in the land, nor weeping nor wretchedness, no 
token of woe, nor old age nor misery, nor cruel death nor 
loss of life, nor coming of wrong, nor sin nor strife nor sore 
revenge, nor trouble of poverty nor want of wealth, nor sorrow 
nor sleep nor grievous sickness, nor winter storm nor rough change 
of weather under the heavens, nor does the hard frost beat any 
one with cold icicles. There neither hail nor hoar-frost fall§ to 
the earth, nor windy cloud, nor does water fall there, troubled by 
the air; but there water-streams, wondrous wells, spring forth, 
with fair flood-wellings water the earth — winsome water from the 
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midst of the wood, which every month breaks forth cold as the 
sea from the earth's turf, goes through all the grove gloriously at 
times : it is the King's command that twelve times the joy of water- 
floods shall play over that glorious land. The groves are hung 
with fruits fair-grown : there the holy adornments of the wood do 
not fade under the heavens; there the blossoms, beauty of forest- 
trees, fall not fallow on the earth, but the branches on the trees 
are always splendidly laden, fruits renewed in all time. On the 
grass-plain the brightest of groves stand green, joyfully adorned 
by the Holy One's might. The holt is not broken in hue, where 
the holy fragrance dwells throughout the joy-land; it shall not be 
changed for ever and ever, till the Wise One Who shaped it in the 
beginning shall end His former work. 

FROM 

GENESIS 

Satan's speech 

Then spoke the proud king, who was erewhile fairest of angels, 
whitest in heaven and beloved of his Lord, dear to God, till they 
became too foolhardy, so that God Himself, the mighty, became 
ireful in mood against him for his pride, cast him into that torture, 
down upon that bed of death, and shaped him a name thereafter 
— the Highest said that he should be called Satan thenceforth, and 
bade him care for the ground of that swart hell, by no means 
fight against God. Satan made speech, spoke sorrowing, he who 
should henceforth hold hell and care for its ground — whc was 
before God's angel, white in heaven, till his heart and his_ pride, 
strongest of all, led him astray, that he would not worship the 
word of the Lord of Hosts. His proud mind welled within him 
about his heart, and wrathful torment was hot without him; then 
he spoke these words : "This narrow place is very unlike the other 
that we knew before, high in heaven's kingdom, that my Lord 
lent me, though because of the All-Ruler we may not have it, may 
not possess our realm. Yet He has not done right, that He has 
felled us by fire to the bottom, to this hot hell, taken from us 
heaven's kingdom, and has marked it out to settle with mankind. 
That is the greatest of sorrows to me, that Adam, who was 
wrought of earth, shall hold my strong seat, be in bliss, and we 
suffer this torment, harm in this hell. Oh woe ! had I power of my 
hands, and might I for one time get out, be out one winter-hour, 
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then with this troop I — ^but iron bands lie about me, a chain of 
fetters rides me. I am powerless: such hard bonds of hell have 
seized me fast. Here is a great fire above and below; I never saw 
a more loathly landscape; the flames die not down, hot over hell. 
A bond of rings, chain cruelly hard, has hindered me from motion, 
taken from me my power to move — my feet are bound, my hands 
held fast; the ways of these hell-gates are blocked up, so I may 
nowise get from these limb-bonds. Round about me lie great 
bars of hard iron forged hot: thus has God fastened me by the 
neck. So I know He knew my thought, and the Lord of Hosts 
knew also that evil should come to us two, Adam and me, about 
that heavenly kingdom, if I had power of my hands. But we 
suffer now throes in hell, that are darkness and heat, grim, fathom- 
less; God Himself has swept us down to these swart mists. Al- 
though He may not impute any sin to us, that we have worked 
hatred against Him in the land. He has yet robbed us of the 
light, cast us into the greatest of all torments: nor may we do 
vengeance for that, requite Him with any hatred, that He has 
robbed us of the light. He has now marked out a middle-yard, 
where He has made man after His likeness, with whom He will 
again settle the kingdom of heaven with pure souls. 

"We must therefore think eagerly, that we may pay back our 
wrong on Adam, if ever we may, and on his children likewise, and 
balk Him there of His will, if we may any way devise it. I now 
trust no further the light which He thinks long to enjoy, the 
riches with His angels' strength ; we may never win that, to soften 
the mood of mighty God. Let us turn it now from the children 
of men, that heavenly kingdom, now we may not have it : bring it 
about that they lose His favor, that they transgress what He 
commanded with His word; then will He be wrathful in mood 
against them, turn them from His favor; then shall they seek 
this hell, and these grim grounds — ^thcn may we have them for our 
followers, children of men in these fast bonds. Begin now to 
think about the expedition. HI have given any thane princely 
treasures in days of yore, while we sat blessed in the good realm 
and had power of our thrones, then he might never at a dearer 
time pay me returns for my gift, — if any of my thanes would 
now be a consenter to it, that he might come out, up hence 
through this prison, and had craft in him so that he could fly with 
a feather-coat, go on a cloud, where Adam and Eve stand wrought 
on the earth-realm, surrounded with wealth, and we are cast down 
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hither into this deep dale. Now they are much worthier in the 
sight of the Lord, and may have the wealth which we should have 
in the heavenly kingdom, our realm by right: this good is decreed 
to mankind. That is such a sorrow to me in my mind, grieves me 
in my heart, that they possess the heavenly kingdom forever. If 
any of you may an3rwise compass it that they forsake God's word. 
His teaching, soon will they be the more hateful to Him; if they 
break His commandment then He will be angry with them; there- 
after will the wealth be turned from them and torment will be 
prepared for them, some hard harm-share. Do ye all think of it, 
how ye may betray them. Then may I rest me softly in these 
fetters, if that kingdom is lost to them. He who achieves that, 
for him is reward ready for ever after of what we may still win 
of benefits herein in this fire: with myself will I let him sit, who- 
ever comes to say, in this hot hell, that they unworthily in words 
and deeds the teaching of the King of heaven [have forsaken]." 

JUDITH 

She doubted not the Glorious Creator's gifts in this wide earth. 
There found she ready protection with the great Prince, when she 
had most need of favor from the highest Judge, that He, Ruler of 
creation, would protect her against the highest danger: this the 
glorious Father in Heaven granted her who had ever firm faith 
in the , Almighty. Then I heard Holofernes willingly wrought a 
bidding to wine, and made ready a feast splendid with all won- 
ders. To it the king of men bade all the chief thanes; with great 
haste the shield-warriors performed it, came journeying to the 
mighty prince, leader of the folk. That was the fourth day after 
Judith, wise in thought, woman fair as an elf, first sought him. 

Then they went to sit down to the feast, in pride went to the 
wine-drinking, all his comrades in evil, bold warriors in the bumy. 
There were deep bowls borne often along the benches, likewise 
also cups and flagons borne full to the sitters-in-hall : they took 
it, the strong shield-warriors, doomed to death, though the mighty 
one, terrible lord of earls, had no thought of it. Then Holofernes, 
gold-friend of men, became joyful in the pouring of wine; he 
laughed and was loud, made a noise and a din, so that the children 
of men might hear from afar how the man of fierce mood stormed 
and yelled — proud and made wanton by mead, often admonished 
the bench-sitters to bear themselves well. So through all the day 
the wicked one drenched his retainers with wine, the stout-hearted 
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dealer of treasure, till they lay in a swoon— ovcrdrenched all his 
doughty men as if they were smitten by death, drained of every 
good thing. 

So the king of men bade serve the sitters-in-hall till the dark 
night drew near to the children of men. Then, filled with wicked- 
ness, he bade fetch the blessed maid in haste to his bed-rest, 
loaded with armlets and adorned with rings. The serving-men 
quickly did as their prince, chief of burny-warriors, bade them: in 
a twinkling they stepped to the guest-house, where they found 
Judith, wise in thought, and then quickly the shield-warriors began 
to lead the bright maid to the high tent wherein the mighty one 
always rested him at night, Holof ernes hateful to the Savior. 
There was a fair fly-net all of gold hung about the folk-leader's 
bed, so that the baleful one, king of warriors, might look through 
on any one of heroes* children that came in there, and no one of 
mankind on him, unless the proud prince bade some one of the 
men strong in war come nearer him for counsel. Quickly they 
brought the wise woman to the resting-place; the men, gloomy of 
mind, went then to make known to their lord that the holy 
woman was brought to his bower-tent. Then the famous prince 
of cities became blithe in mood, thought to defile the bright maiden 
with spot and with stain ; the Judge of glory, Shepherd of strength, 
would not let that be, but He kept him from that thing, the 
Lord, Ruler of hosts. Then went the devilish one, wanton with a 
troop of men, baleful, to seek his bed, where he was to lose his 
life forthwith in a single night: he had awaited his end, an end 
on earth ungentle, such a one as he had worked after erewhile, 
the harsh-hearted prince of men, while he dwelt in this world 
under the clouds* roof. The mighty one fell on the midst of his 
bed so drunken with wine as if he knew no counsel in his wit- 
place. The warriors stepped out of the house in great haste, 
the wine-sated men who had led to bed for the last time the traitor, 
the hateful oppres6or. 

T^en was the Savior*s glorious servant strongly mindful how 
she might most easily take the terrible one*s life ere the impure, 
full of defilement, awoke. She with the twisted locks, the Maker's 
maid, took then a sharp sword, hardened by scourings, and drew 
it from the sheath with her right hand. She then began to name 
by name the Guardian of the sky, Savior of all world-dwellers, 
and spoke this word: "Thee, God of creation, and Spirit of com- 
fort, and Son of the All-Ruler, I will pray for Thy mercy to me in 
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my need, Trinity's Glory. Strongly is my heart now heated, and 
my mind is sad, greatly troubled with sorrows. Give me, King 
of the sky, victory and true faith, that I with this sword may hew 
down this dealer of murder. Grant me my salvation, strong- 
hearted Prince of men; never had I greater need of Thy mercy: 
avenge now, mighty Lord, bright Dealer of glory, that I am thus 
angry in mind, hot in my breast." 

Then the highest Judge inspired her with courage forthwith, as 
He doth every, one of dwellers here who seek Him for their help 
with understanding and with righteous faith. She became then 
free in mind — hope was renewed for the holy one. She took the 
heathen man fast by his hair, tugged him toward her with her 
hands, shamefully, and skillfully laid down the baleful one, the 
hateful man, so she might most easily wield the wretched one well. 
Then she with the twisted locks smote with the bright sword the 
scather-foe whose thoughts were of hate, and cut through half 
his neck, so that he lay in a swoon, drunken and wounded. He 
was not dead yet, altogether lifeless. Earnestly a second time the 
woman strong of courage smote the heathen hound, so that his 
head rolled forth on the floor: the foul body lay lifeless behind, 
and the spirit turned elsewhere under the deep earth and there was 
thrown down, fettered by torture ever after, surrounded by worms, 
bound by torments, harshly enchained in hell-fire after the journey 
hence. Nor need he hope at all, enveloped in darkness, that he 
may away from that worm-hall; but there shall he dwell for ever 
and ever forth without end in that dark home, without joy of hope. 

So had Judith gained very great glory in war, as God granted 
her. King of the sky, Who lent her victory. Then the wise maid 
quickly brought the warrior's head, so bloody, in the vessel in 
which her attendant, a fair-cheeked virgin of noble virtues, carried 
thither food for them both; and Judith gave it then, so gory, into 
her hand, to her maid, the thoughtful-minded, to bear home. Then 
they went forth thence, both the women bold of courage, till they 
came proud-hearted, maidens exultant, out from the army, so that 
they might clearly see shining the walls of that beautiful city 
Bethulia. They, then, adorned with rings, hastened their steps 
forwards till they had come, glad-hearted, to the wall-gate. There 
sat warriors, men watching kept guard in the fortress, as Judith, 
maid cunning in thought, had bidden that sad-hearted folk before, 
when she went away on her undertaking, the woman strong in 
courage. Now was she come again, dear to the people, and forth- 
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with the woman wise of thought, bade one man come to meet her 
from the wide city, let her in with haste through the wall's gate; 
and she spoke this word to the victor- folk: "I may tell you a 
thought- worthy thing, that ye need no longer mourn in your 
heart: the Maker, Glory of kings, is kindly towards you; it has 
become known widely through the world that to you is granted 
glorious gain, a bright future and fame for the hateful things that 
ye have long endured." Then the city-dwellers became blithe when 
they had heard how the holy woman spoke over the high wall 
The host was in joy; the folk hastened towards the fortress-gate, 
men and women together, in troops and multitudes; in bands and 
crowds they thronged and ran by thousands towards the Prince's 
maid, old and young: the heart of each man in that mead-city was 
S^addened when they perceived that Judith was come back to her 
home, and then in haste they let her in, with reverence. 

The wise woman decked with gold then bade her servant, the 
thoughtful-minded, to uncover the warrior's head and show it, 
bloody, to the city-people as a proof how she had succeeded in the 
war. The noble one spoke then to all the folk: "Here, victory- 
strong heroes, leaders of the people, ye may clearly gaze upon the 
head of that most hateful heathen warrior, Holof ernes, dead: 
who of all men wrought for us most murders, sore sorrows, and 
would add more yet, but God did not grant him longer life that 
he might afflict us with hateful wrongs ; I thrust out life from him, 
through God's help. Now I will ask every man of these city- 
people, shield-warriors, that ye hasten at once to the fight; when 
the God of creation, the good King, sends from the east a gleam 
of light, bear forth your linden shields, boards before your breasts 
and burny-covers, bright helmets into the troop of the foe, with 
bright swords to slay the folk-leaders, fated chieftains. Your 
enemies are doomed to death, and ye shall have glory, honor in 
battle, as the mighty Lord hath given you token through my hand." 

Then the band of the bold got ready quickly, keen for the 
fight; nobly strong marched men and comrades; they bore ban- 
ners of victory, fared forth straight on to the fight, heroes under 
helmets from the holy city in that same red dawn; shields dinned, 
resoonded loudly. For this the lank wolf in the forest rejoiced, 
and the dark raven, bird greedy for slaughter : both knew that the 
men of the people thought to provide them their fill on fated ones ; 
and on their track flew the eagle yearning for flesh — dewy-feath- 
ered, dark-coated, horny-beaked, he sang a battle-song. The war- 
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riors marched, heroes to battle, covered with their boards, their 
hollow linden shields — those who a while before had endured the 
foreigners' reproach, the heathen's insult. That was fiercely paid 
back to them, to all the Assyrians, in the spear-play, when the 
Hebrews had come to the camp under war-banners. Quickly then 
they let fly forth from their horn-bows showers of arrows, war- 
adders, shafts strong and hard; loud stormed the raging warriors, 
sent spears into the throng of the hardy ones. The heroes, dwel- 
lers in the land, were angry against the hateful tribe; stem of 
mood they marched; not softly did the stout-hearted awaken 
their old foe, mead-weary. With their hands the men drew from 
their sheaths bright-decked swords with tried edges, and earnestly 
slew the hate-thinking warriors of the Assyrians; not one did they 
spare of that army- folk, neither low nor high, of living men that 
they might overcome. 

So the kinsman-thanes in the morningtide pursued the foreign 
tribe all the time, till the chief guards of the army- folk, who were 
angry, perceived that the Hebrew men were showing them strong 
sword-swings. They went to make it known in words to the 
chiefest of the chief thanes, awakened the lanner-warriors and 
with fear told them sudden tidings, morning-terror to the mead- 
weary, dire sword-play. Then I heard that the heroes doomed to 
slaughter cast off sleep forthwith, and men sad at heart thronged 
in crowds to the bower-tent of the baleful one, Holofernes: they 
meant only to assure their lord of their help before the terror sat 
upon him, the might of the Hebrews. All thought that the prince 
of men and the bright maid were together in the fair tent, Judith 
the noble, and the man wanton-minded, terrible and fierce; yet 
there was not one of the earls that durst awaken the fighter, or 
find out how the banner-warrior had fared with the holy woman, 
the Maker's maid. The force drew near, the Hebrew folk, fought 
mightily with hard blades, fiercely repaid with shining swords 
their former quarrels, old grudges; the glory of the Assyrians 
was weakened in that day's work, their pride brought low. War- 
riors stood about their chief's tent mightily resolute, gloomy of 
mind. They began to make a noise all together, to cry aloud and 
gnash the teeth, without God, enduring anger with their teeth; 
then was their glory at an end, their wealth and their deeds of 
strength. The earls thought to awaken their friend-lord; no whit 
did they succeed. After a time one of the battle-men became bold 
enough to venture, hardy in war, in to the bower-tent, as need drove 
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him. He found his gold-giver lying pale on the bed, without 
breath, robbed of life. He fell forthwith cold to the ground, in 
sad mood began to tear his hair and his robe together, and spoke 
this word to the warriors that were outside there in sadness: 
"Here is shown our own fate, our future is betokened, that at this 
time has pressed near with wars — when we shall be lost together, 
perish in the strife: here, hewn with the sword, Hes our guardian 
beheaded." 

In sad mood then they threw down their weapons, went weary- 
hearted to hasten in flight. Men fought on their track, folk strong 
in might, till the most part of the army lay on the victory-plain, 
bought low in battle, hewn with swords, for a joy to wolves and 
a comfort also to birds greedy for slaughter. Those of the hate- 
ful shield- warriors that lived, fled. On their track went the troop 
of Hebrews honored with victory, exalted with glory; the Lord 
God, almighty King, helped them well. Quickly, with bright 
swords, the strong-hearted heroes made a war-path through the 
throng of their foes, hewed the linden, cut the shield-fortress; the 
shooters, Hebrew men, were enraged in the war; the thanes at that 
time strongly desired spear- fighting. There on the dust fell the 
highest part of the chief number of the flower of Assyrian earls, 
the hateful tribe; only a little came alive to their native land. 
Nobly bold they turned, the warriors in retreat, into the slaughter, 
among the reeking corpses: there was room for the land-dwellers 
to take from those most hateful ones, their old foes now lifeless, 
bloody armor, bright trappings, shields and broad swords, brown 
helmets, dear treasures. Gloriously on the battle-ground had the 
country's guards overcome their foes, with swords put to sleep old 
enemies; they rested behind who were in Hfe of living kind most 
hateful to them. Then all the tribe, greatest of nations, for the 
space of one month, proud, with twisted locks, carried and brought 
to the bright city of Bethulia helmets and hip-swords, hoary bur- 
nies, men's war-trappings fretted with gold, more of noble treasure 
than any man of cunning thought may tell : all that the men of the 
people gained by their courage, keen under their banners in battle, 
through the wise teaching of Judith, brave maid. From that same 
journey the spear-strong earls brought her for a meed the sword 
and bloody helmet of Holofernes, likewise his wide burny decked 
with red gold; and all that the stout-hearted king of warriors 
owned of treasure or private wealth, rings and bright jewels, they 
gave to that bright woman of ready thought. For all that Judith 
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said praise to the Lord of Hosts, Who gave her honor, glory in the 
realm of earth, likewise a meed in heaven, reward of victory in 
the splendor of the sky, because she had true faith ever in the 
Almighty; truly at the end she did not doubt the reward that she 
had long yearned for. So glory be to the dear Lord for evermore. 
Who made wind and air, skies and roomy plains, likewise rushing 
streams and joys of heaven through His own mercy. 

THE BATTLE OF MALDON 

Then he bade each of the youths let go his horse, drive it far 
away, and go forth, think to his hands and give his mind to brave 
thoughts. Offa's kinsman then first found that the earl would 
brook no cowardice: he let his dear hawk fly from his hands to 
the wood, and stepped to the battle; by that one might know that 
the youth would not weaken in the war when he took to weapons. 
Eadric would also stand by him, by his chief, his lord in the 
fight; he began then to bear forth his spear to the war; he had 
brave thoughts while he might hold with his hands the shield and 
broad sword; he carried out his boast when he had to fight before 
his lord. There Byrhtnoth began to hearten his men, rode and 
gave counsel, taught the warriors how they should stand and hold 
their place, and bade that they should hold their shields rightly, 
fast with their hands, and not be at all afraid. When he had 
arrayed the folk fairly he alighted among the people where he 
liked best, where he knew his hearth-troop was most faithful. 

Then the herald of the Vikings stood on the shore, called 
stoutly, spoke with words, and with boasting announced the sea- 
farers* errand to the earl, where he stood on the bank: "Bold 
seamen have sent me to thee and bidden me say to thee that thou 
must quickly send rings for defense; and it is better for you that 
ye buy off this spear-rush with tribute, than that we deal so hard 
a battle. We need not spill each other if ye are rich enough for 
this; we will bind peace for the gold. If thou wilt agree, thou that 
art most powerful here, that thou wilt redeem thy people, give the 
seamen at their own choice goods for peace, and take peace at our 
hands, we will go to ship with the payment, fare away over sea, 
and keep peace with you." 

Byrhtnoth spoke, held up his shield, brandished his slender 
ashen spear, spoke with words, wrathful and resolute, gave him 
back answer: "Hearest thou, sea-farer, what this folk saith? 
They will give you spears for tribute, poisoned point and old 
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sword, the weapons that are of no worth to you in battle. Mes- 
senger of the seamen, take back word again, tell thy people a 
much more hateful story, that here stands a noble earl with his 
band, who will defend this land, the country of iSthelred my king, 
folk and field; the heathen shall fall in battle. Methinks it is too 
base that ye go to ship with our money unfought, now ye have 
come hither thus far in upon our land. Not so softly shall ye 
gain treasure: point and edge shall reconcile us first, grim war- 
play, ere we give tribute." 

Then he bade his men bear the shield, go on till they all stood 
on the river-bank. There the band might not get to the other for 
the water: there a flood came flowing after the ebb, water-streams 
interlocked. It seemed to them too long to when they should 
bear spears together. They stood there in pomp by Panta stream, 
the flower of the East- Saxons, and the spearmen; no one of them 
might injure another, except who took his fall through an arrow's 
flight. The flood went out; the sailors stood ready, many Vikings, 
eager for war. Then the stronghold of heroes bade a war-hardy 
warrior hold the bridge, one who was named Wulfstan, bold among 
his kin (that was Ceola's son), who shot with his spear the first 
man who stepped there most boldly upon the bridge. There stood 
with Wulfstan warriors unafraid, i^lfere and Maccus» two brave 
men: they would not make flight at the ford, but firmly defended 
themselves against the foe while they might wield weapons. When 
they perceived that, and surely saw that they found bitter bridge- 
guards there, the hateful guests began to play a trick : they begged 
that they might have the passage, fare over the ford and lead their 
troops. Then the earl, because of his pride, began to leave too 
much land to the hateful tribe. Byrhthelm's son began to call then 
over the cold water (the heroes listened) : "Now room is made 
for you, come at once to us, men to the war; God only knows 
who may prevail over the slaughter-field." 

Then the slaughter-wolves advanced, cared not for the water: 
the band of Vikings (Carried shields over the bright water, west 
over Panta — the shipmen bore linden shields to land. There facing 
the fierce foe stood Byrhtnoth ready with his men: he bade them 
make the war-hedge with their shields and hold the ranks firm 
against the foe. Then was the fight near, glory in battle; the time 
was come that fated men should fall there. There was clamor 
raised, ravens flew, the eagle greedy for carrion: there was a cry 
upon earth. Then from their hands they let fly spears file-hard, 
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ground darts; bows were busy; the shield took the point; bitter 
was the battle-rush; heroes fell on either hand — ^youths lay dead. 
Wulfmaer was wounded, chose slaughter-rest: Byrhtnoth's kins- 
man, his sister's son, was sorely hewed with swords. Then was 
requital given to the Vikings: I heard that Edward smote one 
strongly with his sword, withheld not the swing, so that the fated 
fighter fell at his feet ; for that his chief gave thanks to him, to 
the chamberlain, when he had a chance. So the stern-minded 
youths stood firm in the battle, thought eagerly who there might 
first with his point get the life in a doomed man, warriors with 
weapons; the slain fell on the earth. They stood stedfast, and 
Byrhtnoth spurred them on, bade that each youth who would win 
glory in fight from the Danes should give his thoughts to war. 

Then one hardy in war went forward, raised up his weapon, 
his shield for cover, and stepped towards the hero; so went the 
resolute earl to the man : each of them thought evil to the other. 
Then the sea-warrior sent a spear from the south so that the lord 
of warriors was wounded. He shoved then with the shield so that 
the shaft came asunder and the spear broke and sprang back. 
The warrior was enraged: with his spear he pierced the proud 
Viking who gave him the wound. Wise was the war-man: he let 
his dart go through the youth's neck; his hand guided it so that 
he reached the life in the sudden-scather. Then with haste he 
shot another so that his burny burst: he was wounded in the 
breast through the ring-mail ; the poisoned point stood in his 
heart. The earl was the blither; the brave man laughed, uttered 
thanks to the Maker for the day's work which the Lord had 
granted him. Then one of the youth let a javelin fly from his- 
hand so that it went forth through i^thelred's noble thane. By 
his side stood a youth ungrown, a boy in the fight, Wulfstan's 
son, young Wulfmier, who full boldly drew from the hero the 
bloody spear; he let it go back again, very sharp; the point went 
in, so that he lay on the earth who had hit his prince so hard just 
before. Then an armed man went to the earl — he wanted to 
fetch the hero's% bracelets, his armor and rings and chased sword. 
Theni Byrhtnoth drew his sword from the sheath, broad and 
brown-edged, and smote upon his burny; too quickly a shipman 
hindered him, when he maimed the earl's arm; the fallow-hilted 
sword fell then to the ground; no longer might he hold the hard 
blade, wield a weapon. Yet the hoary warrior spoke the word, 
heartened the youth, bade his good comrades go forth; he might 
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not then stand longer firm on his feet, but he looked to heaven: 
"I thank Thee, Ruler of nations, for all the joys that I have had 
in the world; now, merciful Maker, I have the greatest need that 
Thou grant my spirit the blessing that my soul may journey to 
Thee, into Thy power, Prince of Angels, may go with peace; I 
entreat Thee that the hell-scathers may not bring me low." Then 
the heathen knaves hewed him to pieces and both the heroes that 
stood by him: iElfnoth and Wulmaer both lay dead, who gave 
their lives along with their lord. 

Then those bent from the battle who would not be there. 
There were Odda's sons first in flight : Godric went from the war, 
and left the good man who had often given him many a horse; he 
leaped on the horse that his lord owned, on the trappings that 
he had no right to; and his brothers with him both galloped away, 
Godrinc and God wig, cared not for the war, but turned from the 
fight and sought the wood, fled to the fastness and covered their 
lives; and more men than was anywise fitting if they had remem- 
bered all the worthy things that he had done for their help — as 
Offa said to him before, one day, in the meeting-place when he 
had an assembly, that many spoke bravely there who again at 
need would not hold out. 

Then was the prince of the folk fallen, i^thelred's earl; all 
the hearth-sharers saw that their lord lay dead. Then proud 
thanes went forth there, men that were no cowards hastened 
eagerly: they all wanted one of two things, to let go life or 
avenge the dear one. So i^slfric's son urged them forth, a war- 
rior young in winters — id f wine uttered words, said then (he 
spoke with strength) : "Remember the times that we often spoke 
at mead, when we raised the boast on the bench, heroes in hall, 
about hard battle. Now may we try who is bold. I will make 
known to all my noble line, that I was of great kindred among the 
Mercians — my grandfather was named Ealhelm, a wise alderman, 
worldly blessed. Thanes in that nation shall not twit me with 
being willing to go from this campaign and seek my home, now 
that my prince lies hewn down in battle. That is the greatest of 
griefs to me: he was both my kinsman and my lord." Then he 
went forth, remembered the feud, and with his spear-point reached 
one sailor among the folk so that he lay on the ground, brought 
down with his weapon. Then he began to exhort his comrades, 
his friends and companions, that they should go forth. 

OfFa spoke, shook his ashen spear-shaft: "Lo thou, ^Ifwine, 
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hast exhorted all, the thanes at need. Now our chief lies low, our 
earl on the earth, there is need for us all that each of us hearten 
the other warrior to war, while he may have and hold a weapon, 
hard blade, spear and good sword. Godric, cowardly son of Odda, 
has betrayed us all: too many men thought, when he rode on the 
horse, on that proud steed, that it was our lord. Therefore the 
folk here on the field were separated, the shield-fortress was 
broken: may his beginning fail, that he put so many men here to 
flight." Leofsunu spoke, and raised his linden shield, his board 
for a cover; he said to the hero: "I promise that I will not flee 
hence one footstep, but I will go further, avenge my friend-lord 
in fight. Stedfast warriors about Stourmere need not twit me 
with words, now my friend has fallen, that I make my way home 
lordless, turn from the war; but a weapon shall take me, spear- 
point and iron." He went full ireful, fought firmly — he scorned 
flight. Then Dunnere spoke, shook his javelin; an old man, he 
called out over all, bade that every hero avenge Byrhtnoth : 
"Never may he waver nor care for life who thinks to avenge 
his lord among the folk." 

Then they went forth; they recked not of life. The retainers 
began to fight hard, raging spear-bearers, and prayed God that 
they might take vengeance for their friend-lord, and work slaughter 
upon their foes. The hostage began eagerly to help them; he 
was of hardy kin among the Northumbrians, Ecglaf's son — his 
name was iEscferth: he never wavered at the war-play, but sent 
forth an arrow often; sometimes he shot on a shield, sometimes 
wounded a man; ever from time to time he gave some one a 
wound, while he might wield weapons. Then still in front stood 
Edward the long, ready and eager; he spoke boasting words, that 
he would not flee a foot-measure of land, give back while his 
better lay dead: he broke the shield-wall and fought against the 
men till he had worthily avenged his treasure-giver upon the sea- 
men, ere he lay dead on the field. So did i^theric, a noble com- 
rade, ready and eager to go on ; earnestly he fought, Sibyrht's 
brother and very many others clove the hollow shield, made bold 
defense; the shield's border burst, and the burny sang a griesly 
song. Then in the war Offa smote a sea-farer so that he fell on 
the earth, and there Gad's kinsman sought the ground: quickly 
was Offa hewn down in the battle. Yet he had fulfilled what he 
promised his lord, as he boasted before to his ring-giver, that 
they should both ride into the burg, whole to their home, or fall 



'« 



EARLY MIDDLE ENGLISH POEMS 49 

in the army, die of wounds on the slaughter-field: he lay, thane- 
like, close by his chief. Then was a breaking of shields; seamen 
came on, enraged by war; often a spear went through a doomed 
man's life-house. Forth then went Wistan, Thurstan's son, fought 
against the men; he was, in the throng, slayer of three of them 
ere he, Wigelin's child, lay dead on the field. There was stem 
meeting: warriors stood fast in the fight, and warring fell, weary 
with wounds; the slain fell upon the earth. Oswold and Ealdwold 
all the while, both the brothers, heartened the men, in words bade 
their friends and kinsmen that they should endure there at need, 
use their weapons stoutly. Byrhtwold spoke, held up his shield 
(he was an old comrade), shook his ash, and full boldly gave 
the men counsel: "The mind shall be the harder, heart the 
bolder, courage the greater, as our might lessens. Here lies our 
prince all forhewn, a good man on the ground; forever may he 
mourn who thinks now to turn from this war-play. I am old in 
life: I will not go from here, but I mean to lie beside my lord, 
by a man so dear." Likewise iEthelgar's son Godric strengthened 
them all to the war : often he let fly a dart, a slaughter-spear upon 
the Vikings, as he went foremost among the folk, hewed and laid 
low, till he fell in battle; that was not the Godric that turned 
from the war. 
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Ich am eldre than ich wes, a winter and ek on lore; 
Ich wdde more than ich dude, my wyt auhte beo more. • 
Wei longe ich habbe child ibeo, a werke and eke on dede; 
Thah ich beo of wynter old, to yong ich am on rede. 
Unneth lif ich habbe ilad, and yet me thinkth ich lede; 5 

Hwenne ich me bithenche, ful sore ich me adrede. 
Mest al that ich habbe idon is idelnesse and chilce; 
Wei late ich habbe me bi-thouht, bute God do me mylce. 
Vedc idcl word ich habbe ispeke seoththe ich speke cuthe ; 
And feole yonge deden ido, that me of-thincheth nuthe. 10 

Al to lome ich habbe agult, on werke and on worde; 
Al to muchel ich habbe i-spend, to Intel i-leyd an horde. 
Best al that me likede er nu hit me mys-lyketh; 
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The muchel foleweth his wil« him seolve he bi-swiketh. 

Mon, let thi fol lust over-go, and eft hit the liketh. 15 

Ich myhte habbe bet i-do, hevede ich eny selhthe; 

Nu ich wolde, and i ne may for elde ne for unhelhthe.. 

Eld is me bi-stolen on er than ich hit wiste; 

Ne may ich bi-seo me bi-fore, for smoke ne for myste. 

Erewe we beoth to donne god, uvel al to thriste; 20 

More eye stondeth mon of mon than him to Cryste. 

The wel ne doth hwile he may, hit schal him sore reowe, 

Hwenne alle men repen schule that heo ear seowe. 

Doth to Gode that ye muwen the hwile ye beoth aljrve; 

Ne lipne no mon to muchel to childe ne to wyve. 25 

The him seolve for-yet for wive other for childe. 

He schal cumen on uvele stude bute God him beo milde. 

We the brekcth Codes has, and gulteth swo ilome, 
Hwat sulle we seggen other don ate muchele dome? 
We the luveden unriht and evel lif ladden, 30 

Hwat sulle we seggen other don thar aengles beth ofdradde? 
Hwat sulle we beren us bi-foren, mid hwan sulle we iqueme. 
We the nafre god ne duden, than hevenliche Deme? 
Ther schule beon deovlen so veole, that wulleth us forwreyen ; 
Nabbeth heo nowiht for-yete of al that heo iseyen, 35 

Al that we mysduden here heo hit wulleth cuthe there, 
Bute we habben hit ibet the hwile we her were. 
Al heo habbeth in heore wryte that we mysduden here; 
Thah we hit nusten, heo weren ure i-fere. 
• «•<•«•«•••• 

Understondeth nu to me, edye men and arme: 40 

Ich wille ou telle of belle pyne, and warny of harme. 
Thar is hunger and thurst, uvele tweye ivere; 
Theos pyne tholieth ther that were mete-nythinges here. 
Thar is wonyng and wop after ulche strete: 
Ho vareth from hete to chele, from chele to thar hete; 45 

Hwenne heo cumeth in hete, the chele heom thincheth blysse; 
Thenne heo cumeth eft to chele, of hete heo habbeth 

mysse 

Thar is fur an hundred- folde hatture thane be ure; 
Ne may hit quenche no salt water, ne Avene streme ne Sture. 
That is thet fur that ever bamth, ne may hit nomon quenche. 50 
Thar-inne beoth theo that her wes leof povre men to swenche; 
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Theo that were swikelemen and ful of uvele wrenche; 
And theo that ne myhte uvele do, and was hit leof to thenche: 
Theo that luved reving and stale and hordom and drunken, 
And on deoveles werke blutheliche swunken. SS 

Ne may no pyne ne no wone beon in heovene riche, 
Thah ther beon wonynges feole and other unyliche: 
Summe habbeth lasse murehthe, and summe habbeth more, 
Uych after that he dude her and after that heo swunken sore. 
N'e wrth ther bred ne wyn ne nones kunnes este: 60 

God one schal beon eche lif and blisse [and] eche reste, 
Ther nys nouther fou ne grey ne konyng ne hermyne, 
Ne oter ne acquerne, bever ne sablyne, 
Ne ther ne wurth ful iwis worldes wele none : 
Al the murehthe that me us bihat, al hit is God one 65 

Nis ther no murehth so muchel so is Godes syhte : 
He is soth sunne and briht and day bute nyhte; 
He is uyche godes ful, nys Him nowiht with-ute ; 
Nis heom nones godes wone that wuneth Hym abute. 
Ther is weole bute wone, and reste bute swynke: 70 

Hwo may thider cume and nule, hit schal hym sore of- 

thinche. 
Ther is blysse bute teone, and lif with-ute dethe: 
Theo that schulle wunye ther blithe muwen heo beon ethc. 
Ther is yonghede buten ealde, and hele butcn unhelthe; 
Ther nys seorewe ne no sor, never non unselthe. 75 

Seoththe me Dryhten iseo so He is myd-iwisse, 
He one may beon and schal englene and monne blisse. 

About 1 170. 

rtfou 

THE BRUT 

(by layamon) 

Under than com tydinge 

To Vortiger, than kinge. 

That over see weren icome 

Swithe selliche gomes. 

Threo sipes gode 5 

I-come were mid than flode; 

Thar-on threo hundred cnihtes 
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Alse hit irere kcmpes. 

Thes wcrcn the faircstc men 

That evcre oranc here, lo 

Ac hii weren hethene: 

That was harm the more. 

Theos comcn to than Idnge, 

And faire hine grette. 

And seide that hii wolde 15 

Him sarvi in his londe, 
"Yif OS thoa woDe 

Mid rihte at-holde." 

Tho answerede Vortiger 

That of eche uvele he was war: 20 

''In al mine lifve 

That ich ileved habbe, 

Bi dai no hi nihte 

Xe seh ich soche cnihtes. 

For you ich ham blithe, 25 

And mid me ye solle bi-lefve. 

Ac forst ich woUe wite, 

For youre mochele worsipc, 

Wat cnihtes beo yeo 

And wanene yeo i-comen beo." 30 

Tho answerede the other. 

That was the elder brother: 

Ich hatte Hengest; 

Hors hatte min brother. 

We beoth of Alemaine, 35 

Of one riche londe, 

Of than ilke hende 

That Englis his ihote. 

Beoth in ure londe 

Wonder thenges gonde. 40 

Bi eche fiftene yer 

That folk his i-somned. 

And werpeth thare hire lotes 

For to londes seche : 

Up wan that lot falleth 45 

He mot neod wende; 

Ne beo he noht so riche 

He mot lond seche. 



<i 
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Forthe wifves goth thare mid childe 

Alse the deor wilde, 50 

Bi evereche yere 

Hii goth mid childe there. 

That lot on us ful 

That we faren solde, 

Ne moste we bi-lefve 55 

For life ne for deathe. 

Thus hit fareth there; 

Thar- fore we beoth nou here. 

Nou thou havest ihord, loverd King, 

Soth of us and no lesing." 60 

Tho saide Vortiger, 

That was wis and swithe war, 
"And woche beoth youre bi-leve 

That yeo an bi-lefeth?" 
"We habbeth godes gode 65 

That we lovieth in mode: 

The on hatte Phebus, 

The other Saturnus; 

The thride hatte Woden, 

That was a mihti thing; 70 

The feorthe hatte Jubiter, 

Of alle thinges he his war; 

The fifthe hatte Merchurius, 

That his the behest over us; 

The sixte hatte Appolin, 75 

That his a god of gret win; 

The sovethe hatte Tcrvagant, 

An heh god in ure lond. 

Yet we habbeth an leafdi. 

That heh his and mihti; 80 

Heo his i-hote Frea; 

Heredmen hire lovieth. 

To alle theos godes 

We worsipe wercheth, 

And for hire love 85 

Theos dayes we heom gefve: 

Mone we gefve Moneday, 

Tydea we gefve Tisdei, 

Woden we gefve Wendesdei, 
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Thane Thonrc we gefve Thorisdai, 90 

Frea thane Friday, 

Saturnus than Sateresdai/' 

Thus saide Hengest, 

Cniht aire hendest. 

Tho answerede Vortiger; 95 

Of alle harme he was war: 

Cnihtes, yeo beoth me leofve, 

Ac youre bilefves me beoth lothe. 

Ac ich wolle ou at-holde 

In min anwolde; 100 

For north beoth the Peutes, 

Swithe ohte cnihtes, 

That ofte doth me same, 

And thar-vore ich habbe grame. 

And yef ye wolleth me wreke 105 

Of [hire] withere dedes, 

Ich you wolle geve 

Geftes swithe deore." 

Tho saide Hengest, 
"Al hit sal iworthe thus." no 

Hengest nam lefve. 

And to sipe gan wende; 

And al hire godes 

Hii beore to londe. 

Forth hii wende alle 115 

To Vortiger his halle. 

Bet weren i-scrud 

And bet weren ived 

Hengestes sweines 

Thane Vortiger his cnihtes: 120 

Bruttes weren sori 

For than ilke sihte. 
Nas noht longe 

That ne come tydinge 

That tho forth-rihtes 125 

Icomen were the Peutes: 
"Overal thin lond hii erneth. 

And sleath thin folk and bearneth ; 

And alle thane north ende 

Hii falleth to than grunde. 130 
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Her-of thou most reade, 
Other alle we beoth deade!" 
The king sende his sonde 
To theos cnihtes hinne, 

That hii swithe sone 135 

To him seolve come. 
Thar com Hengest and his brother 
And manian other, 
That the king Vortiger 

Blithe was tho ther. 140 

The Peutes dude hire wone; 
A this half Umbre hii were icome ; 
And the king Vortiger 
Of hire come was war. 

To-gadere hii comen, 145 

And manie thar of-sloghen. 
The Peutes weren ofte iwoned 
Vortiger to overcome. 
And tho ithohten al so: 

Ac hit bi-ful otherweies tho, 150 

For hii hadde mochel care, 
For Hengest was thare; 
For swithe manie Peutes 
Hii sloghen in than fihte. 
Tho that non was icome, 155 

Tho were Peutes over-come; 
And swithe hii awey fioghe 
On evereche side. 
And Vortiger the king 

Wende agen to his hin, 160 

And to Hengest and his cnihtes 
He gef riche geftes. 
Ne dorste nevere Peutes 
Come in thisse londe, 

That hii nere sone of-slaghe 165 

And idon of lifdaye. 
And Hengest swithe hendeliche 
Cwemde than kinge; 
Tho hit bi-ful in on time 

That the king was swithe blithe. 170 

About 1200, 
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FBOM 

A BESTIARY 

NATUHA LEONIS 

The leun stant on hille: 

And he man hunten here. 

Other thurg his nese smel 

Smake that he negge, 

Bi wile weie so he wile s 

To dele nither wenden, 

Alle hise fet-steppes 

After him he filleth, 

Drageth dust with his stert 

TJier he [dun] steppeth, lo 

Other dust other deu, 

That he ne cunne is finden; 

Driveth dun to his den 

Thar he him bergen wille. 

An other kinde he haveth: 15 

Wanne he is ikindled, 

Stille lith the leun, 

Ne stireth he nout of slepe, 

Til the sunne haveth sinen 

Thries him abuten; 20 

Thanne reiseth his fader him 

Mit te rem that he maketh. 

The thridde lage haveth the leun : 

Thanne he lieth to slepcn, 

Sal he nevre luken 25 

The lides of hise egen. . 

Significacto prime nature 
Welle beg is tat hil. 
That is beven-riche: 
Ure Loverd is te leun. 

The liveth ther abuven. 30 

Wu tho Him likede 
To ligten her on erthe, 
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Migte nevre divel witen, 

Thog he be derne hunte, 

Hu He dun come, 35 

Ne wu He dennede Him 

In that defte meiden, 

Marie hi name, 

The Him bar to manne frame. 

Tho ure Drigten ded was 40 

And dolven, also His wille was 

In a ston stille He lai 

Til it kam the thridde dai; 

His fader Him filstnede swo 

That He ros fro dede tho, 45 

Us to lif hold en. 

Waketh so His wille is. 

So hirde for His folde: 

He is hirde, we ben sep; 

Silden He us wille, 50 

If we heren to His word, 

That we ne gon nowor wille. 

Before 1250. 

FKOM 

THE OWL AND THE NIGHTINGALE 

(by NICHOLAS DE GUILDFORD?) 

Ich was in one sumere dale. 
In one swithe digele hale; 
I-herde ich holde grete tale 
An ule and one nihtingale. 

That plait was stif and stare and strong, 5 

Sum wile softe, and lud among; 
And aither agen other swal, 
And let that vule mod ut al. 
And either seide of otheres custe 
That alre-worste that hi wuste; 10 

And hure and hure of otheres songe 
Hi heolde plaiding swithe stronge. 
The nihtingale bi-gon the speche, 
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In one hurne of one beche, 

And sat up one vaire bohe, 15 

Thar were abute blosme i-nohe, 

In ore waste thicke hegge, 

I-mcind mid spire and grene segge. 

Heo was the gladur vor the rise, 

And song a vele cunne wise: 20 

Bet thuhte the drem that he were 

Of harpe and pipe than he nere; 

Bet thuhte that he were i-shote 

Of harpe and pipe than of throte. 

Tho stod on old stoc thar bi-side, 25 

Thar tho ule song hire tide. 
And was mid ivi al bi-growe; 
Hit was thare ule earding-stowe. 

The nihtingale hi i-seh. 
And hi bi-heold and over-seh, 30 

And thuhte wel vule of thare ule, 
For me hi halt lothlich and fule. 
"Unwiht," heo sede, "awei thu flco! 
Me is the wers that ich the seo: 
I-wis for thine vule lete 35 

Wel oft ich mine song for-lete; 
Min heorte at-flith, and fait mi tunge, 
Wonne thu art to me i-thrunge; 
Me luste bet speten thane singe. 
Of thine fule gogelinge." 40 

Theos ule abod fort hit was eve; 
Heo ne mihte no leng bileve, 
Vor hire heorte was so gret 
That wel neh hire fnast at-schet; 
And warp a word thar-after longe: 45 

"Hu thincthe nu bi mine songe? 
Wenst thu that ich ne cunne singe, 
Theh ich ne cunne of writelinge? 
I-lome thu dest me grame, 

And scist me bothe teone and schame. 50 

Gif ich the heolde on mine vote 
(So hit bi-tide that ich mote!), 
And thu were ut of thine rise, 
Thu scholdest singe an other wise!" 
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The nihtingale gaf answare: 55 

"Gif ich me loki wit the bare. 
And me schilde with the blete, 
Ne recche ich noht of thine threte; 
Gif ich me holde in mine hegge, 
Ne recche ich never what thu segge. 60 

Ich wot that thu art un-milde 
With heom that ne muhe from the schilde. 
And thu tukest wrothe and uvele 
Whar thu might over smale fugele; 
Vor-thi thu art loth al fugel-kunne, 65 

And alle heo the driveth heonne. 
And the bi-schricheth and bi-gredet, 
And wel narewe the bi-ledet; 
And ek for>the the sulve mose 
Hire thonkes wolde the to-tose. 70 

Thu art lodlich to bi-holde, 
And thu art loth in monie volde: 
Thi bodi is short, thi sweore is smal, 
Grettere is thin heved than thu al; 
Thin eyen beoth col-blake and brode, 75 

Riht swo heo weren i-peint mid wode; 
Thu starest so thu wille abiten 
Al that thu miht mid clivre smiten; 
Thi bile is stif and scharp and hoked, 
Riht so an owel that is croked; 80 

Thar-mid thu clackest oft and longe, 
And that is on of thine songe. 
Ac thu thretest to mine fleshe. 
Mid thine divres woldest me meshe; 
The were i-cundur to one frogge, 85 

That sit at mulne under cogge: 
Snailes, mus, and fule wihte 
Beoth thine cunde and thine rihte. 
Tiiu sittest adai, and flihst aniht; 
Thu cuthest that thu art on un-wiht. 90 

Thu art lodlich and un-clene: 
Bi thine neste ich hit mene, 
And ek bi thine fule brode — 
Thu fedest on heom a wel ful fode." 
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Theos hule luste swithe longe, 95 

And was of-teoned swithe stronge. 
Heo quath: "Thu hattest nihtingale: 
Thu mihtest bet hoten galegale, 
Vor thu havest to monie tale. 
Lat thine tunge habbe spate! 100 

Thu wenest that thes dai beo thin oge: 
Lat me nu habbe mine throge; 
Beo nu stille, and lat me speke; 
Ich wille bcon of the a-wreke, 
And lust hu ich con me bi-telle 105 

Mid rihte sothe with-ute spelle 

Thu wenist that ech song beo grislich 

That thine pipinge nis i-lich: 

Mi stefne is bold and noht un-orne; 

Heo is i-lich one grete home, no 

And thin is i-lich one pipe 

Of one smale weode un-ripe. 

Ich singe bet than thu dest : 

Thu chaterest so doth on Irish prest; 

Ich singe an eve, a rihte time, 115 

And seoththe won hit is bed-time, 

The thridde sithe at middelnihte. 

And so ich mine song adihte 

Wone ich i-seo arise veorre 

Other dai-rim other dai-sterre. 120 

Ich do god mid mine throte. 

And warni men to heore note; 

Ac thu singest alle longe niht. 

From eve fort hit is dai-liht^ 

And evre lesteth thin o song 125 

So longe so the niht is long. 

And evre croweth thi wrecche crei. 

That he ne swiketh niht ne dai. 

Mid thine pipinge thu adunest 

Thas monnes earen thar thu wunest, 130 

And makest thine song so un-wiht 

That me ne telth of the nowiht. 

Evrich murhthe mai so longe i-leste 

That heo shal liki wel un-wreste; 

Vor harpe and pipe and fugeles songe 135 
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Misliketh gif hit is to longe. 

Ne beo the song never so murie 

That he ne shal thinche wel un-murie 

Gef he i-lesteth over un-wille. 

So thu miht thine song aspille; 140 

Vor hit is soth, Alvred hit seide. 

And me hit mai in boke rede« 

'Evrich thing mai leosen his godhede 

Mid unmethe and mid over-dede.'" 

About 12 so. 

raou. 
CURSOR MUNDI 

Adam past nyne hundride yere; 

No wondur thei he wex unfere. 

Al for wroughte with his spade. 

Of his lif he wex al made. 

Upon his spade his brest he leide; 5 

To Seth his son thus he seide: 
"Son," he seide, "thou most go 

To paradis that I coom fro, 

To cherubyn that ys gateward, 

That kepeth tho gates swithe hard." 10 

Seth seide to his fadir there, 
"How stondeth hit, fadir, and where?" 
"I shal the telle," he seide, "to say 

How thou shal take the right way. 

Towarde the eest ende of the yondur vale 15 

A grene weye f3aide thou shale; 

In that weye shal thou fynde and se 

The steppes of thi modir and me, 

For welewed in that gres grene, 

That ever siththen hath ben sene. 20 

There we coom, goynge as unwise, 

Whenne we were out fro paradise 

Into this ilke wrecched slade 

There my self first was made; 

For the greetnes of oure synne 25 

Might siththen no gras growe therynne. 

That same wol the lede thi gate 
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Fro hennes to paradis gate." 
He seide, "Fadir, say me thi wille 
What shal I say the aungel tille?" 30 

'Thou shal him saye I am unvirelde; 
For longe lyved am I in elde. 
And so in strif and sorwe stad 
That forwery I wex al mad. 

Thou him preye sum word me sende 35 

Whetuie I shal fro this world wendc 
Another eronde shal there be;. 
That he me sende worde bi the 
Wher I shal have hit ought in hye 
That me was het, the oyl of mercye, 40 

Whenne I was dryven fro paradis 
And lost hit bi my foly nys; 
Ageyn the wille of God I wrought: 
Somdel I have hit bought; 

Mi sorwe hath ever sithen be newe; 45 

Now were hit tyme on me to rewe." 

Seth went forth withouten nay 
To paradis the same day. 
He fonde the steppes him to wise. 
Til he coom to paradise. 50 

Whenne he therof had a sight, 
He was aferde of that light; 
So greet light he say there, 
A brennynge fire he wende hit were. 
He blessed him as his fadir bad, 55 

And went forth and was not drad. 
The aungel at the gate he fond; 
He asked him of his erond. 
Seeth set tale on ende. 

And tolde whi he was sende: 60 

He tolde him of his fadir care. 
And of his elde, and of his fare. 
"But sende him worde whenne he shal deye 
(Lenger to lyve may he not dreye), 
And whenne God had him dight 65 

The oyle of mercy that was hight." 
Whenne cherubin his eroonde herde, 
Mekely he him unswerde, 
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"To yonder gate thou go and loute, 
Thi heed withinne, thi bodi withoute, 70 

And tente to thinges with al thi myght 
That shul be shewed to thi sight." 
Whenne Seth a while had loked in. 
He say so mychel wele and wyn 

In erthe is no tong may telle: 75 

Of floures fniyt and swete smelle, 
Of joye and blis so mony a thing. 
Amydde the lond he say a spryng 
Of a welle of honoure: 

Fro hir ronne stremes foure — 80 

Fison, Gison, Tigre, and Eufrate; 
Al erthe these weten erly and late. 
Over that welle thenne loked he, 
And say there stonde a mychel tre, 
With braunches fele, no barke that here; 85 

Was there no lyf in hem there. 
Seth bigon to thenke whye 
That this tre bicoom so drye: 
And on the steppes thoughte he thon 
That dryghed were for synne of mon; 90 

That like skil dud him to mynne 
The tre was dryghe for Adam synne. 
He coom tho to that aungel shene, 
And tolde him that he had sene. 
Whenne he had thus him tolde, 95 

He bad him efte go and biholde. 
He loked in efte and stode theroute, 
And say thingis that made him doute: 
This tre that I bifore of seide, 

A nedder hit had aboute bi leide. 100 

Cherubin, the aungel bright, 
Bad him go se the thridde sight. 
Him thoughte thenne that he seghe 
This for seide tre raughte ful heghe; 
Unto the skye raughte the top; 105 

A new bom childe lay in the crop, 
Bounden with his swatheling bonde; 
There thoughte him hit lay squelonde. 
He was a ferde whenne he hit seghe. 
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And to the rote he cast his eghe: no 

Him thoughte hit raughte fro erthe to helle; 
There he say his brother Abelle; 
In his soule he say that sight, 
That Kaym sloughe forwaryed wight. 
He went ageyn for to shawe 115 

To cherubyn al that he sawe. 
Cherubyn with chere mylde 
Bigan to telle him of that childe: 
That childe," he seide, "withouten wene 
Is Goddes Son, that thou hast sene. 120 

Thi fadir synne now wepeth he; 
He shal hit dense the tyme shal be, 
Whenne the plente shal com of tyme. 
This is the oyle was highte to hyme. 
To him and to his progeny; 125 

With pite he shal hem shewe mercy." 
Whenne Seth had undirstonden wel 
The aungels sayinge ever a del. 
His leve he toke of cherubyn. 

And thre cumels he gaf to hym, 130 

Whiche of that tre he nam 
That his fadir eet of, Adam. 
"Thi fadir," he seide, "thou shall say 
That he shal deye the thridde day 
Aftir thou be comen him to; 135 

Loke that thou saye to him so. 
But thou shal take the pepyns thre 
That I toke of the appel tre. 
And put undir his tunge rote. 

To mony men thei shul be bote: 140 

Thei ben cidre, cipres, and palme fine; 
To mony thei shul be medicine. 
Thi fadir bi cidre shal thou take; 
Hit shal be tre withouten make. 
Of cipres, bi that swete savour, 145 

Bitokeneth oure swete Saveour; 
The mychel swetenes is the Sonc. 
The palme, to fruyt hit is wone 
Mony curnels of o tre, most 
Gode giftis of the Holy Goost." 150 
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Seth was of his eronde feyn. 

And soone coom to his fadir ageya 
"Son/' he seide, "hastou sped ought; 

Hastou any mercy brought?" 
"Sir cherubin, that aungel 155 

That porter is, the greteth wel. 

And seith the world shal neghe han ende 

Ar he the oile may to the sende, 

Thourghe birthe of a blessed childe 

That shal the world fro shame shilde. 160 

For thi deth« be bad me say 

Hit shal be this day thridde day/' 

Adam her of was glad ful blyve. 

So glad was he never er his lyve; 

Whenne he herde to lyve no more, 165 

Tho he lowghe but never ore. 

And thus to God gan he crye : 
"Lord, inoughe now lyved have I; 

Thou take my soule out of my flesshe, 

And do hit where Thi wille es !" 170 

For of this world he was ful mad, 

That never o day therinne was glad : 

Nyne hundride yeer and more yare 

He lyved here in sorwe and care; 

Lever him were to ben in helle 175 

Then lenger in this world to dwelle. 
Adam, as him was tolde bifom, 

Deyed on the thridde mom. 

Graven he was bi Seth thon 

In the vale of Ebron. 180 

The cumels were put undir his tonge: 

Of hem roos thre yerdes yonge, 

And sone an ellen hyghe thei wore; 

Thenne stode thei stille and wex no more; 

Mony a yeer I liche grene, 185 

Holynes in hem was sene. 

Stille stode tho yerdes thre 

Fro Adames tyme to Noe, 

Fro Noe tym and fro the flode 

To Abraham holy and gode; 190 

Fro Abraham yit stille stode thai 
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Til Moyses that gaf the lay; 

Ever stode thei stille in oone, 

Withouten waxinge othere woone. 

No more of tho yerdes now, 195 

But of a story I shal telle yow. 

About 1300, 

FROM 

THE PEARL 

Perle plesaunte to prynces paye. 

To clanly clos inf golde so clere, 

Oute of Oryent, I hardyly saye, 

Ne proved I never her precios pere : 

So rounde, so reken in uche araye, 5 

So smal, so smotbe her sydez were, 

Queresoever I jugged gemmez gaye, 

I sette hyr sengeley in synglure. 

Alias! I leste hyr in on erbere; 

Thurgh gresse to grounde hit fro me yot: 10 

I dewyne, for-dolked of luf daungere 

Of that pryvy perle with-outen spot 

Sythen in that spote hit fro me sprange, 

Ofte haf I wayted wyschande that wele, 

That wont watz whyle devoyde my wrange, 15 

And heven my happe and al my hele; 

That dotz hot thrych my herte thrange, 

My breste in bale bot bolne and bele. 

Yet thoght me never so swete a sange 

As stylle stounde let to me stele; 20 

Forsothe ther fleten to me fele, — 

To thenke hir color so clad in clot! 

O moul, thou marrez a myry mele, — 

My privy perle with-outen spot. 

That spot of spysez myght nedez sprede, 25 

Ther such rychez to rot is runnen; 

Blomez blayke and blwe and rede, 

Ther schynez ful schyr agayn the sunne. 

Flor and fryte may not be fede, 

Ther hit doun drof in moldez dunne, ^ 30 
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For uch gresse mot grow of graynez dede, 

No whete were ellcz to wonez wonne; 

Of goud uche goude is ay by-gonne. 

So semly a sede moght fayly not. 

That spryngande spycez up ne sponne, 35 

Of that precios perle wyth-outen spotte. 

To that spot that I in speche expoun 

I entred in that erber grene, 

In Augoste in a hygh seysoun, 

Quen come is corven wyth crokez kene. 40 

On huyle ther perle hit trendeled doun, 

Schadowed this wortez ful schyre and schene 

Gilofre, gyngure, and gromylyoun. 

And pyonys powdered ay by-twene. 

Gif hit watz semly on to sene, 45 

A fayr reflayr yet fro hit flot, 

Ther wonys that worthyly, I wot and wene, 

My precious perle wyth-outen spot. 

Bifore that spot my honde I spenned 

For care ful colde that to me caght; 50 

A denely dele in my herte denned, 

Thagh resoun sette my selven saght. 

I playned my perle that ther watz spenned, 

Wyth fyrte skyllez that fastc faght; 

Thagh kynde of Kryst me comfort kenned, 55 

My wreched wylle in wo ay wraghte. 

I felle upon that floury flaghte; 

Suche odour to my hemez schot, 

I slode upon a slepyng-slaghte. 

On that precios perle with-outen spot. 60 

Fro spot my spyryt ther sprang in space, 

My body on balke ther bod in sweven; 

My goste is gon in Godez grace. 

In aventure ther mervaylez meven. 

I ne wyste in this worlde quere that hit wace, 65 

Bot I knew me keste ther klyfez eleven; 

Towarde a forestc I here the face. 

Where rych rokkez wer to dyscreven; 
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The lyght of hem myght no mon leven. 

The glemande glory that of hem glent, 70 

For wem never webbez that wyghez weven 

Of half so dere adubmente. 

Dubbed wern alle tho downez sydez 

With crystal klyffez so cler of kynde; 

Holte-wodez bryght aboute hem bydez, 75 

Of bollez as blwe as ble of ynde; 

As bornyst sylver the lef onslydez, 

That thike con trylle on uch a tynde; 

Quen glem of glodez agaynz hem glydez, 

Wyth schymeryng schene f ul schrylle thay schynde. 80 

The gravayl that on grounde con grynde 

Wern precious perlez of Oryente; 

The sunne bemez bot bio and blynde, 

In respecte of that adubbement. 

The adubbemente of tho downez dere §5 

Garten my goste al greffe for-gete; 

So frech flavorez of frytez were. 

As fode hit con me fayrc refete. 

Fowlez ther flowen in fryth in fere, 

Of ilaumbande hwez, bothe smale and grete; 90 

Bot sytole stryng and gjrternere 

Her reken myrthe moght not rctrete, 

For quen those bryddez her wyngez bete 

Thay songen wjrth a swete asent: 

So gracios gle couthe no mon gete 95 

As here and se her adubbement. 

So al watz dubbet on dere asyse; 

That fryth ther fortwne forth me ferez, 

The derthe ther-of for to devyse 

Nis no wygh worthe that tonge berez. 100 

I welke ay forth in wely wyse; 

No bonk so byg that did me derez: 

The fyrre in the fryth the feirer con rysc, 

The playn, the plonttez, the spyse, the perez, 

And rawez and randez and rych reverez, 105 

As fyldor fyn her bonkes brent. 
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I wan to a water by schore that scherez: 
Lorde! dere watz hit adubbement! 

The dubbemente of tho derworth depe 

Wern bonkez bene of beryl bryght; no 

Swangeande swete the water con swepe 

Wyth a rownande rourde raykande aryght; 

In the founce ther stonden stonez stepe. 

As glente thurgh glas that glowed and glyght. 

As stremande sternez, quen strothe men slepe, 115 

Staren in welkyn in wynter nyght, 

For uche a pobbel in pole ther pyght 

Watz emerad, saffer, other gemme gente, 

That alle the loghe lemed of lyght. 

So dere watz hit adubbement 120 

More mervayle con my dom adaunt. 

I segh by-yonde that myry mere 

A crystal clyffe ful relusaunt; 

Mony ryal ray con fro hit rere. 

At the fote thereof ther sete a faunt, 125 

A mayden of menske, ful debonere; 

Blysnande whyt watz hyr bleaunt; 

(I knew hyr wel, I hade sen hyr ere;) 

As glysnande golde that man con schere, 

So schon that schene anunder schore. 130 

On lenghe I loked to hyr there; 

The lenger, I knew hyr more and more. 

The more I f rayste hyr fayre face. 

Her figtu-e fyn quen I had fonte, 

Suche gladande glory con to me glace 135 

As lyttel byfore therto watz wonte. 

To calle hyr lyste con me enchace, 

Bot baysment gef myn hert a brunt; 

I segh hyr in so strange a place, 

Such a burre myght make myn herte blunt. 140 

Thenne verez ho up her fayre frount, 

Hyr vysayge whyt as playn yvore, 

That stonge myn hert ful stray atount, 

And ever the lenger, the more and more. 



f 
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More then me lyste my drede aros: 145 

I stod ful stylk and dorste not calle; 

Wyth yghen open and mouth ful dos, 

I stod as hende as hawk in halle. 

I hope that gostly watz that porpose; 

I dred on ende quat schulde byfalle, 150 

Lest ho me eschaped that I ther chos, 

Er I at Steven hir moght stalle. 

That gracios gay with-outen galle, 

So smothe, so smal, so seme slyght, 

Rysez up in hir araye ryalle, 155 

A precios pyece in perlez pyght. 

Perlez pyghte of ryal prys 

There moght mon by grace haf sene, 

Quen that frech as flor-de-lys 

Doun the bonke con boghe by-dene. 160 

Al blysnande whyt watz hir beau mys. 

Upon at sydez and bounden bene 

Wjrth the myryeste margarys, at my devysc. 

That ever I segh yet with myn yghen; 

Wjrth lappez large, I wot and I wene, 165 

Dubbed with double perle and dyghte, 

Her cortel of self sute schene, 

With precios perlez al umbe-pyghte. 

A pyght coroune yet wer that gyrle, ^ 

Of marjorys and non other ston, 170 

Highe pynakled of cler quyt perle, 

Wyth flurted flowrez perfect upon: 

To hed hade ho non other werle; 

Her here hekc al hyr umbe-gon. 

Her semblaunt sade, for doc other erie; 175 

Her ble more blaght then whallez bon; 

As schorne golde schyr her fax thenne schon. 

On schylderez that leghe unlapped lyghte; 

Her depe colour yet wonted non, 

Of precios perle in porfyl pyghte, 180 

Pyght watz poyned and uche a hemme, 
At honde, at sydez. at overture. 
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Wyth whyte perle and non other gemme, 

And bomyste quyte watz hyr vesture. 

Bot a wonder perle with-outen wemme 185 

In myddez hyr breste watz sette so sure, 

A mannez dom moght dryghly demme 

£r mynde moght malte in hit mesure; 

I hope no tong moght endure 

No saverly saghe say of that syght, 190 

So watz hit clene and cler and pure, 

That precios perle ther hit watz pyght, 

Pyght in perle, that precios pyece. 

On wyther half water com doun the schore; 

No gladder gome hethen into Grece 195 

Then I quen ho on brymme wore: 

Ho watz me nerre then aunte or nece; 

My joy for-thy watz much the more. 

Ho profered me speche, that special spece, 

Enclynande lowe in wommon lore; 200 

Caghte of her coroun of grete tresore, 

And haylsed me wyth a lote lyghte. 

Wei watz me that ever I watz bore. 

To sware that swetc in perlez pyghte! 

"O perle," quod I, "in perlez pyght, 205 

Art thou my perle that I haf playned, 
Regretted by myft one, on nyghte? 
Much longeyng haf I for the layned, 
Sythen into gresse thou me aglyghte; 
Pensyf, payred, I am for-payned, 210 

And thou in a lyf of lykyng lyghte 
In paradys erde, of stryf unstrayned. 
What wyrde hatz hyder my juel vayned. 
And don me in thys del and gret daunger? 
Fro we in twynne wem towcn and twayned, 215 

I haf ben a joylez juelere." 

That juel thenne, in gemmez gente, 

Vered up her vyse with yghen graye. 

Set on hyr coroun of perle orient, 

And soberly after thenne con ho say: 220 
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"Syr, ye haf your tale myse-tente. 
To say your perle is al awaye, 
Xhat is in cofer, so comly dente, 
As in this gardyn gracios gaye, 
Here-inne to lenge forever and play, 225 

Ther mys nee momyng com never ner. 
Her were a forser for the, in faye, 
If thou were a gentyl jueler. *^ 

"Bot, jueler gente, if thou schal lose 
Thy joy for a gemme that the watz lef, 2J0 

Me tfaynk the put in a mad porpose, 
And busyez the aboute a raysoun bref : 
For that thou lestez watz bot a rose. 
That flowred and fayled ^s kynde hit gef; 
Now, thurgh kynde of the kyste that hyt con close, 235 
To a perle of prys hit is put in pref. 
And thou hatz called thy wyrde a thef , 
That oght of noght hatz mad the der; 
Thou blamez the bote of thy meschef; 
Thou art no kynde juder." .... 240 

"I halde that jueler lyttd to praysc, 
That lovez wel that he segh wyth yghe; 
And much to blame and un-cortoyse, 
That levez oure Lorde wolde make a Ijrghe, 
That Icily hyghte your lyf to rayse, 245 

Thagh fortune dyd your flesch to dyghe. 
Ye setten Hys wordez ful westernays, 
That lovez no thynk bot ye hit syghe; 
And that is a poynt o sorquydryghe, 
That uche god mon may evel byseme, 250 

To leve no tale be true to tryghe 
Bot that hys one skyl may deme. 

Deme now thy-sdf, if thou con, dayly, 

As man to God wordez schulde heve. 

Thou saytz thou schal won in this bayly: 255 

Me thynk the burde fyrst aske leve, 

And yet of graunt thou myghtez fayle. 

Thou wylnez over thjrs water to weve; 
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£r moste thou cever to other counsayl: 

Thy corse in clot mot calder keve; 260 

For hit watz for-garte; at paradys greve 

Oure yore fader hit con mysseyeme; 

Thurgh drwry deth bogh uch ma dreve, 

Er over thys dam hym dryghtyn deme." 

"Demez thou me," quod I, "my swete 365 

To dol agayn, thenne I dowyne. 
Now haf I fonte that I for-lete, 
Schal I cfte for-go hit er ever I fync? 
Why schal I hit bothe mysse and mete? 
My predos perle dotz me gret pyne: 2^0 

What servez tresor hot garez men grete 
When he hit schal efte with tenez tyne? 
Now rech I never for to declyne, 
Ne how fer of folde that man me fleme, 
When I am partlez of perlez myne. 275 

Bot durande doel what may men deme?" 

"Thow demez noght bot doel dystresse," 
Thenne sayde that wyght; "why dotz thou so? 
For dyne of doel, of lurez lesse, 
Ofte mony mon for-gos the mo. 280 

The oghte better thy selven blesse. 
And love ay God and wele and wo. 
For anger gaynez the not a cresse. 
Who nedez schal thole be not so thro; 
For thogh thou daunce as any do, 285 

BraundjTSch and bray thy brathez breme. 
When thou no fyrre may to ne fro, 
Thou moste abyde that He schal deme. 

Deme Dryghtyn, ever Hym adyte. 

Of the way a fote ne wyl He wrythc; 290 

Thy mendez mountez not a myte, 

Thagh thou for sorghe be never blythe. 

Stjmst of thy strot, and fyne to flyte. 

And sech Hys blythe ful swefte and swythe: 

Thy prayer may Hjrs pyte byte, 295 

That mercy schal hyr craftez kythe; 
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Hys comforte may thy langour lythe, 

And thy lurcz of lyghtly leme; 

For marred other madde, mome and mythe, 

Al lys in Hym to dyght and deme." 300 



Delyt me drof in yghe and ere; 

My manez mynde to maddyng malte. 

Quen I segh my frely, I wolde be there, 

By-yonde the water thagh ho were walte. 

I thoght that no thyng myght me dere, 305 

To fech me bur and take me hake; 

And to start in the strem schulde non me stere, 

To swymme the remnamit, thagh I ther swalte. 

Bot of that munt I watz bi-talt: 

When I schulde start in the strem astraye, 310 

Out of that caste I watz by-calt; 

Hit watz not at my Pryncez paye. 

Hit payed Hym not that I so flonc 
Over mervelous merez, so mad arayed; 
Of raas thagh I were rasch and ronk, 315 

Yet rapely ther-inne I watz restayed: 
For ryght as I sparred un-to the bone. 
That brathe out of my drem me brayde; 
Then wakned I in that erber wlonk, 
My hede upon that hylle watz layde 320 

Ther as my perle to grounde strayd. 
I raxled and fel in gret affray. 
And sykyng to my self I sayd, 
"Now al be to that Pryncez paye!" 

About 1370, 

vaou 
THE PROVERBS OF HENDYNG 

Wis mon halt is wordes ynne; 
For he nul no gle bygynne, 

Er he have tempred is pype. 
Sot is sot, and that is sene; 
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For he wol speke wordes grene, 5 

Er ther hue buen rype. 
"Sottes bolt is sone shotc," 

Quoth Hcndyng. 

Tel thou never thy fomon 

Shome ne teone that the is on, 10 

.Thi care ne thy wo; 
For he wol fonde, yef he may, 
Bothe by nyhtes and by day, 
Of on to make two. 
"Tel thou never thy fo that thy fot aketh," 15 

Quoth Hendyng. 



Yief thou havest bred and ale, 
Ne put thou nout al in thy male; 

Thou del hit sum aboute. 
Be thou fre of thy meeles, 20 

Wher-so me eny mete deles 
Gest thou nout with-oute. 
Betere is appel ygeve then y-ete," 

Quoth Hendyng. 



u 



Alle whylc ich wes on erthe, 25 

Never lykede me my werthe. 

For none wynes fylle; 
Bote myn and myn owen won, 
Wyn and water, stoke and ston, 

Al goth to my wille. 30 

"Este bueth oune brondes," 

Quoth Hendyng. 
About 1300, 



CUCKOO SONG 

Sumer is icumen in: 

Lhude sing cuccu! 
Groweth sed, and bloweth med. 

And springth the wude nu. 
Sing cuccu I 
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Awe bleteth after lomb; 

Lhouth after calve cu; 
Bulluc sterteth, bucke verteth. 

Murie sing cucul 

Cuccu, cuccu, well singes thu, cuccu: lo 

Ne swike thu naver no. 
Sing cuccu, nu, sing cuccu! 

Sing cuccu, sing cuccu, nul 

About 1300. 

ALYSOUN 

Bytuene Mershe ant Averil, 

When spray biginneth to springe, 
The Intel foul hath hire wyl 

On hyre lud to synge. 

Ich libbe in love-longinge 5 

For semlokest of alle thynge: 

He may me blisse bringe; 
Icham in hire baundoun. 

An hendy hap ichabbe y-hent; 

Ichot from hevene it is me sent: 10 

From alle wymmen mi love is lent. 
Ant lyht on Alysoun. 

On heu hire her is fayr y-noh; 

Hire browe broune ; hire eye blake — 
With lossum chere he on me loh ! — 15 

With middel smal, ant wel y-make. 

Bote he me wolle to hire take. 

Forte buen hire owen make, 

Longe to lyven ichuUe forsake. 
Ant feye fallen a-doun. 20 

An hendy hap, etc. 

Nihtes*when y wende ant wake; 

For-thi myn wonges waxeth won: 
Levedi, al for thine sake 

Longinge is y-lent me on. 25 

In world nis non so wyter mon 
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That al hire bounte telle con: 
Hire swyre is whittore then the swon, 
Ant fejrrcst may in toune. 

An hendy, etc. 30 

Icham for wowyng al for-wake, 

Wery so water in wore, 
Lest eny reve me my make; 

Ychabbe y-yirned yore: ;. 

Betere is tholien whyle sore 35 

Then moumen evermore. 

Geynest under gore, 
Herkne to my roun. 

An hendi, etc. 

About 1300, 



SPRINGTIME 

Lenten ys come with love to toune. 
With blosmen ant with briddes roune. 

That al this blisse bryngeth: 
Dayes-eyes in this dales; 
Notes ^suetc of nyhtegales; 5 

Uch foul song singeth. 
The threstel-coc him threteth 00; 
A-way is huere wynter wo, 

When woderove springeth. 
This foules singeth ferly fele, 10 

Ant wlyteth on huere wynter wele, 

That al the wode ryngeth. 

The rose rayleth hire rode; 
The levcs on the lyhte wode 

Waxen al with wille; 15 

The mone mandeth hire bleo; 
The lilie is lossom to seo, 

The fcnyl ant the fiUe; 
Wowes this wilde drakes; 
Miles murgeth huere makes; 20 

Ase strem that striketh stille. 
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Mody meneth, so doth mo, 
Ichot ycham on of tho. 
For love that likes ille. 

The mone mandeth hire lyht; 25 

So doth the semly sonne bryht. 

When briddes singeth breme; 
Deowes donketh the dounes; 
Deores with huere deme rounes, 

Domes forte deme; 30 

Wormes woweth under doude; 
Wynunen waxeth wounder proude, 

So wel hit wol hem seme 
Yef me shal wonte wille of on: 
This wunne weole y wole for-gon, 35 

Ant wyht in wode be fleme. 

About 1300. 



UBI SUNT QUI ANTE NOS FUERUNT 

Were beth they that biforen us weren, 
Houndes ladden and havekes beren. 
And hadden feld and wode? 

The riche levedies in here hour, 
That wereden gold in here tressour, 5 

With here brighte rode; 

Eten and drounken, and maden hem glad; 
Here lif was al with gamen y-lad; 
Men kneleden hem biforen; 

They beren hem wel swithe hcye: 10 

And in a twincling of an eye 
Here soules weren forloren. 

Were is that lawhing and that song, 
That trayling and that proude gong, 

Tho havekes and tho houndes? 15 

Al that joye is went away, 
That wele is comen to weylaway, 
To manye harde stoundes. 
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Here paradis they nomen here, 

And nou they lyen in hclle y-fcre; 20 

The fyr hit brennes cvere: 
Long is ay, and long is o, 
Long is wy, and long is wo; 
Thennes ne cometh they nevere. 

About 1350, 



THE VIRGIN'S SONG TO HER BABY CHRIST 

Jesu, swete sone dere! 

On porful bed list thou here, 

And that me greveth sore; 
Fpr thi cradel is ase a bere 
Oxe and asse beth thi fere; 5 

Weope ich mai thar-fore. 

Jesu, swete, beo noth wroth. 
Thou ich nabbe clout ne cloth 

The on for to f olde. 
The on to folde ne to wrappe, 10 

For ich nabbe clout ne lappe; 
Bote ley thou thi fet to my pappe. 

And wite the from the colde. 

About 1350? 



MIDDLE ENGLISH METRICAL ROMANCES 

FBOM 

THE LAY OF HAVELOK THE DANE 

GHm tok the child, and bond him faste, 

Hwil the bondes micte laste, 

That weren of ful stronge line: 

Tho was Havelok in ful strong pine; 

Wiste he nevere er wat was wo. \ 

Jhesu Crist, That makede to go 

The halte, and the doumbe speken. 
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Havelok The of Godard wrekenl 
Hwan Grim him havede faste bomideii« 
And sithen in an eld cloth wounden, lo 

A kevel of clutes, ful un-wraste, 
That he Jne] moucte speke ne fnaste 
Hwere he wolde him here or lede; 
Hwan he havede don that dede, 
Than the swike him gan bede 15 

That he shulde him forth [lede] 
And him drinchen in the se — 
That forwarde makeden he. 
In a poke, ful and blac, 

Sone he caste him on his bac, 20 

Ant bar him hom to hise deve, 
And bitaucte him Dame Leve, 
And seyde: "Wite thou this knave, 
Also thou wilt my lif have. 

I shal dreinchen him in the se; 25 

For him shole we ben maked fre, 
Gold haven ynou, and other fe: 
That havet mi loverd bihoten me." 
Hwan Dame [Leve] herde that, 

Up she stirte and nouct ne sat, 30 

And caste the knave adoun so harde 
That hise croune he ther crakede 
Ageyn a gret ston, ther it lay: 
Tho Havelok micte sei, 'Weilawei! 
That evere was I kinges bem I" 35 

That him ne havede grip or crn, 
Leoun or wulf, wulvine or here. 
Or other best that wolde him dere. 
So lay that child to middel nict. 
That Grim bad Leve bringen lict, 40 

For to don on [him] his clothes: 
Ne thenkeste nowt of mine othes 
That ich have mi loverd sworen? 
Ne wile I nouth be forlorcn. 

I shal beren him to the se 45 

(Thou wost that bi-hoves me), 
And I shal drenchen him ther-inne. 



V. 



u 
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Ris up swithe, an go thu binne. 

And blou the fir, and lict a kandeL** 

Als she shulde his clothes handel 50 

On for to don, and blawe the fir. 

She saw ther-inne a lict ful shir. 

Also brict so it were day, 

Abottte the knave ther he lay. 

Of hise mouth it stod a stem, 55 

Als it were a sunne-bem; 

Also lict was it ther-inne 

So ther brenden cerges thrinne. 
"Jhesu Crist!" wat Dame Leve, 
"Hwat is that lict in ure deve? 60 

Ris vLp, Grim, and loke wat it men«s, 

Hwat is the lict as thou wenes?" 

He stirten bothe up to the knave 

(For [him] man shal god wille have), 

Unkeveleden him, and swithe unbounden, 65 

And sone anon [upon] him funden, 

Als he timeden of his serk. 

On his rict shuldre a kyne merk, 

A swithe brict, a swithe fair. 
"Goddotl" quath Grim, "this [is] ure eir, 70 

That shal [ben] loverd of Denemark! 

He shal ben king strong and stark; 

He shal haven in his hand 

Al Denemark and Engeland. 

He shal do Godard ful wo: 75 

He shal him hangen or quik flo. 

Or he shal him al quic grave; 

Of him shal he no merci have." 

Thus seide Grim, and sore gret. 

And sone fel him to the fet, 80 

And seide, "Loverd, have merci 

Of me, and Leve that is me bi! 

Loverd, we aren bothe thine. 

Thine cherles, thine hine. 

Lowerd, we shokn the wel fede, 85 

Ti| that thu cone riden on stede, 

Til that thu cone ful wel here 
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Helm on heved, sheld and spere. 

He ne shal nevere wite, sikerlike, 

Godard, that f ule swike. 90 

Thorn other man, loverd, than thoru the, 

Sal I nevere freman be. 

Thou shalt me, loverd, fre maken. 

For I shal yemen the and waken ; 

Thorn the wile I fredom have." 95 

Tho was Haveloc a blithe knave. 
He sat him up, and cravede bred, 
And seide, "Ich am [wel] ney ded, 
Hwat for hunger, wat for bondes, 
That thu leidest on min hondes, 100 

And for [the] kevel at the laste, 
That in mi mouth was thriste faste; 
Y was ther-with so harde prangled 
That I was ther-with ney strangied.** 
'Wel is me that thu mayct ete, 105 

GoddothI" quath Leve; "Y shal the fete 
Bred and chese, butere and milk, 
Pastees and flaunes, al with suilk 
Shole we sone the wel fede, 

Loverd, in this mikel nede. no 

Soth it is, that men seyt and suereth: 
*Ther God wile hilpen, nouct ne dereth.'" 
Thanne sho havede brouct the mete, 
Haveloc anon bigan to ete 

Grundlike, and was [tho] ful blithe; 115 

Couthe he nouct his hunger mithe. 
A lof he et, Y wot, and more, 
For him hungr-ede swithe sore: 
Thre dayes ther-biforn, I wene, 

£t he no mete, that was wel sene. 120 

Hwan he havede eten, and was fed, 
Grim dede maken a ful fayr bed, 
Unclothede him, and dede him ther-inne, 
And seyde, "Slep sone, with muchel winne; 
Slep wel faste, and dred the nouct: 125 

Fro sorwe to joye art thu brouct." 

About 1300. 
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FROM 

SYR GAWAYN AND THE GRENE KNYGHT 

THE STRANGER AT KING ARTHUR'S COURT 

Now wyl I of hor servise say yow no more, 
For uch wyghe may wd wit no wont that ther were. 
An other noyse ful newe neghed bilive, 
That the lude myght haf leve lif-lode to each ; 
For unethe watz the noyce not a whyle sesed, 5 

And the fyrst cource in the court kyndely served, 
Ther hales in at the halle dor an aghlich mayster. 
On the most on the molde on mesure hyghe: 
Fro the swyre to the swange so swans and so thik, 
And his lyndes and his lymes so longe and so grete, 10 

Half etayn in erde I hope that he were. 
Bot mon most I algate mynn hym to bene, 
And that the myriest in his muckel that myght ride; 
For of bak and of brest al were his bodi sturne, 
Bot his wombe and his wast were worthily smale, 15 

And alle his fetures folgande, in forme that he hade, 

Ful clene; 

For wonder of his hwe men hade. 

Set in his semblaunt sene; 

He fe^de as f reke were fade, 20 

And over-al enker grene. 

Ande al grajrthed in g^'ene this gome and his wedes: 

A strayt cote ful streght, that stek on his sides; 

A mere mantile abof, mensked with-inne, 

With pelure pured apert the pane ful clene, 25 

With blythe blaunner ful bryght, and his hod bothe, 

That watz laght fro his lokkez and layde on his schulderes; 

Heme wel haled, hose of that same grene. 

That spenet on his sparlyr, and clene spures under, 

Of bryght golde, upon silk hordes, barred ful ryche, 30 

And scholes under schankes, there the schalk rides. 

And alle his vesture verayly watz clene verdure, 

Bothe the barres of his belt and other blythe stones, 

That were richely rayled in his aray clene, 

Aboutte hym-self and his sadel, upon silk werkez, 35 

That were to tor for to telle of tiyfies the halve. 
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That were enbrauded abof, wyth bryddes and flygfaes. 

With gay gaudi of grene, the golde ay in myddes; 

The pendauntes of his pajrttrure, the proade cropure. 

His mdaynes, and all the metail anamayld was thenne; 40 

The steropes that he stod on, stayned of the same. 

And his arsotmz al after, and his athel stnrtes. 

That ever glemered and glent al of grene stones. 

The fole that he ferkkes on, fyn of that ilke, 

Sertayn ; 45 

A grene hors gret and fhikke, 

A stede ful stif to strayne^ 

In brawden brydel quik. 

To the gome he watz ful gayn. 

Wei gay watz this gome gered in grene, 50 

And the here of his hed of his hors swete. 
Fasrre fannand fax umbe-foldes his schulderes; 
A much herd as a busk over his bnest henges. 
That wyth his highlich here, that of his hed reches, 
Watz enesed al umbe-tome, a-bof his elbowes, 55 

That half his armes ther under were halched in the wyse 
Of a kyngez capados, that closes his swyre. 
The mane of that mayn hors much to hit lyke, 
Wei cresped and cemmed wyth knottes ful mony, 
Folden in wyth fildore aboute the fayre grene, 60 

Ay a herle of the here, an other of golde; 
The tayl and his toppsmg twynnen of a sute. 
And bounden bothe W3rth a bande of a bryght grene. 
Dubbed wyth ful dere stonez, as the dok lasted, 
Sythen thrawen wyth a thwong a thwarle knot alofte, 65 
Ther mony bellez ful bryght of brende golde rungen. 
Such a fole upon folde, ne freke that hym rydes, 
Watz never sene in that sale wyth syght er that tyme, 

With yghe: 

He loked as layt so lyght, 70 

So sayd al that hym syghe, 

Hit semed as no mon myght 

Under his dyntttz dryghe. 

Whether hade he no helme ne hawbergh nauther, 

Ne no pysan, ne no plate that pented to armes, 75 
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Ne no schafte, ne no schelde, to schwne ne to smyte; 
Bot in his on honde he hade a holyn bobbe. 
That is grattest in grene, when g^'evez ar bare, 
And an ax in his other, a hoge and un-mete, 
A spetos sparthe to expoun in spelle quo-so myght; 80 

The hede of an einyerde the large lenkthe hade, 
The grayn al of grene stele and of golde hewen. 
The bit bumyst bryght, with a brod egge, 
As wel schapen to schere as scharp rasores; 
The stele of astif staf, the stume hit bi-grypte, 85 

That watz wounden wyth ym to the wandez ende, 
And al bigraven with grene, in gracios werkes; 
A lace lapped aboute, that louked at the hede. 
And so after the halme halched ful ofte, 
Wyth tryed tasselez therto tacched in-noghe, go 

On botounz of the bryght grene brayden ful ryche. 
This hathel heldez hym in, and the halle entres; 
Drivande to the heghe dece, dut he no wothe, 
Haylsed he never one, bot heghe he over loked. 
The fyrst word that he warp, "Wher is," he sayd, 95 

'The govemour of this gyng? gladly I wolde 
Se that segg in syght, and with hym self speke 

R^ysoun." 

To knyghtez he kest his yghe, 

And reled hym up and doun; 100 

He stemmed, and con studie 

Quo wait ther most renoun. 

Ther watz lokyng on lenthe, the lude to beholde; 

For uch mon had mervayle quat hit mene myght. 

That a hathel and a horse myght such a hwe lach, 105 

As growe grene as the gres, and grener, hit semed. 

Then grene aumayl on golde lowande bryghter. 

Al studied that ther stod, and stalked hym nerre, 

Wyth al the wonder of the worlde what he worch schulde; 

For fele sellyez had thay sen, bot such never are, no 

For-thi for fantoum and fayryye the folk there hit demed. 

Ther-fore to answare watz arghe mony athel freke. 

And al stouned at his steven, and ston-stil seten. 

In a swogfae sylence thurgh the sale riche; 

As al were slypped upon slepe, so slaked hor lotez 115 
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In hyghe. 
I deme hit not al for doute, 
Bot sum for cortaysye 
Let hym that al schulde loute 
Cast unto that wyghe. lao 

Thenn Arthour. bifore the high dece that aventure byholdez. 
And rekenly hym reverenced, for rad was he never. 
And sayde, "Wyg^e, welcum iwys to this place; 
The hede of this ostd Arthour I hat. 

Light luflych adoun, and lenge, I the praye; ' 125 

And quat-so thy wylle is, we schal wyt aftei'." 
"Nay, as help me," quod the hathel, "He That on hyghe 

syttes, 
To wone any quyle in this won, hit watz not myn emde: 
Bot for the los of the lede is lyft up so hjrghe. 
And thy burgh and thy burnes best ar holden, 130 

Stifest under stel-gcre on stedes to ryde, 
The wyghtest and the worthyest of the worldes kynde, 
Preve for to play wyth in other pure laykez; 
And here is kydde cortaysye, as I haf herd carp; 
And that hatz wa3rned me hider, iwys, at this tyme. 135 

Ye may be seker bi this braunch that I here here. 
That I passe as in pes, and no plyght seche; 
For had I founded in fere, in feghtyng wyse, 
I have a hauberghe at home and a helme bothe, 
A schelde, and a scharp spere, schinande bryght, 140 

Ande other weppenes to welde, I wene wel als; 
Bot for I wolde no were, my wedez ar softer. 
Bot if thou be so bold as alle burnez tellen. 
Thou wyl grant me godly the gomen that I ask, 

Bi ryght" 145 

Arthour con onsware 

And sayd, "Syr cortays knyght. 

If thou crave batayl bare. 

Here faylez thou not to fyght." 

"Nay, frayst I no fyght, in fayth I the telle; 150 

Hit am aboute on this bench bot berdlez chylder! 
If I were hasped in armes on a heghe stede. 
Here is' no mon me to mach for myghtez so wayke. 
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For-thy I crave in this court a Cryslteinas gomen, 
For hit is Yol and Nwc Yer, and here arc yep mony: 155 
If any so hardy in this hous holdez hym-selven, 
Be so bolde in his blod, brayn in hys hede, 
That dar stifly strike a strok for an other, 
I schal gif hym of my gyft thys giserne ryche — 
This ax, that is heve innogh — ^to hondele as hym lykes; 160 
And I schal bide the fyrst bur, as bare as I sitte. 
If any freke be so felle to fonde that I telle, 
Lepe lyghtly me to, and lach this weppen — 
I quit-clayme hit for ever, — ^kepe hit as his awen; 
And I schal stonde hym a strok, stif on this flet, 165 

Ellez thou wyl dight me the dom to dele hym an other, 

Barlay, 

And yet gif hym respite, 

A twelmonjrth and a day. 

Now hyghe, and let se tite 170 

Dar any her-inne oght say/' 

If he hem stowned upon fyrst, stilkr were thanne 
Alle the hered-men in halle, the hygh and the lowe : 
The renk on his rounce hym ruched in his sadel, 
And runischly his rede yghen he reled aboute, 175 

Bende his bresed browez, blycande grene, 
Wayved his berde, for to wayte quo-so wolde ryse. 
When non wolde kepe hym with carp he coghed ful hyghe, 
Ande rimed hym ful richely, and ryght hym to speke : 
What, is this Arthures hous," quod the hathel thenne, 180 
That al the rous rennes of thurgh ryalmes so mony? 
Where is now your sourquydrye and your conquestes, 
Your gr)mdel-layk, and your greme, and your grete wordes? 
Now is the revel and the renoun of the Rounde Table 
Over-wait wyth a worde of on wyghes speche; 185 

For al dares for drede, with-oute dynt schewed!" 
Wyth this he laghes so loude that the lorde greved; 
The blod schot for scham in-to his schyre face 

And lere. 

He wex as wroth as wynde; 190 

So did alle that ther were. 

The kyng, as kene bi kynde, 

Then stod that stif mon nere, 
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Ande sayde, "Hathd, by heven thyn askyng is nys; 
And as thou foly hatz frajrst, fynde the be-hoves. 195 

I know no gome that is gast of thy grete wordes. 
Gif me now thy geseme, upon Godez halve, 
And I schal baythen thy bone, that thou boden habbes." 
LjTghtly lepez he hym to, and laght at his honde; 
Then feersly that other freke upon fote lyghtis. 200 

Now hatz Arthure his axe, and the halme grypez. 
And sturnely sturez hit aboute, that stryke wyth hit thoght 
The stif mon hym bifore stod upon hjrght, 
Herre then ani in the hous by the hede and more; 
Wyth stume chere ther he stod, he stroked his berde, 205 
And wyth a countenaunce dryghe he drogh doun his cote. 
No more mate ne dismayd for hys mayn dintez 
Then any bume upon bench hade broght h]rm to drynk 

Of wyne. 

Gawan, that sate bi the quene, 210 

To the kyng he can endyne: 

'I be-seche now with sawez sene. 

This meUy mot be mjmc. 
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"Wolde ye, worthilych lorde," quod Gawan to the kyng, 
"Bid me boghe fro this benche, and stonde by yow there, 215 
That I wyth-oute vylanye myght voyde this table, 
And that my legge lady lyked not ille, 
I wolde com to your counseyl, bifore your cort ryche; 
For me think hit not semly, as hit is soth knawen, 
Ther such an askyng is hevened so hyghe in your sale, 220 
Thagh ye your-self be talenttyf to take hit to your-selven, 
Whil mony so bolde yow aboute upon bench sytten, 
That under heven, I hope, non hagher er of wjrlle, 
Ne better bodyes on bent, ther baret is rered. 
I am the wakkest, I wot, and of wyt fd>lest, 225 

And lest lur of my lyf, quo lajrtes the sothe; 
Bot, for as much as ye ar myn em, I am only to prayse — 
No bounte bot your blod I in my bode knowe, — 
And sjrthen this note is so njrs that noght hit 3row falles. 
And I have frayned hit at yow fyrst, foldez hit to me! 230 
And if I carp not comlyly, let alle this cort* rych 

Bout blame." 
Ryche to-geder con roun. 
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And sythen thay redden alle same, 

To ryd the kyng wyth croun, 235 

And gif Gawan the game. 

Then comamided the k3mg the knyght for to ryse; 
And he ful radly up ros, and ruchched hym fayre, 
Kneled dotm bifore the kyng, and cachez that weppen. 
And he luflyly hit hym laft, and lyfte up his honde, 240 

And gef hym Goddez blessyng, and gladly hym biddes 
That his hert and his honde schulde hardi be bothe: 
"Kqpe the, cosyn," quod the kyng, "that thou on kyrf 

sette; 
And if thou rcdez hym ryg^t, redly I trowe 
That thou schal byden the bur that he schal bede after." 245 
Gawan gotz to the gome, with giserne in honde, 
And he baldly hym bydez, he bayst never the helder. 
Then carppez to Syr Gawan the knyght in the grene, 
"Refourme we oure forwardes, er we fyrre passe. 
Fyrst I ethe the, hathel, how that thou hattes, 250 

That thou me telle truly, as I tryst may," 
"In god fayth," quod the goode knyght, "Gawan I hatte. 
That bede the this buffet, quat-so bi-f allez after ; 
And at this tyme twelmonjrth take at the another, 
Wjrth what weppen so thou wylt, and wyth no wygh 

ellez 255 

On lyve." 
That other onswarez agayn, 
"Sir Gawan, so mot I thryve, 
As I am ferly fajm. 
This dint that thou schal dryve. 260 

"Bi Gog," quod the grene knyght, "Sir Gawan, me lykes, 
That I schal fange at thy fust that I haf frayst here; 
And thou hatz redily rehersed, bi resoun ful trwe, 
Ganly al the covenaunt that I the kynge asked, 
Saf that thou schal siker me, segge, bi thi trawthe, 265 

That thou schal seche me thi-self, where-so thou hopes 
I may \it f unde upon f olde, and f och the such wages 
As thou deles me to day, bifore this douthe ryche." 

"Where schulde I wale the?" quod Gavan; "Where is 
thy place? 
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I wot never where thou wonyes, tn Hym That me 

wroght ; 270 

Ne I know not the» knjrght, thy cort, ne thi name. 
Bot teche me tmly ther-to^ and telle me howe thou hattes. 
And I schal ware alle my wyt to wynne me theder; 
And that I swere the for sothe, and by my seker traweth." 
"That is innogh in Nwe Yer, hit nedes no more," 275 

Quod the gome in the grene to Gawan the hende: 
"Gif I the tdle trwly, quen I the tape have, 
And thou me smothely hatz smyten, smartly I the teche 
Of my hous and my home and myn owen nome. 
Then may thou frayst my fare, and forwarder holde; 2S0 
And if I spende no speche, thenne spedez thou the better. 
For thou may leng in thy londe, and kyt no fyrre, 

Bot slokes. 
Ta now thy grymme tole to the. 
And let se how thou cnokez." 285 

"Gladly, sir, for sothe," 
Quod Gawan; his ax he strokes. 



The gretie knyght upon grounde graythely hym dresses : 

A littel lut with the hede, the Icre he discoverez; 

His longe lovelych lokkez he layd over his croun, 290 

Let the naked nee to the note schewe. 

Gavan gripped to his ax, and gederes hit on hyght; 

The kay fot on the folde he be-fore sette. 

Let hit doun lyghtly lyght on the naked. 

That the scharp of the schalk schyndered the bones, 295 

And schrank thurgh the schyire g^'ece, and scade hit in 

twynne. 
That the bit of the broun stel bot on the g^'ounde. 
The fayre hede fro the halce hit [felle] to the erthe. 
That f ele hit f oyned wyth her fete there hit forth roled ; 
The blod brayd fro the body, that blykked on the gren, 300 
And nawther faltered ne fel the freke never-the-helder, 
Bot stythly he start forth upon styf schonkes. 
And runyschly he raght out there-as renkkez stoden, 
Laght to his lufly bed and lyft hit up sone; 
And sythen boghez to his blonk, the brydel he cachchez, 305 
Steppez in to stel-bawe and strydez alofte. 
And his hede by the here in his honde haldez; 
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And as sadly the segge hjrm in his sadel sette 

As non unhap had hym ayled, thagh hedlez he were. 

In stedde. 310 

He brayde his bltink aboute. 

That ugly bodi that bledde; 

Moni on of hym had doute, 

Bi that his resounz were redde: 

For the hede in his honde he haldez up even, 315 

To-ward the derrest on the dece he dressez the face, 
And hit lyfte up the yghe-lyddez, and loked ful brode, 
And meled thus much with his muthe, as ye may now here. 
Loke, Gawan, thou be g^'aythe to go as thou hettez. 
And lajrte as lelly til thou me, lude, fjrnde, 320 

As thou hatz hette in this halle, herande thise knyghtes. 
To the grene chapel thou chose, I charge the, to fotte; 
Such a dunt as thou hatz dalt disserved thou habbez, 
To be yederly yolden on Nw Yeres morn. 
The Knyght of the Grene Chapel, men knowen me 

mony ; 325 

For-thi me for to fynde, if thou fraystez, faylez thou never; 
Ther-fore com, other recreaunt be calde the be-hoves." 
With a runisch rout the raynez he tomez, 
Hailed out at the hal-dor, his hed in his hande, 
That the fyr of the flynt flawe from fole hoves. 330 

To quat kyth he be-com, knewe non there, 
Never more then thay wyste fram quethen he watz wonnen. 

What thenne? 

The k3mg and Gawen thare, 

At that Grene thay laghe and grenne ; 335 

Yet breved watz hit ful bare, 

A mervayl among tho menne. 



SIR GAWAYN AT THE GREEN CHAPEL 

Thenne g3rrdez he to Gryngolet, and gederez the rake, 
Schowvez in bi a schore, at a schaghe syde, 
Ridez thurgh the roghe bonk, ryght to the dale; 
And thenne he wayted hym aboute, and wylde hit hym 

thoght. 
And seghe no syngne of resette, bisydez nowhere. 



92 ENGLISH POEMS 



Bot hyghe bonkkez and brent, upon bathe halve, 

And rughe knokled knarrez, with knoraed stonez; 

The skwez of the scowtes skayved hym thoght 

Thenne he hoved, and wyth-hyldc his hors at that tydc. 

And ofte chaunged his cher, the chapel to seche. lo 

He segh non suche in no syde, and selly hym thoght; 

Sone a lyttel on a launde, a lawe as hit were: 

A balgh bergh, bi a bonke, the brymme by-syde, 

Bi a forgh of a flode, that ferked thare; 

The borae blubred ther-inne, as hit boyled hade. 15 

The knyght kachez his caple, and com to the lawe, 

Lightez doun luflyly, and at a lynde tachez 

The rayne, and his riche with a roghe bramiche; 

Thenne he boghez to the berghe, aboute hit he walkez, 

Debatande with hym-self quat hit be myght 20 

Hit hade a hole on the ende and on ayther syde, 

And over-growen with gresse in glodes ay where; 

And al watz holgh in-with, nobot an olde cave, 

Or a crevisse of an olde cragge, he couthe hit noght deme 

With spelle. 25 

"We, lorde," quod the gentyle knjrght, 

"Whether this be the grene chapelle. 
He myght aboute myd-nyght 
The Dele his matynnes telle I" 

"Now i-wysse," quod Wowayn, "wysty is here; 30 

This oritore is ugly, with erbez over-growen; 
Wal biscmez the wyghe wruxled in grene 
Dele here his devocioun, on the develez wyse. 
Now I fele hit is the fendc, in my fjrve wyttez. 
That hatz stoken me this Steven, to strye me here; 35 

This is a chapel of meschaunce, that chekke hit by-tyde; 
Hit is the corsedest kyrk that ever I com .innc !" 
With heghe helme on his hede, his launce in his honde. 
He romez up to the rokke of tho rogh wonez; 
Thene herde he of that hyghe hil, in a harde roche, 40 

Biyonde the broke, in a bonk, a wonder brem« noyse: 
Quat I hit clatered in the clyfF, as hit cleve schulde. 
As one upon a gryndelston hade grounden a Sjrthe; 
What! hit wharred, and whette, as water at a mulne; 
What! hit rusched and ronge, rawthe to here. 45 
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Thenne "Bi Godde," quod Gawayn, "that gere, as I trowc, 
Is ryched at the reverence, me renk to mete, 

Bi rote. 

Let God worche we loo. 

Hit helppez me not a mote; 50 

My lif thagh I for-goo, 

Dredc dotz me no lote." 

Thenne the knyght con calle ful hyghe: 
"Who stightlez in this sted, me steven to holde? 
For now is gode Gawayn goande ryght here, 55 

If any wyghe oght wyl wynne hider fast. 
Other now other never his nedez to spede." 
"Abyde," quod on on the bonke, aboven over his hede, 
"And thou schal haf al in hast that I the hyght ones." 
Yet he rusched on that rurde, rapely a throwe, 60 

And wyth quettyng a- wharf, er he wolde lyght; 
And sythen he keverez bi a cragge, and comez of a hole, 
Whyrlande out of a wro, wyth a felle weppen, 
A Denez ax nwe dyght, the dynt with to yelde 
With a borelych bytte, bende by the halme, 65 

Fyled in a fylor, fowre fote large — 
Hit watz no lasse, bi that lace that lemed ful bryght. 
And the gome in the grene, gered as fyrst, - 
Bothe the lyre and the leggez, lokkez, and berde. 
Save that fayre on his fote he foundez on the erthe, 70 
Sette the stele to the stone, and stalked bysyde. 
When he wan to the wattcr, ther he wade nolde. 
He hypped over on hys ax, and orpedly str3rdez, 
Bremly brothe on a bent, that brode watz a-boute. 

On snawe. 75 

Sir Gawayn the knyght con mete; 
He ne lutte hym no thyng lowe. 
That other sayde, "Now, sir swete, 
Of Steven mon may the trowe." 

"Gawayn," quod that grene gome, "God the mot loke! 80 
I-wysse thou art welcom, wyghe, to my place. 
And thou hatz tymed thi travayl as true mon schulde; 
And thou knowez the covenauntez kest uus by-twene: 
At this tyme twelmonjrth thou toke that the failed. 
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Ah! ktie as he oo^ dntte; 




For drcde he volde not darcL 





Then the 9oaK in the i^renc giajtbed fa3rni swythc, 100 

Gederez xxp hjs gituuu e tolc; Gawa3ni to soo^yte; 

With aOe the bor in his bodtj he ber bit 00 lofte, 

Mont as magbtr^^ as marre bjm he wolde; 

Hade bit drrren adooir as dregh as be atled, 

Tber bade ben ded of bis d3rnt that dofl^ity watz ever. 105 

Bot Gawajn 00 that giseme gijrfte bym bjrsjrde. 

As bit com glvdande ado«ai» on glode bym to scbende, 

And schranke a lytcl with the scbakleres» for the scbarp 



That other schalk w3Ftb a schont the scbene wytb-baldez, 
And tbenne repreved be the prynce with roony prowde 

wordez: no 

*Thon art not Gawayn," qnod the gome, '^at is so goud 

balden, ^ 
That never argfaed for no here, by bylle ne be vale; 
And now tboa fles for ferde, or tbon fele barmez. 
Snch cowardise of that knygbt cowtbe I never here. 
Nawther fyked I, ne flagfae, freke, qnen thou myntest, 
Ne kest no kaveladon, in kyngez bous Artbor; 
My hede flagh to my fote, and yet flagh I never. 
And thou, er any harme bent, argbez in hert; 
Wherfore the better burne me burde be called 

Thcr-fore." 
Qnod Gawayn, "I schunt onez, 
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And so wyl I no more; 

Bot thagh my h«de falle on the stonez, 

I con not hit restore. 

"Bot busk, bume, bi thi fayth, and bryng me to the 

poynt, 125 

Dele to me my destine, and do hit out of honde, 
For I schal stonde the a strc^ and start no more, 
Til thyn ax have me hitte; haf here my trawthe." 
"Haf at the, thenne," quod that other, and hevez hit alofte^ 
And wajrtez as wrothely as he wode were; 130 

He myntez at hym maghtyly, bot not the mon ryvcz, 
With-helde heterly his honde er hit hurt myght. 
Gawayn graythely hit bydez, and glent with no membre, 
Bot stode stylle as the ston other a stubbe auther, 
That ratheled is in roche grounde, with rotez a hundreth. 135 
Then muryly efte con he mele, the mon in the grene: 
"So now thou hatz thi hert holle, hitte me bihoves; 
Halde the now the hyghe hode, that Arthur the raght. 
And kepe thy kanel at this kest, yif hit kever may." 
Gawayn ful gryndelly with greme thenne sayde, 140 

"Wy, thresch on, thou thro mon; thou thretez to longe; 
I hope that thi hert arghe wyth thyn awen selven." 
"For sothe," quod that other freke, "so felly thou spekez, 
I wyl no lenger on lyte Ictte thin ernde, 

Right nowe." 145 

Thenne tas he hym strythe to stryke. 
And frounses bothe lyppe and browe; 
No mervayle thagh h3rm myslyke. 
That hoped of no rescowe. 

He lyftes lyghtly his lome, and let hit doun fay re, 150 

With the barbe of the bitte bi the bare nek; 

Thagh he homered heterly, hurt hym no more, 

Bot snyrt hym on that on syde, that severed the hyde; 

The scharp schrank to the flesche thurgh the schyre grece, 

That the schene blod over his schulderes schot to the 

erthe, 155 

And quen the bume segh the blode blenk on the snawe, 
He sprit forth spenne fote more then a spere lenthe, 
Hent heterly his helme, and on his hed cast, 
Schot with his schulderez his fayre schelde under. 
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Braydez out a bryght sworde, and bremely he spdcez; i6o 
Never syn that he watz bume borne of his moder, 
Watz he never in this worlde wyghe half so blythe: 
"Blynne, bume, of thy bur 1 bede me no mo 1 
I haf a strc^e in this sted with-oute stryf hent; 
And if thow rechez me any mo, I redyly schal quyte, 165 
And yelde yederly agayn, and ther to ye trjrst. 

And foo. • 

Hot on stride here me fallez; 

The covenaunt schop ryght so, 

[Sikered] in Arthurez hallez, ^ 170 

And ther-fore, hende, now hool" 

The hathel heldet hym fro, and on his ax rested. 

Sette the schaft upon schore, and to the scharp lened. 

And loked to the leude, that on the launde yede. 

How that doghty dredles dervely ther stondez, 175 

Armed ful aghlegh; in hert hit hym lykez. 

Thenn he melez muryly, wyth a much Steven, 

And wyth a raykande rurde he to the renk sayde: 

Bolde burne, on this bent be not so gryndel; 

No men here un-manerly the mys-boden habbe, 180 

Ne kyd, bot as covenaunde at kyngez kort schaped; f 

I hyght the a strok, and thou hit hatz; halde the wel payed; 

I relece the of the remnaunt, of ryghtes alle other. 

Gif I deliver had bene, a boffet, paraunter, 

I couthe wrotheloker haf waret, [and] to the haf wroght 

anger. 185 

Fyrst I mansed the muryly, with a mynt one. 
And rove the wyth no rof, sore with ryght I the profercd. 
For the forwarde that we fest in the fyrst nyght: 
And thou trystyly the trawthe and trwly me haldez; 
Al the gayne thow me gef, as god mon schulde. 190 

That other munt for the morne, mon, I the profered. 
Thou kyssedes my clere wyf, the cossez me raghtez; 
For bothe two here I the bede bot two bare myntes, 

Boute scathe. 

Trwe mon trwe restore, 195 

Thenne thar mon drede no wathe; 

At the thrid thou fayled thore. 

And ther- for that tappe ta the. 
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For hit is my wede that thou werez, that ilke woven 

girdel; 
Myn owen wyf hit the wevcd, I wot wel forsothe. 200 

Now know I wel thy cosses, and thy costes als; 
And the wowyng of my wyf, I wrog^ht hit myselven; 
I sende hir to asay the, and, sothly me thynkkez. 
On the fautlest freke that ever on fote yede: 
As perle hi the quite pese is of prys more, 205 

So is Gawa3ai, in god fayth, bi other gay knyghtez. 
Bot here yow lakked a lyttel, sir, and lewte yow wonted; 
Bot that watz for no wylyde werke, ne wowyng nauther, 
Bot for ye lufed your lyf ; the lasse I yow blame," 
That other stif mon in study stod a gret whyle; 210 

So agreved for greme he gryed with-inne, 
Alle the blode of his brest blende in his face. 
That al he schrank for schome, that the schalk talked. 
The forme worde upon folde, that the freke meled: 
'Corsed worth cowarddyse and covetyse bothel 215 

In yow is vylany and vyse, that vertue disstryez." 
Thenne he kaght to the knot, and the kest lawsez, 
Brayde brothely the belt to the bume selven: 
''Lol ther the falssyng, foule mot hit fallel 
For care of thy knokke cowardyse me taght , 220 

To a-corde me with covetyse, my kynde to for-sake, 
That is larges and lewte, that longez to knyghtez. 
Now am I fawty and fake, and ferde haf ben ever; 
Of trecherye and un-trawthe bothe bityde sorghe 

And carel 225 

I bi-knowe yow, knyght, here stylle, 

Al fawty is my fare; 

Letez me over-take your wylle. 

And efte I schal be ware." 

Thenn loghe that other leude, and luflyly sayde: 230 

''I halde hit hardily hole, the harme that I hade. 
Thou art confessed so dene, be-knowen of thy mysses, 
And hatz the penaunce apert, of the poynt of myn egge, 
I halde the polysed of that plyght, and pured as clene 
As thou hadez never forfeted sythen thou watz fyrst 

borne. ^5 
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And I gif the, sir, the gurdel that is golde hemmed; 
For hit is grene as my goune, Sir Gawayn, ye maye 
Thenk upon this ilke threpe, ther thou forth thryngez 
Among prynces of prys, and this a pure token 
Of the chaunce of the grene chapel, at chevalrous 

knyghtez. ' 240 

And ye schal in this Nwe Yer agayn to my wonez. 
And we schyn revel the remnaunt of this ryche fest, 

Ful bene." 

Ther lathed hym fast the lordc, 

And sayde, "With my wyf, I wene, 245 

We schal yow wel acorde, 

That watz your enmy kene." 

"Nay, for sothe," quod the segge, and sesed hys helme. 

And hatz hit of hendely, and the hathel thonkkez: 

"I haf sojorned sadly; sde yow bytyde, 250 

And He yelde hit yow yare, That yarkkez al menskes I 

And comaundez me to that cortays, your comlych fere, 

Bothe that on and that other, m}m honoured ladyez. 

That thus hor knyght wyth hor kest han koyntly bigyled. 

Bot hit is no ferly thagh a fole madde, 255 

And thurgh wyles of wymmen be wonen to sorghe: 

For so watz Adam in erde with one bygyled, 

And Salamon with fele sere, and Samson eft sonez — 

Dalyda dalt hym hys wyrde; and Davyth ther-after 

Watz blended with Barsabe, that much bale tholed. 260 

Now these were wrathed wyth her wyles: hit were a 

Wynne huge. 
To luf hom wel, and leve hem not; a leude that couthe. 
For thes wer fome the freest that folged alle the sele, 
Exellently of alle thyse other, under heven-ryche. 

That mused. 265 

And alle thay were bi-wyled, 

With wymmen that thay used: 

Thagh I be now bigyled. 

Me think me burde be excused. 

"Bot your gordel," quod Gawayn, "God yow for-ycldel 270 
That wyl I welde wyth good wylle, not for the wynne golde, 
Ne the saynt, ne the sylk, ne the syde pendaundes. 
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For wele, ne for worchyp, ne for the wlonk werkkez, 
Bot in s}mgne of my surfet I schal se hit ofte: 
When I ride in Venoun, remorde to mysdven 275 

The faut and the fayntyse of the flesche crabbed, 
How tender hit is to entyse teches of fylthe; 
And thus, quen pryde schal me pryk for prowes of armes, 
The loke to this luf lace schal lethe my hert. 
Bot on I wolde yow pray, displeses yow never: 280 

Syn ye be lorde of the yonder londe, ther I haf lent inne, 
Wyth yow wyth worschyp— the Wyghe hit yow yelde 
That up-haldez the heven and on hygh sittez, — 
How norne ye yowre ryght nome, and thenne no more?" 
"That schal I telle the trwiy," quod that other thenne; 285 
"Bemlak de Hautdesert I hat in this londe, 
Thurgh myght of Morgne la Faye, that in my hous lenges. 
In koyntyse of clergye, bi craftes wel lemed. 
The maystres of Merlyn, mony ho [hatz] taken; 
For ho hatz dalt drwry ful dere sum tyme, ago 

With that conable klerk, that knowes alle your knyghtez 

At hame. 

Morgne the goddes, 

Ther- fore hit is hir name; 

Weldez non so hyghe hawtesse 295 

That ho ne con make ful tame. 

"Ho wayned me upon this wyse to your wynne halle, 
For to assay the surquidre, yif hit soth were, 
That rennes of the grete renoun of the Rounde Table; 
Ho wayned me this wonder, your wyttez to reve, 300 

For to haf greved Gaynour, and gart hir to dyghe. 
With glopnyng of that iike gomen, that gostlych speked, 
With his hede in his honde, bifore the hyghe table. 
That is ho that is at home« the auncian lady ; 
Ho is even thyn aunt, Arthurez half suster, 305 

The duches doghter of Tyntagelle, that dere Uter after 
Hade Arthur upon, that athel is nowthe. 
Therfore I ethe the, hathel, to com to thy naunt, 
Make myry in my hous : my mcny the lovies ; 
And I wol the as wel, wyghe, bi my fajrthe, 310 

As any gome under God, for thy grete trauthe." 
And he nikked h]rm naye, he nolde bi no wayes. 
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Thay acolen and kyssen, [bikennen] ayther other 
To the Prynce of Paradise, and parten ryght there, 

On coolde. 315 

Gawayn on blonk ful bene 

To the kyngez burgh buskez bolde; 

And the knyght in the enker grene 

Whider-warde so ever he wolde. 

About 1360, 



JOHN GOWER 

noM 
CONFESSIO AMANTIS 

Of Jupiter this finde I write: 

How whilom that he wolde wite 

Upon the pleigntes whiche he herde, 

Among the men how that it ferde. 

As of here wrong condicion 5 

To do justificacion ; 

And for that cause doun he sente 

An angel, which aboute wente 

That he the sothe knowe mai. 

So it befell upon a dai 10 

This angel, which him scholde enforme, 

Was clothed in a mannes forme, 

And overtok, I understonde, 

Tuo men that wenten over londe; 

Thurgh whiche he thoghte to aspie 15 

His cause, and goth in compaignie. 

This angel with hise wordes wise 

Opposeth hem in sondri wise, 

Now lowde wordes and now softe. 

That mad hem to desputen ofte, 20 

And ech of hem his reson hadde. 

And thus with tales he hem ladde. 

With good examinacioun. 

Til he knew the condicioun 

What men thei were, bothe tuo; 25 

And sih wel ate laste, tho. 
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That on of hem was coveitous, 

And his f ela was envious. 

And thus, whan he hath knowlechinge, 

Anon he feigneth departinge, 30 

And seide he mot algate wende. 

Bot herkne now what fell at ende: 

For thanne he made hem understonde 

That he was there of Goddes sonde; 

And seide hem, for the kindeschipe 35 

That thei have don him felaschipe, 

He wole him do som grace ayein; 

And bad that on of hem schal sein 

What thing him is lievest to crave, 

And he it schal of yifte have; 40 

And over that ek, forth withal. 

He seith that other have schal 

The double of that his felaw axeth. 

And thus to hem his grace he taxeth. 

The coveitous was wonder glad, 45 

And to that other man he bad 

And seith that he ferst axe scholde: 

For he supposeth that he wolde 

Make his axinge of worldes good. 

For thanne he knew wel how it stod, 50 

That he himself be double weyhte 

Schal after take; and thus be sleyhte, 

Be-cause that he wolde winne. 

He bad his fela ferst beginne. 

This envious, thogh it be late, 55 

Whan that he syh he mot algate 

Make his axinge ferst, he thoghte 

If he worschipe or profit soghte, 

It schal be doubled to his fiere: 

•That wolde he chese in no manere. 60 

Bot thanne he scheweth what he was 

Toward envie, and in this cas 

Unto this angel thus he seide, 

And for his yifte this he preide, 

To make him blind of his on yhe, 65 

So that his fela nothing syhe. 

This word was noght so sone spoke. 
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That his on yhe anon was loke, 

And his felawh forthwith also 

Was blind of bothe his yhen tuo. 70 

Tho was that other glad ynowh: 

That on wept, and that other lowh; 

He sette his on yhe at no cost, 

Wherof that other two hath lost. 

Of thilke ensample, which fell tho, 75 

Men tellen now full ofte so. 

The worlde erapeireth comunly, 

And yit wot non the cause why: 

For it acordeth noght to kinde 

Min oghne harme to seche and finde 80 

Of that I schal my brother grieve; 

It myhte nevere wel achieve. 

About 1383. 



WILLIAM LANGLAND 

FSOM 
THE VISION OF WILLIAM CONCERNING 

PIERS THE PLOWMAN 

THE PROLOGUE 

In a somer seson, whan soft was the sonne, 

I shope me in shroudes as I a shepe were; 

In habite as an heremite unholy of werkes, 

Went wyde in this world wondres to here. 

Ac on a May mornynge, on Malveme hulles, 5 

Me byfel a ferly^ of fairy me thoughte. 

I was wery, forwandred, and wente me to reste 

Under a brode banke, bi a homes side; 

And as I lay and lened, and loked in the wateres, 

I slombred in a slepyng, it sweyved so merye. 10 

Thanne gan I to meten a merveilouse swevenc 

That I was in a wildemesse, wist I never where. 

As I behelde in-to the est, an hiegh to the sonne, 

I seigh a toure on a toft, trieliche 3miaked; 

A depe dale binethe, a dongeon there-inne, 15 
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With depe dyches and derke and dredful of sight 
A faire fclde ful of folkc fonde I there bytwene. 
Of alle maner of men, the mene and the riche, 
Worchyng and wandryng as the worlde asketh. 

Some putten hem to the plow, pleyed ful selde, 20 

In settyng and in sowyng swonken ful harde, 
And wonnen that wastours with gfotonye distruyeth. 
And some putten hem to pruyde, apparailed hem there- 
after, 
In contenaunce of clothyng comen disgisid. 
In prayers and in penance putten hem manye, 25 

Al for love of owre Lorde l3rveden ful streyte. 
In hope for to have hevene-riche blisse; 
As ancres and heremites, that holden hem in here selles, 
G)veite nought in contre to cairen aboute, 
For no likerous liflode her lycam to plese. 30 

And somme chosen chaffare, to cheven the bettere, 
As it semeth to owre syght that suche men thryveth; 
And scnnme murthes to make as mynstrales conneth, 
And gcten gold with here glee, synneles, I leve. 
Ac japers and jangelers, Judas chylderen, 35 

Feynen hem fantasies and foles hem maketh, 
And han here witte at wille to worche yif thei sholde; 
That Poule precheth of hem I nel nought preve it here — 
Qui turpUoquium loquitur is Luci feres hyne. 
Bidders and beggeres fast aboute yede, 40 

With her bely and her bagges of bred ful ycrammed; 
Fayteden hem for here fode, foughten atte ale; 
In glotonye, God it wot, gon hii to bedde, 
And rysen up with ribaudye tho roberdes knaves : 
Slepe and sori sleuthe seweth hem ever. 45 

Pilgrymes and palmers plighted hem togidere 
For to seke Seynt James and seyntes in Rome ; 
Thei went forth in here way with many wise tales, 
And hadden leve to lye al here lyf after. 
I seigh somme that seiden thei had y sought seyntes ; 50 
To eche a tale that thei tolde here tonge was tempred to lye. 
More than to sey soth, it semed bi here speche. 
Heremites on an heep, with hoked staves, 
Wtaten to Walsyngham, and here wenches after. 
Crete lobyes and longe, that loth were to swynke, 55 
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Clotheden hem in copb to ben knowen f ram othere. 
And shopen hem heremites here ese to have. 
I fond there freris, alle the foure ordres, 
Preched the peple for profit of hem-selven, 
Closed the gospel *as hem good lyked, 60 

For coveitise of copes construed it as thei wolde. 
Manye of this maistres freris mowe dothen hem at lykyng. 
For here money and marchandise marchen togideres. 
For sith charite hath be chapman, and chief to shryve 

lordes, 
Many ferlis han fallen in a fewe yeris. 65 

But holychirche and hii holde better togideres, 
The moste myschief on molde is mountyng wel faste. 

Ther preched a pardoner as he a prest were, 
Broughte forth a bulle with bishopes seles. 
And seide that hym-self myght assoilen hem alle 70 

Of falshed of fastyng, of vowes ybroken. 
Lewed men leved hym wel and lyked his wordes« 
Comen up knelyng to kissen his bulles; 
He bonched hem with his brevet and blered here eyes, 
And raughte with his ragman rynges and broches. 75 

Thus they given here golde glotones to kepe, 
And leveth such loseles, that lecherye haunten. 
Were the bischop yblissed and worth bothe his eres. 
His seel shulde nought be sent to deceyve the peple. 
Ac it is naught by the bischop that the boy precheth, 80 
For the parisch prest and the pardonere parten the silver 
That the poraille of the parisch scholde have yif thei nere. 
Persones and parisch prestes pleyned hem to the bischop 
That here parisshes were pore sith the pestilence tyme. 
To have a lycence and leve at London to dwelle, 85 

And syngen there for symonye, for silver is swete. 

Bischopes and bachelers, • bothe maistres and doctours. 
That han cure under Criste and crounyng in tokne 
And signe that thei sholden shryven here paroschienes, 
Prechen and prey for hem, and the pore fedc, 90 

Liggen in London in Lenten, an elles. 
Somme serven the Kyng and his silver tellen, 
In Cheker and in Chancerye chalengen his dettes 
Of wardes and wardmotes, weyves and streyves. 
And some serven as servantz lordes and ladyes, 95 
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And in stede of stuwardes sytten and demen, 
Here messe and here matynes, and many of here onres 
Arn don undevoutlych ; drede is at the laste 
Lest Crist in consistorie acorse ful manye. 
I parcejTved of the power that Peter had to kepc, 100 

To b}mde and to unbynde, as the Boke telleth, 
How he it kft with love, as owre Lorde hight, 
Amonges foure vertues the best of all vertues, 
That cardinales ben called and closyng gatis, 
There Crist is in kyngdome, to close and to shtitte, 105 
And to opne it to hem and hevene blisse shewe. 
Ac of the cardinales atte courte that caught of that name. 
And power presumed in hem a pope to make, 
To han that power that Peter hadde, inpugnen I nelle, 
For in love and letterurc the eleccioun bilongeth; no 

For-thi I can and can naughte of courte spcke more. 
Thanne come there a kyng: Knyghthod hym ladde. 
Might of the comunes made hym to regne; 
And thanne cam Kynde Wytte, and clerkes he made, 
For to conseille the kyng and the comune save. 115 

The kyng and Knyghthode and Clergye bothe 
Casten that the comune shulde hem-self fynde. 
The comune contreved of Kynde Witte craftes. 
And for profit of alle the poeple plowmen ordeygned. 
To tilie and travaile as trewe lyf asketh. 120 

The kynge and the comune and Kynde Witte the thridde 
Shope lawe and lewte, eche man to knowe his owne. 
Thanne loked up a lunatik, a lene thing with-alle. 
And knelyng to the k)mg clergealy he seyde: 
"Crist kepe the, Sire Kyng, and thi k3mgriche, 125 

And Icve the lede thi londe so leute the lovye. 
And for thi rightful rewljmg be rewarded in hevene!" 
And sithen in the eyre an hiegh an angel of hevene 
Lowed to speke in Latyn — for lewed men ne coude 
Jangle ne jugge that justifie hem shulde, 150 

But suflFren and serven; for-thi seyde the angel: 
Sum rex, sum princeps;' neutrum fortasse deinceps. 
O qui jura regis Christi specialia regis, 
Hos quod agas melius Justus es, esto pius! 
Nudum jus a te vestiri vult pietate. 135 

Qualia vis metere talia grana sere: 



ttt 



io6 ENGLISH POEMS 



Si jus nudatur, nudo de jure metatur; 

Si seritur pietas, de pietate metasT' 

Thanne greved hym a Goliardeys, a glotoun of wordes. 

And to the angel an heigh answered after, 140 

"Dum rex a regere dicatur nomen habere, 
Nomen habet sine re nisi studet jura tenere." 
And thanne gan alle the comune crye in vers of Latin, 
To the kynges conseille construe ho-so wolde, 

"Precepta regis sunt nobis vincula legis." 145 

With that ran there a route of ratones at ones, 
And smale mys with hem mo then a thousande. 
And comen to a conseille for here comune profit; 
For a cat of a courte cam whan hym lyked, 
And overlepe hem lyghtlich and laughte hem at his 

willc, 150 

And pleyde with hem perilouslych and possed hem aboute. 

'Tor doute of dyverse dredes we dar noughte wel lokc; 
And yif we grucche of his gamen he wil greve us alle, 
Cracchetus, or clawe us and in his cloches holde. 
That us lotheth the lyf or he lete us passe. 155 

Myghte we with any witte his wille withstonde, 
We myghte be lordes aloft and lyven at owre cse." 
A raton of renon, most renable of tonge, 
Seide for a sovereygne help to hym-selve: 

"I have ysein segges," quod he, "in the cite of London, 160 
Beren bighes ful brighte abouten here nekkes, 
And some colers of crafty wcrk ; uncoupled thei wenden, 
Both in wareine and in waste, where hem Icve lyketh ; 
And otherwhile thei aren elles-where, as I here telle. 
Were there a belle on here beighe, bi Jhcsu, as me 

thynketh, 165 

Men myghte wite where thei went, and awei renne! 
And right so," quod this raton, "reson me sheweth 
To bugge a belle of brasse or of brighte sylver. 
And knitten on a colere, for owre comune profit. 
And hangen it upon the cattes hals; thanne here we 

mowen 170 

Where he ritt or rest or renneth to playe. 
And yif him list for to laike, thenne loke we mowen. 
And peren in his presence ther- while hjrm plaie liketh; 
And yif him wrattheth, be ywar and his wey« shonjrc." 
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Alle this route of ratones to this reson thei assented. 175 
Ac tho the belle was ybought and on the beighe hanged, 
Ther ne was ratoun in alle the route, for alle the rewme 

of Fraunce, 
That dorst have ybounden the belle aboute the cattis nekke, 
Ne hangen it aboute the cattes hals, al Engelonde to 

Wynne; 
And helden hem unhardy and here conseille feble, 180 

And leten here laboure lost and alle here longe studye. 
A mous that moche good couthe, as me thoughte, 
Stroke forth sternly and stode biforn hem alle, 
And to the route of ratones reherced these wordes: 
Though we culled the catte, yut sholde ther come an- 
other 185 
To cracchy us and al owre kynde, though we croupe 

under benches. 
For-thi I conseille alle the comune to lat the catte worthe, 
And be we never so bolde the belle hym to shewe; 
For I herde my sire seyn (is sevene yere ypassed). 
There the catte is a kitoun the courte is ful elyng; 190 
That witnisseth Holi-Write, who-so wil it rede, 

'Vc terre ubi puer rex est/ etc. 
For may no renke there rest have, for ratones bi nyghte. 
The while he caccheth conynges he coveiteth nought owre 

caroyne. 
But f et hym al with venesoun ; defame we hym nevere. 
For better is a litel losse than a longe sorwe, 195 

The mase amonge us alle though we mysse a shrewe. 
For many mannes malt we mys wolde destruye, 
And also ye route of ratones rende mennes clothes, 
Nere that cat of that courte that can yow overlepe; 
For had ye rattes yowre wille, ye couthe nought reule 

yowre-selve. 200 

I sey for me," quod the mous, "I se so mykel after, 
Shal never the cat ne the kitoun bi my conseille be greved, 
Ne carpyng of this coler that costed me nevre. 
And though it had coste me catel, biknowen it I nolde, 
But suffre as hym-self wolde to do as hym liketh, 205 

Coupled and uncoupled to cacche what thei mowe. 
For-thi uche a wise wighte I warne wite wel his owne." — 
What this meteles bemeneth, ye men that be merye. 
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Devine yc, for I ne dar, bi dcrc God in hevenel 

Yit hoved there an hondreth in houves of selke, 210 
Serjauntz, it semed, that serveden atte barre; 
Plededen for penyes and iK>undes the. lawe, 
And nought for love of owre Lord unlose here Hi>pes onis: 
Thou myghtest better mete the myste on Malveme hulles 
Then gete a momme of here mouthe but money were 

shewed. 215 

Barones and burgeis and bonde-men als 
I seigh in this assemble, as ye schul here after; 
Baxsteres and brewesteres and bocheres manye, 
Wollc-websteres and weveres of lynnen, 
Taillours and tynkeres and tolleres in marketes, 220 

Masons and mynours and many other craftes, 
Of alkin libbyng laboreres lopen forth somme. 
As dykers and delveres, that doth here dedes ille. 
And drjrven forth the longe day with "Dieu vous save, 

dame Emme!" 
Cookes and here knaves crieden "Hote pies, hotel 225 

Gode gris and gees! Go we dyne, go we!" 
Taverners un-til hem tolde the same: 
White wyn of Oseye and red wyn of Gascoigne, 
Of the Ryne and of the Rochel, the roste to defye. 
AI this I seigh slepyng, and sevene sythes more. 230 

1376-77- 



GEOFFREY CHAUCER 

FROM 

THE BOOK OF THE DUCHESSE 

Me thoghte thus: that hyt was May, 
And in the dawnynge ther I lay 
(Me mette thus) in my bed al naked, 
And loked forth, for I was waked 
With smale foules a grete hepe. 
That had affrayed me out of my slepe, 
Thorgh noyse and swetenesse of her songe; 
And, as me mette, they sate amonge. 
Upon my chambre-roofe withoute. 
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Upon the tyles, over al a-boute, 10 

And songe, evcrich in hys wys€, 

The moste sokmpne servise, 

By note, that ever man, I trowe. 

Had herde, for som of hem song lowe, 

Som high, and al of oon acorde. 15 

To telle shortly, at 00 wordc. 

Was never harde so swete a steven 

But hyt had be a thynge of heven ; 

So mery a soune, so swete entunes, 

That certcs, for the toune of Tewnes, 20 

I nolde but I had herde hem synge, 

For al my chambre gan to rynge 

Thorgh syngynge of her armonye: 

For instnmient nor melodye 

Was nowhere herde yet halfe so swete, 25 

Nor of acorde halfe so mete; 

For ther was noon of hem that feyned 

To synge, for ech of hem hym peyned 

To fynde out mery crafty notes; 

They ne spared not her throtes. 30 

And, soothe to seyn, my chambre was 

Ful wel depeynted, and with glas 

Were al the wyndowes wel y-glased, 

Ful clere, and nat an hole y-crased; 

That to beholde hit was grete joye: 35 

For hoolly al the story of Troye 

Was in the glasynge y-wroght thus — 

Of Ector and Kynge Priamus, 

Of Achilles and Ksmge Lamedon, 

And eke of Medea and of Jason, 40 

Of Paris, Eleync, and of Lavyne. 

And alle the walles with colours fyne 

Were peynted, bothe text and glose, 

Of al the "Romaunce of the Rose." 

My wyndowes weren shette echon, 45 

And throgh the glas the sonne shon 

Upon my bed with bryghte hemes, 

With many glade gilde stremes; 

And eke the welken was so faire; 

Blew, Inyght, clerc was the ayre, 50 
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And f ul attemiM-e, for sothe, hyt was. 
For nother to colde nor hoot« yt was, 
Ne in al the welkene was a cloude. 
And as I lay thus, wonder loude 
Me thoght I herde an hunte blowe 55 

Tassay hys home and for to knowe 
Whether hyt were dere or hors of soune. 
And I herde goynge, bothe up and doune. 
Men, hors, houndes, and other thynge, 
And al men speke of huntynge — 60 

How they wolde slee the hert with strengthe. 
And how the hert had, upon lengthe. 
So moche embosed, I not now what 
Anoon-ryght, whan I herde that. 
How that they wolde on huntynge goon, 65 

I was ryght glad, and up anoon; 
Tooke my hors, and f orthe I went 
Out of my chambre: I never stent 
Til I come to the feld withoute. 
Ther ovcrtoke I a gret route 70 

Of huntes and eek of foresteres, 
With many relayes and lymeres; 
And hyed hem to the forest faste, 
And I with hem. So at the laste 
I asked oon, ladde a lymere, 75 

"Say, felowe, who shal hunte here?" 
Quod I; and he answered ageyn, 
Syr, themperour Octovyen," 
Quod he, "and ys here faste by." 
A Goddes halfe, in goode tyme," quod I; 80 

"Go we faste!" and gan to ryde. 
Whan we came to the forest-syde, 
Every man didde, ryght anoon. 
As to huntynge fel to doon. 

The mayster-hunte anoon, fotc-hoot, 85 

With a grete home blew thre moot 
At the uncoupylynge of hys houndes. 
Withynne a whyle the herte founde ys, 
Y-halowed, and rechased faste 

Long tyme; and so, at the laste, 90 

This hert rused and stale away 
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Fro alle the houndes a prevy way. 

The houndes had overshette hem alle, 

And were on a defaute y-falle; 

Therwyth the hunte wonder faste 95 

Blewe a forloyn at the laste. 

I was go walked fro my tree; 
And as I wente, ther came by mee 
A whelpe, that fanned me as I stoode, 
That hadde y-folowed, and coude no good. 100 

Hyt came and crepte to me as lowe, 
Ryght as hyt hadde me y-knowe; 
Held doun hys hede and joyned hys erys, 
And leyde al smothe doun hys herys. 
I wolde han caught hyt, and anoon 105 

Hyt fledde, and was fro me goon; 
And I him folwed. And hyt forthe went 
Doune by a floury grene went 
Ful thikke of gras, ful softe and swete, 
With floures fele, faire under fete, no 

And litel used, hyt semed thus: 
For bothe Flora and Zephirus, 
They two that make floures growe, 
Had made her dwellynge ther, I trowe; 
For hit was, on to beholde, 115 

As thogh the erthe envye wolde 
To be gayer than the heven. 
To have mo floures^ swiche seven 
As in the welkyn sterris bee. 

Hyt had forgete the povertee 120 

That wynter, thorgh hys colde morwes, 
Had mad hyt suffre, and his sorwes: 
All was forgeten, and that was sene, 
For al the woode was waxen grene; 
Swetnesse of dewe had mad hyt waxe. 125 

Hyt ys no need eke for to axe 
Where there were many grene greves, 
Or thikke of trees, so ful of leves; 
And every tree stood by himselve 
Fro other wel ten fete or twelve. 130 

So grete trees, so huge of strengthe. 
Of fourty or fifty fedme lengthe. 
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Gene withoute bough or stikke, 

With croppes brode, and eke as thikke — 

They were nat an ynche a-sonder — 

That hit was shadwe over-al tinder, 

And many an herte and many an hynde, 

Was both before me and beh3mde. 

Of founes, sowres, bukkes, does 

Was fill the woode, and many roes, 

And many squirelles, that sete 

Ful high upon the trees, and ete, 

And in hir maner made festys. 

Shortly, hyt was so ful of bestys 

That thogh Argus, the noble countour, 

Sete to rekene in his countour, 

And reken with his figurs ten — 

For by tho figurs mowe al ken, 

Yf they be crafty, rekene and noumbre, 

And tel of every thinge the noumbre, — 

Yet shulde he fayle to rekene evene 

The wondres, me mette in my swevene. 
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FROM 

THE HOUS OF FAME 

This egle, of whiche I have yow tolde, 
That shone with fethres as of golde, 
Which that so hyghe gan to sore, 
I gan beholde more and more, 
To se her beaute and the wonder. 
But never was ther dynt of thonder, 
Ne that thyng that men calle foudre — 
That smyte somtyme a tour to poudre, 
And in his swifte comynge brende, — 
That so swithe gan descende 
As this foule, whan hyt behelde 
That I a-roume was in the felde; 
And with hys grym pawes stronge, 
Withyn hys sharpe nayks longe, 
Me, fleynge, at a swappe he hente. 
And with hys sours agayn up wente, 
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Me caryinge in bis clawes starke 

As lyghtiy as I were a larke: 

How high, I can not telle yow. 

For I came up I nyste how; 20 

For so astonyed and a-sweved 

Was every vertu in ray heved. 

What with his sours and with my drede. 

That al my felsmge gan to dede, 

For-why hit was to grete affray. 25 

Thus I longe in hys clawes lay, 
Til at the laste he to me spake 
In mannes vois, and seyde, "Awake! 
And be not so a-gast, for shame !" 
And called me tho by my name. 30 

And, for I shulde the bet abreyde 
(Me mette), "Awake!" to me he seyde 
Ryght in the same vois and stevene 
That useth oon I coude nevene. 
And with that vois, soth for to se3me, 35 

My mynde came to me ageyne; 
For hyt was goodely seyde to me. 
So was hyt never wonte to be. 

And herewithal I gan to stere. 
And he me in his feet to here, 40 

Til that he felt that I had hete, 
And felte eke that ray herte bete. 
And tho gan he me to disporte. 
And with wordes to com forte. 
And seyde twyes, "Seynte Mary! 45 

Thou arte noyouse for to cary! 
And nothynge nedeth hit, pardee: 
For al-so wis God helpe me 
As thou noon harme shalt have of this; 
And this cas, that betydde the is, 50 

Is for thy lore and for thy prowe. 
Let see! darst thou yet loke nowe? 
Be ful assured, boldely, 
I am thy frende." And therwith I 
Gan for to wondren in my mjmde. 55 

"O God," thought I, "That madeste kynde, 
Shal I noon other weyes dye? 
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Wher Joves wol me stellefye, 

Or what thinge may this sygnifye? 

I neyther am Ennok, ne Elye, 60 

Ne Romulus, ne Ganymede — 

That was y-bore up, as men rede, 

To hevene with daun Jupiter, 

And made the goddys botikr." 

Lo, this was tho my fantasye! 65 

But he that bar me gan espye 
That I so thoghte, and seyde this: 
Thou demest of thyselfe amis; 
For Joves ys not theraboute — 

I dar wel put the out of doute — 70 

To make of the as yet a sterre. 
But er I here the moche ferre, 
I wol the telle what I am, 
And whider thou shalt, and why I cam 
To do thys, so that thou take 75 

Goode herte and not for fere quake." 
Gladly," quod I. "Now wel," quod he: 
First I, that in my fete have the. 
Of which thou haste a fere and wonder. 
Am dwellynge with the god of thonder, 80 

Whiche that men callen Jupiter, 
That doth me flee ful ofte fer 
To do al hys comaundement. 
And for this cause he hath me sent 
To the: now herke, be thy trouthe! 85 

Certeyn, he hath of the routhe 
That thou so longe trewely 
Hys blynde nevew Cupido, 
Hast served so ententyfly 

And fair Venus [goddesse] also, 90 

Withoute guerdoun ever yit; 
And never the lesse hast set thy witte^— 
Although that in thy hede ful lyte is — 
To make bookes, songes, dytees. 
In ryme, or elles in cadence, 95 

As thou best canst, in reverence 
Of Love and of hys servantes eke. 
That have hys servyse soght, and seke; 
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And peynest the to preyse hys art, 

Akhogh thou haddest never parte: 100 

Wherfore, al-so God me blesse, 

Joves halt hyt grete humblesse 

And vertn eke, that thou wolt make, 

A-nyghte, ful ofte th3m hede to akc, 

In thy studye so thou writest, 1Q5 

And ever-mo of love enditest. 

In honour of hym and in preysynges, 

And in his folkes furtherynges. 

And in hir matere al devisest. 

And noght hym nor his folk despisest, no 

Although thou maist go in the daunce 

Of hem that hym lyst not avaunce. 

Wherfore, as I seyde, y-wis, 

Jupiter considereth this, 

And also^ beau sir, other thynges: 115 

That is, that thou hast no tydynges 

Of Lx>ves folke, yf they be glade, 

Ne of noght elles that God made; 

And noght only fro fer contree 

That ther no tydynge cometh to thee, 120 

But of thy verray neygheboris, 

That dwellen almost at thy doris, 

Thou herest neyther that ne this; 

For when thy labour doon al ys, 

And hast made al thy rekenynges, 125 

In stede of reste and newe thynges. 

Thou gost home to thy house anoon, 

And, al so dombe as any stoon, 

Thou sittest at another booke, 

Tyl fully dasewed ys thy looke, 130 

And Ijrvest thus as an heremyte, 

Although thyn abstynence ys lyte. 

And therfore Joves, thorgh hys grace, 

Wol that I here the to a place, 

Whyche that hight the House of Fame, 135 

To do the som disport and game. 

In som recompensacioun 

Of labour and devocioun 

That thou hast had, lo! causeles, 
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To Cupido, the recheles!" 140 



And with this word, sothe for to seyne, 

He gan alway tipper to sore, 

And gladded me ay more and more. 

So feythfully to me spake he. 

Tho gan I to loken under me, 145 

And behelde the ayerishe bestes, 

Qoudes, mystes, and tempestes, 

Snowes, hayks, reynes, wyndes, 

And thengendrynge in hir kyndes, 

Al the wey thnigh whiche I came. 150 

"O God," quod I, "That made Adame. 

Mochc ys Thy myght and Thy noblesse!" 

And tho thought I upon Boesse, 

That writ, ''A thought may flee so hye, 

Wyth f ether es of Philosophye, 155 

To passen everyche element; 

And whan he hath so fer y-went, 

Than may be seen, behynde hys bak, 

Cloude and al that I of spak." 

Tho gan I wexen in a were, 160 

And seyde, "I wote wel I am here. 

But wher in body or in gost 

I noot, y-wys; but, God, Thou wost!" 

For more clere entendement 

Nadde He me never yet sent. 165 

And than thought I on Marc3ran, 

And eke on Anteclaudian, 

That sooth was her descripsioun 

Of alle the hevens regioun. 

As fer as that I sey the preve; 170 

Therfore I can hem now beleve. 

With that this egle gan to crye: 
"Lat be," quod he, "thy fantasye! 

Wilt thou lere of sterres aught?" 
"Nay, certenly," quod I, "ryght naught; 175 

And why? for I am now to olde." 
"Elles I wolde thee have tolde," 

Quod he, "the sterres names, lo. 

And al the hevens sygnes therto. 
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And which they ben." "No fors/' quod I. 180 

"Yis, parde/* quod he; "wostow why? 

For when thou redest poetrye, 

How goddes gonne stellifye 

Bryddis, fishe, beste, or him or hyr, 

As the Ravene, or eyther Berc, 185 

Or Arionis harpe fyne, 

Castor, Polux, or Delphyne, 

Or Athalantes doughtres sevene, 

How alle these arn set in hevene; 

For though thou have hem ofte on honde, 190 

Yet nostow not wher that they stonde." 
''No fors," quod I, "hyt is no nede: 

I Icve as wel, so God me spede, 

Hem that write of this matere 

As though I knew her places here; 195 

And eke they shynen here so bright, 

Hyt shulde shenden al my syght 

To lokc on hem." "That may wel be," 

Quod be. And so forthe bare he me 

A while; and than he gan to crye, 200 

That never herd I thing so bye, 
"Now up the hede; for alle ys well; 

Seynt Julyane, lo, bon hostelll 

Se here the House of Fame, lol 

Maistow not heren that I do?" 205 

"What?" quod I. "The grete soun," 

Quod he, "that rumbleth up and doun 

In Fames House, ful of tyd3mges, 

Bothe of feire speche and chidynges. 

And of fals and soth compouned. 210 

Herkne wel; hyt is not rouned. 

Herestow not the grete swogh?" 
"Yis, parde," quod I, "wel jmogh." 
"And what soune is it lyke?" quod bee. 
"Peter! lyke betyngc of the see," 215 

Quod I, "ayen the roches holowe. 

Whan tempest doth the shippes swalowe — 

And lat a man stonde, out of doute, 

A myle thens and here hyt route; 

Or elles lyke the last humblynge 220 
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After a clappe of oo thtindrynge. 
Whan Jovcs hath the aire y-bctc 
But yt doth me for fere swete." 
Nay, dred the not therof/' quod he, 
"Hyt is nothinge will beten the; 235 

Thow shalt non harme have, trewdy." 
And with this worde both he and I 
As nygh the place arryved were 
As men may casten with a spere. 
I nyste how, but in a stret€ 230 

He sette me faire on my fete, 
And seyde, 'Walke forth a pace. 
And take thyn aventure or case 
That thou shalt fynde in Fames place." 



Whan I was fro thys egle goon, 235 

I gan beholde upon this place. 
And certein, or I ferther pace, 
I wol yow al the shap devyse 
Of hous and citee, and al the wyse 
How I gan to this place aproche, 240 

That stood upon so hygh a roche 
Hier stant ther non in Spayne. 
But up I clombe with alle payne: 
And though to clymbe yt greved me, 
Yit I ententyf was to see, 245 

And for to pouren wonder low, 
If I coude any weyes know 
What maner stoon this roche was; 
For hyt was lyke a thynge of glas 
But that hyt shoon ful more clere; 250 

But of what congeled matere 
Hyt was, I nyste redely. 

But at the laste espied I, 
And founde that hyt was, every dele, 
A roche of yse and not of stele. 255 

Thought I, "By Seynt Thomas of Kent, 
This were a feble fundament 
To bilden on a place hye! 
He oughte him lytel glorifye 
That her-on bilt, God so me save!" 260 
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Tho sawgh I the halfc y-gravc 

With famouse folkes names fele, 

That had y-ben in mochel wele, 

And her fames wide y-blowe. 

But wel unnethes coude I knowe 265 

Any lettr€s for to rede 

Her names by; for, out of drede, 

They were almost of-thowed so 

That of the lettres oon or two 

Were molte away of every name, 270 

So unfamouse was wox hir fame: 

But men seyn, "What may ever last?" 

Tho gan I in myn herte cast 

That they were molte aw€y with hete. 

And not awey with stormes bet«; 275 

For on that other syde I sey 

Of this hille, that northewarde lay, 

How hit was writen ful of names 

Of folkes that hadden grete fames 

Of olde tymes, and yet they were 280 

As fresh as men had writen hem here 

The selfe day ryght, or that houre 

That I upon hem gan to poure. 

But wel I wiste what yt made; 

Hyt was conserved with the shade. 285 

Alle this writ3mge that I sigh, 

Of a castel stoode on high ; 

And stoode eke on so colde a place 

That het« myght hit not deface. 

Tho gan I up the hille to gon, 290 

And fonde upon th« cop a wone, 
That al the men that ben on lyve 
Ne han the cunnjmge to descrive 
The beaute of that ylke place, 

Ne coude casten no compace 295 

Swich another for to make 
That myght of beaute ben hys make, 
Ne so wonderlych y- wrought; 
That hit astonyeth yit my thought, 
And maketh alle my wyt to swynke 300 

On this castel to bethynke; 
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Bnt in this Instr and rrche place, 
Tha: Fames HaOe called was. 
Fn! n^ocfce prees of foike ther nas, 
Xe crowdyng. for to mochil prees. 
Bat al on h3re. above a dees« 
Sh in a see impenall 
That made was of a mbee alt 
Wliich that a carbuncle ys y-caOed, 
I sangh, perpetually y-stalled, 
A fcmjTiyne creature. 
That never formed by Nature 
Nas swich another thing y-seye: 
For altherBrst, soth for to seye. 
Me thoughte that she was so lyte 
Tliat the lengthe of a cubite 
Was lengere than she semed be; 



330 



335 



340 



GEOFFREY CHAUCER 121 

But thus sone, in a whyle, she 
Hir tho so wonderliche streight 
That with hir fete she erthe reight. 
And with hir heed she touched hevene, 345 

Ther as shynen sterres sevene. 
And therto eke, as to my witte, 
I saugh a gretter wonder yitte, 
Upon her eyen to beholde; 

But certeyn I hem never tolde: 350 

For as fele yen had she 
As fetheres upon foules be, 
Or weren on the bestes foure 
That Goddis trone gunne honoure, 
As John writ in thapocalips. 355 

Hir heere, that oundy was and crips, 
As burned gold hyt shoon to see; 
And, sothe to tellen, also she 
Had also fele up-stondyng eres 
And tonges, as on bestes heres ; 360 

And on hir fete wexen, saugh I, 
Partriches wynges redely. 
But, Lorde! the perrie and the richesse 
I saugh sittyng on this goddesse! 
And, Lord! the hevenysh raelodye 365 

Of songes, ful of armonye, 
I herdc aboute her trone y-songe. 
That al the paleys-walles rongef 
So song the myghty Muse, she 
That cleped ys Caliope, 370 

And hir eighte sustren eke. 
That in her face semen meke. 
And evermo, eternally. 
They songe of Fame, as tho herd I: 
"Heryed be thou and thy name, 375 

Goddesse of rcnoun or of fame!" 
Tho was I war, lo, atte laste. 
As I m3m eyen gan up caste. 
That thys yike noble quenc 

On her shnldres gan sustene 380 

Bothe the armes and the name 
Of tho that hadde large fame: 
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Alexander, and Hercules 

That with a sherte hys lyf lees! 

Thus fonde I syttinge this goddesse, 385 

In nobley, honour, and richesse; 

Of which I stynte a whyle nowe. 

Other thinge to tellen yowe. 



THE LEGEND OF GOOD WOMEN 

FBOM 
THE PROLOGUE 

A thousand tymes have I herd men telle 

That ther is joye in heven and peyne in helle, 

And I acorde wel that hit is so; 

But, natheles, yit wot I wel also 

That ther nis noon dwellyng in this contree 5 

That eyther hath in hevene or helle y-be, 

Ne may of hit noon other weyes witen 

But as he hath herd seyd or founde it writen, 

For by assay ther may no man it preve. 

But (rod forbede but men shulde leve 10 

Wel more thing then men han seen with eye! 

Men shal nat wenen every thing a lye 

But yf himself yt seeth or elles dooth; 

For, God wot, thing is never the lasse sooth 

Thogh every wight ne may it nat y-see. 15 

Bemarde the monke ne saugh nat all, pardee! 

Than mote we to bokes that we fynde, 
Thurgh which that olde thinges ben in mynde, 
And to the doctrine of these olde wyse, 
Yeve credence, in every skylful wise, 20 

That tellen of these olde appreved stories. 
Of holynesse, of regnes, of victories. 
Of love, of hate, of other sondry thynges. 
Of whiche I may not maken rehersjmges. 
And yf that olde bokes were a-wey, 25 

Y-lorne were of remembraunce the key; 
Wel oghte us, thanne, honouren and beleve 
These bokes, there we han noon other preve. 
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And as for me, though that I conne but lyte, 
On bokes for to rede I me delyte, 30 

And to hem yive I f eyth and f ul credence. 
And in myn herte have hem in reverence 
So hertely that ther is game noon 
That fro my bokes maketh me to goon, 
But yt be seldom, on the holyday; 35 

Save, certeynly, whan that the month of May 
Is comen, and that I here the foules synge. 
And that the floures gynnen for to spr3mge, 
Farewel my boke and my devocioun! 

Now have I than suche a condicioun 40 

That, of alle the floures in the mede, 
Thanne love ' I most thise floures white and rede, 
Suche as men callen daysyes in our toun. 
To hem have I so grete affeccioun. 
As I seyde erst, whanne comen is the May, 45 

That in my bed ther daweth me no day 
That I nam up, and walkyng in the mede 
To seen this floure aye in the sonne sprede. 
Whan hit uprysith erly by the morwe. 
That blisful sighte softneth al my sorwe, 50 

So glad am I whan that I have presence 
Of it, to doon al maner reverence, 
As she, that is of alle floures flour. 
Fulfilled of al vertue and honour. 

And ever y-lyke faire and fresh of hewe; 55 

And I love it, and ever y-like newe. 
And evere shal, til that myn herte dye: 
Al swere I nat, of this I wol nat lye, 
Ther loved no wight hotter in his lyve. 

And whan that hit is eve, I renne blyve, 60 

As sone as evere the sonne gynneth weste, 
To seen this flour, how it wol go to rcste 
For fere of nyght, so hateth she derknesse! 
Hir chere is pleynly sprad in the brightnesse 
Of the sonne, for ther yt wol unclose. 65 

Alias! that I ne had Englysh, ryme or prose, 
Suffisant this flour to preyse aryghtl 
But helpeth, ye that han connyng and myght, 
Ye lovers, that can make of sentement: 
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In this case oghte ye to be diligent 70 

To forthren me somewhat in my labour, 

Whethir ye ben with the leef or wkh the flour; 

For wel I wot that ye han here-bifome 

Of makynge ropen, and lad awey the corne, 

And I come after, glenyng here and there, 75 

And am ful glad yf I may fynde an ere 

Of any goodly word that ye han left. 

And thogh it happen me rehercen eft 

That ye han in your freshe songes sayede, 

For-bereth me, and beth nat evele apayede^ 80 

Syn that ye see I do yt in the honour 

Of love, and eke in service of the flour 

Whom that I serve as I have witte or myght 

She is the clerenesse and the verray lyght. 

That in this derke worlde me wynt and ledyth. 85 

The hert in-with my sorweful brest yow dredith. 

And loveth so sore that ye ben verrayiy 

The maistresse of my witte, and nothing I. 

My worde, my werke, ys knyt so in youre bonde 

That, as an harpe obeieth to the honde 90 

And maketh it soune after his fyngerynge, 

Ryght so mowe ye oute of myn herte bringe 

Swich vois, ryght as yow lyst, to laughe or pleyne. 

Be ye my gide and lady sovereyne! 

As to myn erthely god, to yowe I calle, 95 

Bothe in this werke and in my sorwes alle. 

But wherfore that I spake, to yive credence 
To olde stories and doon hem reverence. 
And that men mosten more thyng beleve 
Than men may seen at eigh or ellis preve? 100 

That shal I seyn whanne that I see my tyme; 
I may not al atones speke in ryme. 

My besy gost, that thursteth alwey newe 
To seen this flour so yong, so fresh of hewe, 
Constre3med me with so gledy desire 105 

That in myn herte I feele yet the fire 
That made me to rysc er yX, wer day — 
And thys was now the firste morwe of May — 
With dredful herte and glad devocioun 
For to ben at the resureccioun no 
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Of this flour, whan that it shuld unclose 

Agayne the sonne, that roos as rede as rose 

That in the brest was of the beste that day, 

That Agenores doghtre ladde away. 

And downe on knees anon-right I me sette, 115 

And, as I coude, this freshe flour I grette, 

Knelyng alwey, til it unclosed was, 

Upon the smale softe swote gras. 

That was with floures swote enbrouded al. 

Of swich swetnesse and swich odour overal 120 

That, for to speke of gomme or herbe or tree, 

Comparisoun may noon y-maked bee; 

For yt surmounteth pleynly alle odoures. 

And eke of riche beautee alle floures. 

Forgeten had the Erthe his pore estat 125 

Of Wyntir, that hym naked made and mat. 
And with his swerd of colde so sore greved: 

Now hath thatempre sonne all that releved 

That naked was, and clad yt new agayn. 

The smale foules, of the seson fayn, 130 

That from the panter and the nette ben scaped. 
Upon the foweler, that hem made a-whaped 

In wynter, and distroyed hadde hire broode. 

In his dispite hem thoughte yt did hem goode 

To synge of hym, and in hir songe dispise 135 

The foule cherle that, for his covetyse. 

Had hem betrayed with his sophistrye. 

This was hire song: "The foweler we defye. 

And al his crafte!" And somme songen clere 

Layes of love, that joye it was to here, 140 

In worshipynge and preysinge of hir make. 

And, for the newe blisful somers sake. 

Upon the braunches ful of blosmes softe. 

In hire delyt, they turned hem ful ofte. 

And songen, "Blessed be Seynt Valentyne! 145 

For on his day I chees yow to be myne, 

Withouten repentyng, myn herte swetel" 

And therwith-alle hire bekes gonnen mete, 

Yeldyng honour and humble obeysaunces 

To love; and did en hire othere observaunces 150 

That longeth unto love and to nature — 
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Construeth that as yow lyst, I do no cure. 
And tho that hadde doon unkyndenesse — 
As dooth the tydif, for new-fangelnesse — 
Besoghte mercy of hir trespassynge, 155 

And humblely songen hire repentynge, 
And sworen on the blosmes to be trewe. 
So that hire makes wolde upon hem rewe; 
And at the laste maden hire acord. 
Al founde they Daunger for a tyme a lord, 160 

Yet Pitee, thurgh his stronge gentil myght, 
Forgaf, and made Mercy passen Ryght, 
Thurgh innocence and ruled curtesye. 
But I ne clepe nat innocence fcdye, 
Ne fals pitee; for "vertue is the mene/* 165 

As Ethik seith, in swich maner I mene. 
And thus thise foweles, voide of al malice, 
Acordeden to love, and la f ten vice 
Of hate, and songen alle of oon acorde, 
"Welcome, Somer, oure govemour and lordel" 170 

And Zepherus and Flora gentilly 
Yaf to the floures, softe and tenderly, 
Hire swoote breth, and made hem for to sprede. 
As god and goddesse of the floury mede; 
In whiche me thoght that I myght, day by day, 175 

Dwellen alwey, the joly month of May, 
Withouten slepe, withouten mete or drynke. 
A-doune ful softely I gan to synke; 
And, lenynge on myn elbowe and my syde, 
The longe day I shoope me for tabide, 180 

For nothing ell is (and I shal nat lye) 
But for to loke upon the dayesye. 
That men by reson wel hit calle may 
The "dayesye" — or elles the "ye of day," — 
The emperice and floure of floures alle. 185 

I pray to God that f aire mote she falle I 
And alle that loven floures, for hire sake I 
But natheles, ne wene nat that I make 
In preysing of the flour agayn the leef. 
No more than of the corn agayn the sheef ; 190 

For, as to me, nys lever noon ne lother: 
I nam with-holden yit with never nother. 



GEOFFREY CHAUCER 127 

Ne I not who serveth leef, ne who the flour; 

Wei brouken they her service or labour; 

For this thing is al of another tonne, 195 

Of olde storye, er swiche thinge was begonne. 

Whan that the sonne out of the south gan west, 
And that this floure gan close and goon to rest. 
For derknesse of the nyght, the which she dred. 
Home to myn house ful swiftly I me sped 200 

To goon to reste, and erly for to ryse 
To seen this flour to sprede, as I devyse. 



FSOM 

THE CANTERBURY TALES 

THE PROLOGUE 

Whan that Aprille with his shoures soote 

The drought of March hath perced to the roote, 

And bathed every veyne in swich licour. 

Of which vertu engendred is the flour; 

Whan Zephirus eek with his swete breeth 5 

Inspired hath in every holt and heeth 

The tendre croppes, and the yonge sonne 

Hath in the Ram his halfe cours y-ronne, 

And smale fowles maken melodye, 

That slepen al the nyght with open eye, 10 

So priketh hem nature in hir corages: 

Than longen folk to goon on pilgrymages. 

And palmers for to seken straunge strondes, 

To feme halwes couthe in sondry londes; 

And specially, from every shires ende 15 

Of Engelond, to Caunterbury they wende. 

The holy blisful martir for to seke, 

That hem hath holpen whan that they were seeke. 

Bifel that in that sesoun on a day. 
In Southwerk at the Tabard as I lay 20 

Redy to wenden on my pilgrymage 
To Caunterbury with ful devout corage. 
At nyght were come into that hostelrye 
Wei n3me and twenty in a compaignye. 
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Of sondry folk, by aventure y-falle 25 

In felaweshipe, and pilg^mes were they alle. 

That toward Caunterbury wolden rydc. 

The chambres and the stables weren wyde. 

And wel we weren esed atte beste. 

And shortly, whan the sonne was to reste, 30 

So hadde I spoken with hem everychon 

That I was of hir felaweshipe anon. 

And made forward erly for to ryse^ 

To take our wey ther as I yow devyse. 

But natheles, whil I have tyme and space, 35 

£r that I ferther in this tale pace. 
Me thynketh it acordaunt to resoun 
To telle yow al the condicioun 
Of ech of hem, so as it semed me. 

And whiche they weren and of what degree, 40 

And eek in what array that they were inne: 
And at a knyght, than, wol I first bigsmne. 

A Knyght ther was, and that a worthy man. 
That fro the tyme that he first bigan 
To riden out, he loved chivalrye, 45 

Trouthe and honour, fredom and curteisye. 
Ful worthy was he in his lordes werre. 
And thereto hadde he riden, no man ferre. 
As wel in cristendom as in hethenesse. 
And ever honoured for his worthynesse. 50 

At Alisaundre he was, whan it was wonne. 
Ful ofte tyme he hadde the bord bigonne 
Aboven alle naciouns in Pruce. 
In Lettow hadde he reysed and in Ruce; 
No Cristen man so ofte of his degree. 55 

In Gernade at the seege eek hadde he be 
Of Algezir, and riden in Belmarye. 
At Lyeys was he, and at Satalye, 
Whan they were wonne; and in the Crete See 
At many a noble armee hadde he be. 60 

At mortal batailles hadde he been fiftene. 
And foughten for our feith at Tramyssene 
In lystes thries and ay slayn his foo. 
This ilke worthy knyght hadde been also 
Somt3mie with the lord of Palatye, 65 
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Agayn another hethen in Turkye. 

And evermore he hadde a sovereyn prys. 

And though that he were worthy, he was wys, 

And of his port as medc as is a mayde. 

He never yet no vileinye ne sayde 70 

In al his lyf« unto no maner wight 

He was a verray parfit gentil knyght. 

But for to tellen yow of his array, 

His hors were goode, but he was nat gay; 

Of fustian he wered a gipoun 75 

Al bismotered with his habergeoun, 

For he was late y-come from his viage^ 

And wente for to doon his pilgrymage. 

With hym ther was his sone, a yong Squyer, 
A lovyer and a lusty bacheler, 80 

With Ic^ckes crulle as they were leyd in presse. 
Of twenty yeer of age he was, I gesse. 
Of his stature he was of evene lengthe. 
And wonderly deliver, and greet of strengthe. 
And he hadde been somtyme in chivachye, 85 

In Flaundres, in Artoys, and Picardye, 
And bom hym wel, as of so litel space. 
In hope to stonden in his lady grace. 
Embrouded was he, as it were a mede 
Al ful of fresshe floures, white and rede. 90 

Syngyng he was, or floytyng, al the day. 
He was as fresh as is the month of May. 
Short was his gowne, with sieves longe and wyde. 
Wel coude he sitte on hors and faire ryde. 
He coude songes make and wel endite, 95 

Juste and eek daunce, and wel purtreye and write. 
So bote he lovede that by nyghtertale 
He slepte no more than doth a nyghtyngale. 
Curteys he was, lowly, and servisable, 
And carf biforn his f^der at the table. 100 

A Yeman hadde he, and servaunts namo 
At that tyme, for hym liste ride so. 
And he was clad in cote and hood of grene; 
A sheef of pecok arwes brighte and kene 
Under his belt he bar ful thriftily — 105 

Wel coude he dresse his takel yemanly; 
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His arwes drouped noght with fetheres lowe, — 

And in his hand he bar a myghty bowe. 

A not-heed hadde he, with a broun visage. 

Of wode-craft wel coude he al the usage. no 

Upon his arm he bar a gay bracer. 

And by his syde a swerd and a bokeler, 

And on that other syde a gay daggere, 

Hameised wel, and sharp as poynt of spere; 

A Cristofre on his brest of silver shene. 115 

An horn he bar; the bawdrik was of grene: 

A forster was he, soothly, as I gesse. 

Ther was also a Nonne, a Prioresses 
That of hir smylyng was ful symple and coy; 
Hir gretteste 00th was but by Seinte Loy; 120 

And she was cleped Madame Eglentyne. 
Ful wel she song the service dyvyne, 
Entuned in hir nose ful semely; 
And Frensh she spak ful faire and fetisly. 
After the scole of Stratford-atte-Bowe, 125 

For Frensh of Parys was to hir unknowe. 
At mete wel y-taught was she withalle: 
She leet no morsel from hir lippes falle, 
Ne wette hir fyngres in hir sauce depe; 
Wel coude she carie a morsel, and wel kepe 130 

That no drope ne fel upon hir brest. 
In curteisye was set ful moche hir lest. 
Hir over-lippe wyped she so dene 
That in hir coppe ther was no ferthyng sene 
Of grece whan she dronken hadde hir draughte; 135 

Ful semely after hir mete she raughte. 
And sikerly she was of greet disport, 
And ful plesaunt, and amyable of port; 
And peyned hir to countrefete chere 
Of court, and been estatlich of manere, 140 

And to ben holden digne of reverence. 
But for to speken of hir conscience, 
She was so charitable and so pitous 
She wolde wepe if that she sawe a mous 
Caught in a trappe, if it were deed or bledde. 145 

Of smale houndes hadde she, that she fedde 
With rosted flesh, or milk and wastel breed. 
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But sore wepte she if oon of hem were deed, 

Or if men smoot it with a yerde smerte: 

And al was conscience and tendre herte. 150 

Ful semely hir wimpel pynched was; 

Hir nose tretys ; hir eyen greye as glas ,* 

Hir mouth ful smal, and therto softe and reed; 

But sikerly she hadde a fair forheed — 

It was almost a spanne brood, I trowe, 155 

For, hardily, she was nat undergrowe. 

Ful fetys was hir cloke, as I was war. 

Of smal coral aboute hir arm she bar 

A peire of bedes, gauded al with grene; 

And theron heng a brooch of gold ful shene, 160 

On which ther was first write a crowned "A," 

And after, "Amor vincit omnia." 

Another nonne with hir hadde she. 
That was hir chapdeyne, and preestes thre. 

A Monk ther was, a fair for the maistrye, 165 

An outridere, that lovtde vcnerye; 
A manly man, to been an abbot able. 
Ful many a deyntee hors hadde he in stable; 
And whan he rood, men myghte his brydel here 
Gynglen in a whistlyng wynd as clere 170 

And eek as loude as doth the chapel belle. 
Ther as this lord was keper of the celle, 
The reule of Seint Maure or of Seint Bcneit, 
By cause that it was old and som-del streit, 
This ilke monk leet olde thynges pace, 175 

And held after the newe world the space. 
He yaf nat of that text a pulled hen. 
That seith that hunters been nat holy men; 
Ne that a monk, whan he is rechelees, 
Is likned til a fish that is water lees 180 

(This is to seyn, a monk out of his cloystre) — 
But thilke text held he nat worth an oystre. 
And I seyde his opinioun was good: 
What! sholde he studie, and make hsrmselven wood, 
Upon a book in cloystre alwey to poure, 185 

Or swynken with his handes and laboure, 
As Austyn bit? How shal the world be served? 
Lat Austyn have his swynk to hym reserved. 
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Therfore he was a prkasour aright; 
Grehoundes he hadde, as swift as fowel in flight: IQO 
Of prikyng and of huntyng for the hare 
Was al his lust; for no cost wdde he spare. 
I seigh his sieves purfiled at the hond 
With grys, and that the fyneste of a lond; 
And for to festne his hood under his cbyn I95 

He hadde of gold wroght a ful curious pyn — 
A love-knot in the gretter ende ther was. 
His heed was balled, that shoon as any glas, 
And eek his face, as he hadde been anoynt. 
He was a lord ful fat and in g^xxI poynt; aoo 

His eyen stepe, and rollynge in his heed, 
That stemed as a fomesrs of a leed; 
His bootes souple, his hors in greet estat 
Now certdnly he was a fair prelat; 
He was nat pale as a forpyned goost. ao5 

A fat swan loved he best of any roost 
..^is palfrey was as broun as is a berye. 

A Frere ther was, a wantoun and a merye; 
A lymytour, a ful solempne man. 

In alle the ordres foure is noon that can 210 

So muche of daliaunce and fair langage. 
He hadde maad ful many a mariage 
Of yonge wommen, at his owne cost. 
Unto his ordre he was a noble post. 
Ful wel biloved and famulier was he 215 

With frankelcyns overal in his contree, 
And eek with worthy wommen of the toun; 
For he hadde power of confessioun, 
As seyde hsrmself, more than a curat. 
For of his ordre he was licentiat. 220 

Ful swetely herde he confessioun. 
And plesaunt was his absolucioun. 
He was an esy man to yeve penaunce 
Ther as he wiste to have a good pitaunce: 
For unto a povre ordre for to yive 225 

Is signe that a man is wel y-shrive; 
For if he yaf, he dorste make avaunt 
He wiste that a man was repentaunt, 
For many a man so hard is of his herte 
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He may nat wepe althogh hym sore smerte; 230 

Therfore, in stede of wepyng and preyeres, 

Men moote yeve silver to the povre freres. 

His tipet was ay farsed ful of knyves 

And pynnes, for to yeven faire wyves. 

And certainly he hadde a merye note; 235 

Wei coude he synge and pleyen on a rote. 

Of yeddynges he bar outrely the pris: 

His nekke whit was as the flour>de-lys ; 

Therto he strong was as a champioun. 

He knew the tavemes wel in every toun, 240 

And everich hostiler and tappestere 

Bet than a lazar or a beggestere ; 

For unto swich a worthy man as he 

Acorded nat, as by his facultee. 

To have with seke lazars aqueyntaunce : 245 

It is nat honest, it may nat avaunce. 

For to deelen with no swich poraille, 

But al with riche and sellers of vitaille. 

And overal, ther as profit sholde arise, 

Curteis he was and lowly of servyse. 250 

Ther nas no man nowher so vertuous. 

He was the beste beggere in his hous. 

For thogh a wydwe hadde noght a sho, 

So plesaunt was his "In principio" 

Yet wolde he have a ferthyng er he wente. 255 

His purchas was wel bettre than his rente. 

And rage he coude as it were right a whelpe. 

In love-daycs ther coude he muchel helpe; 

For there he was nat lyk a cloysterer, 

With a thredbare cope, as is a povre scoler, 260 

But he was lyk a maister or a pope. 

Of double worsted was his semy-cope, 

That rounded as a belle out of the presse. 

Somwhat he lipsed, for his wantounesse, 

To make his English sweete upon his tonge; 265 

And in his harpyng, whan that he hadde songe, 

His eyen twynkled in his heed aryght, 

As doon the sterres in the frosty nyght. 

This worthy Ijrmytour was cleped Huberd. 

A Marchant was ther, with a forked herd, 270 
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In mottdee; and hye on horse he sat» 

Upon his heed a Fbmndrissh bever hat; 

His bootes clasped f aire and f etisly. 

His resoons he spak ful solempnely, 

Sownynge ahray thencrees of his wynnyng. 275 

He wolde the see were kept for any thyng 

Bitwixe Midddhorgh and Orewelle. 

Wei coode he in eschaunge sheeldes selle. 

This worthy man ful wd his wit bisette: 

Ther wiste no wight that he was in dette, 280 

So estatly was he of his gOYemaonce, 

With his bargaynes and with his chevisaunce. 

For sothe he was a worthy man withalle; 

But, sooth to scyn, I noot how men him calle. 

A Qerk ther was of Qxenford also^ 265 

That onto logyk hadde long y-ga 
As leene was his hors as is a rake; 
And he nas nat right fat, I undertake. 
But looked holwe and thereto soberly. 
Ful thredbar was his overest courtepy, 290 

For he hadde geten hym yet no benefice, 
Ne was so worldly for to have oflBce; 
For hym was levere have at his beddes heed 
Twenty bookes, clad in blak or reed. 
Of Aristotle and his philosophye, 295 

Than robes riche or fithele or gay sautrye. 
But al be that he was a philosophre. 
Yet hadde he but litel gold in cofre; 
But al that he myght of his freendes hente 
On bookes and on lernynge he it spente, 300 

And bisily gan for the soules preye 
Of hem that yaf hym wherwith to scoleye. 
Of studie took he most cure and most heede. 
Noght o word spak he more than was neede, 
And that was seyd in forme and reverence, 305 

And short and quyk, and ful of hy sentence. 
Sownynge in moral vertu was his speche; ' 
And gladly wolde he leme and gladly teche. 

A Sergeant of the Lawe, war and wys, 
That often hadde been at the parvys, 310 

Ther was also, ful riche of excellence. 
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Discreet he was, and of greet reverence; 

He semed swich, his wordes weren so wise. 

Justice he was ful often in assise, 

By patente and by pleyn commissioun : 315 

For his science and for his heigh renoun, 

Of fees and robes hadde he many oon. 

So greet a purchasour was nowher noon; 

Al was fee symple to hym in effect; 

His purchasyng myghte nat been infect. 320 

Nowher so bisy a man as he ther nas. 

And yet he semed bisier than he was. 

In termes hadde he caas and doomes alle 

That from the tyme of Kyng William were falle. 

Therto he coude endite, and make a thyng; 325 

Ther coude no wight pynche at his writyng; 

And every statut coude he pleyn by rote. 

He rood but hoomly in a medlee cote 

Girt with a ceint of silk, with barres smale; 

Of his array te lle I no len ger tale. | ^ p^^- -33^ 

A Frankeleyn was m his compaignye. 
Whyt was his herd as is a dayesye; 
Of his complexioun he was sangwyn. 
Wei loved he by the morwe a soppe in wyn : 
To lyven in delit was ever his wone; 335 

For he was Epicurus' owne sone, 
That heeld opinioun that pleyn delit 
Was verraily felicitee parfit. 
An housholdere, and that a greet, was he; 
Seint Julian he was in his contree. 340 

His breed, his ale, was alweys after oon; 
A bettre envyned man was nevere noon. 
Withouten bake mete was nevere his hous. 
Of Ash and flesh, and that so plentevous 
It snewed in his hous of mete and drynke, 345 

Of alle deyntees that men coude thynke. 
After the sondry sesons of the yeer, 
So chaunged he his mete and his soper. 
Ful many a fat partrich hadde he in mewe. 
And many a breem and many a luce in stewe. 350 

Wo was his cook but if his sauce were 
Poynaunt and sharpe, and redy al his geere. 
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His table dormant in his haUe alway 

Stood redy covered al the longe day. 

At sessiouns ther was he lord and sire. 355 

Ftf ofte tyme he was knyght of the shire. 

An anks and a gipser al of silk 

Heng at his girdel, whit as mome milk. 

A shirreve hadde he been, and a countour. 

Was nowher such a worthy vavasour. 360 

"^ An Haberdasshere and a Carpenter, 

A \V^)be, a I>yere, and a Tapycer; 

And they were clothed alle in o lyveree 

0£ a solempne and greet fratemitee. 

FyEd fresh and newe hir geere apiked was; 365 

Hir knyves were chaped noght with bras, 

But al with stiver wrought ftd dene and weel, 

Hir girdles and hir pouches everydeel. 

Wei semed ech of hem a fair burgeys. 

To Mtten in a yeldehalle on a deys. 370 

F\>ericK for the wisdom that he can, 

\\'a.< $hapl>' for to been an alderman. 

For catel hadde they ynogh and rente ; 

Ami «i; hir >^*y>*es wolde it wel assente, 

Aisl elKr* ocrteyn were they to blame: 375 

It i$ ful fair to been deped ma dame. 

Ami j:vx>n tv^ vigilyes al hi fore, 

Ai\d hji\>f a mantel roialliche y-bore. 

A Ovv^k they hadde with hem for the nones, 

To N^ille the chiknes with the mary-bones, 380 

Aiut (XHKlr^manrhant tart and galyngale. 

Wcl ovnule he knowe a draughte of London ale, 

Mc onhkIc rwste, and seethe, and broille, and frye, 

NUken nu'^rtrt'ux, and wel bake a pye. 

lU\t i^ret't h;*rm >*tis it. as it thooghte me, 385 

That v^n hi$ shyne a momial hadde he. 

For Mankman^er, that made he with the beste. 

A Shivman was ther. wonjmge fer by weste: 
For aii^ht 1 wvx'»t. he was of Dertemouthe 
Ue rwHl iHHMi a rouiKy, as he couthe, 390 

la a Kowne of faldj-ng to the knee. 
A dagxere hangynge on a laas hadde he 
Aboute his nekke. under his arm adoun. 
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The hote somer hadde maad his hewe al brotin ; 

And certeinly he was a good felawe. 395 

Ful many a draughte of wyn had he y-drawe 

From Burdeux-ward, whyl that the chapman sleepe. 

Of nyce conscience took he no kecpe. 

If that he f aught, and hadde the hyer hond, 

By water he sente hem hoom to every lond. 400 

But of his craft to rekene wel his tydes. 

His stremes and his daungers hym besides. 

His herberwe and his moone, his lodemenage, 

Ther nas noon swich from Hulle to Cartage. 

Hardy he was, and wys to undertake; 405 

With many a tempest hadde his herd been shake. 

He knew alle the havenes, as they were, 

Fro Gootlond to the cape of Fynystere, 

And every cryke in Britaigne and in Spayne. 

His barge y-cleped was the Maudelayne. 410 

With us ther was a Doctour of Phisik. 
In al this world ne was ther noon hym lyk 
To speke of phisik and of surgerye. 
For he was grounded in astronomye: 
He kepte his pacient a ful greet del 415 

In houres, by his magyk naturel; 
Wel coude he fortunen the ascendent 
Of his images for his pacient. 
He knew the cause of everich maladye. 
Were it of hoot or cold or moyste or drye, 420 

And where engendred and of what humour. 
He was a verray parfit practisour. 
The cause y-knowe, and of his harm the roote. 
Anon he yaf the sike man his boote. 
Ful redy hadde he his apothecaries, 425 

To sende hym drogges, and his letuaries; 
For ech of hem made other for to wynne: 
Hir frendschipe nas nat newe to bigynne. 
Wel knew he the olde Esculapius, 

And Deyscorides, and eek Rufus; 430 

Olde Ypocras, Haly, and Galyen; 
Serapion, Razis, and Avycen; 
Averrois, Damascien, and Constantyn; 
Bernard, and Gatesden, and Gilbertyn. 
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Of his diete mesurable was he; 435 

For it was of no superfluitee, 

But of greet norissyng and digestible. 

His studie was but litel on the Bible. 

In sangwyn and in pers he clad was al» 

Lyned with taffata and with sendal; 440 

And yet he was but esy of dispence: 

He kepte that he wan in pestilence; 

For gold in phisik is a cordial, 

Therfore he loved gold in special. 

A good Wyf was ther of biside Bathe; 445 

But she was som-del deef, and that was scathe. 
Of cloth-makyng she hadde swiche an haunt 
She passed hem of Ypres and of Gaunt. 
In al the parishe wyf ne was ther noon 
That to the offrynge bifore hir sholde goon; 450 

And if ther dide, certeyn so wrooth was she 
That she was out of alle charitee. 
Hir coverchiefs ful fjme were of ground; 
I dorste swere they weyeden ten pound. 
That on a Sonday were upon hir heed. 455 

Hir hosen weren of f)m scarlet reed, 
Ful streite y-teyd; and shoes ful moyste and newe. 
Bold was hir face, and fair, and red of hewe. 
She was a worthy womman al hir lyve: 
Housbondes at chirche-dore she hadde fyve, 460 

Withouten other compaignye in youthe — 
But therof nedeth nat to speke as nouthe; — 
And thries hadde she been at Jerusalem; 
She hadde passed many a straunge strem; 
At Rome she hadde been, and at Boloigne, 465 

In Galice at Seint Jame, and at Coloigne: 
She coude moche of wandrynge by the weye. 
Gat-tothed was she, soothly for to seye. 
Upon an amblere esily she sat, 

Y-wympled wel, and on hir heed an hat 470 

As brood as is a bokeler or a targe; 
A foot-mantel aboute hir hipes large. 
And on hir feet a paire of spores sharpe. 
In felaweshipe wel coude she laughe and carpe. 
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Of remedies of love she knew perchaunce, 475 

For she coude of that art the olde daunce. 

A good man was ther of religioun. 
And was a povre Persoun of a toun; 
But riche he was of holy thoght and werk. 
He was also a lerned man, a clerk, 480 

That Cristes gospel trewely wolde preche; 
His parishens devoutly wolde he teche. 
Benygne he was, and wonder diligent, 
And in adversitee ful pacient; 

And swich he was y-preved ofte sithes. 485 

Ful looth were hym to cursen for his tithes, 
But rather wolde he yeven, out of doute, 
Unto his povre parishens aboute 
Of his offryng and eek of his substaunce: 
He coude in litel thyng han suffisaunce. 490 

Wyd was his parishe, and houses fer asonder; 
But he ne lafte nat, for reyn ne thonder, 
In siknesse nor in meschief to visite 
The ferreste in his parishe, moche and lite, 
Upon his feet, and in his hand a staf. 495 

This noble ensample to his sheep he 3raf: 
That first he wroghte, and afterward he taughte. 
Out of the gospel he tho wordes caughte. 
And this figure he added eek therto: 
That if gold ruste, what shal iren do? 500 

For if a preest be foul, on whom we truste. 
No wonder is a lewed man to ruste; 
And shame it is, if a preest take keepe, 
A [filthy] shepherdc and a clene sheepe; 
Wei oghte a preest ensample for to yive, 505 

By his dennesse, how that his sheep sholde live. 
He sette nat his benefice to hyre. 
And leet his sheep encombred in the myre. 
And ran to London, unto Seinte Poules, 
To seken hym a chaunterie for soules, 510 

Or with a bretherhed to been withholde; 
But dwelte at hoom, and kepte wel his folde, 
So that the wolf ne made it nat myscarie : 
He was a shepherde and not a mercenarie. 
And though he holy were, and vertuous, 515 
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He was to synful man nat despitous, 

Ne of his speche daungerous ne digne, 

But in his techyng discreet and benygne. 

To drawen folk to heven by faimesse. 

By good ensample» this was his bisynesse: 520 

But it were any persone obstinat, 

What so he were, of heigh or lowe estat, 

Hym wolde he snybben sharply for the nonys. 

A bettre preest I trowe that nowher non is. 

He wayted after no pompe and reverence, 525 

Ne maked him a spiced conscience; 

But Cristes lore and his apostles twelve 

He taughte, but first he folwed it hymselve. 

With hym ther was a Plowman, was his brother, 
That hadde y-lad of dong ful many a fother. 530 

A trewe swynkere and a good was h^ 
Lyvynge in pees and parfit charitee. 
God loved he best with al his hoole herte 
At alle tymes, thogh hym gamed or smerte. 
And thanne his neighebour right as hymselve. 535 

He wolde thresshe, and therto dyke and delve. 
For Cristes sake, for every povre wight, 
Withouten hyre, if it lay in his myght. 
His tithes payed he ful faire and wel, 
Bothe of his propre swynk and his catel. 540 

In a tabard he rood upon a mere. 

Ther was also a reve and a millere, 
A somnour and a pardoner also, 
A maunciple, and myself; ther were namo. 

The Millere was a stout carl, for the nones: 545 

Ful byg he was of brawn and eek of bones; 
That proved wel, for overal ther he cam 
At wrastlynge he wolde have alwey the ram. 
He was short-sholdred, brood, a thikke knarre; 
Ther nas no dore that he nolde heve of harre, 550 

Or breke it, at a rennyng, with his heed. 
His herd as any sowe or fox was reed. 
And therto brood as though it were a spade. 
Upon the cop right of his nose he hade 
A werte; and theron stood a tuft of herys 555 

Reed as the bristles of a sowes erys. 
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His nose-thirles blake were and wyde. 

A swerd and a bokeler bar he by his syde. 

His mouth as greet was as a greet f orneys. 

He was a janglere and a goliardeys, 560 

And that was most of synne and harlotries. 

Wei coude he stelen corn, and tollen thries; 

And yet he hadde a thombe of gold, pardee. 

A whit cote and a blew hood wered he. 

A baggepipe wel coude he blowe and sowne, 565 

And therwithal he broghte us out of towne. 

A gentil Mauncipk was ther of a temple, 
Of which achatours myghte take exemple 
For to be wise in byynge of vitaille; 
For wheither that he payde or took by taille, 570 

Algate he wayted so in his achate 
That he was ay biforn and in good state: 
Now is nat that of God a ful fair grace. 
That swich a lewed mannes wit shal pace 
The wisdom of an heepe of lemed men ? 575 

Of maistres hadde he mo than thries ten. 
That weren of lawe expert and curious; 
Of whiche ther weren a dozeyne in that hous. 
Worthy to been stywardes of rente and lond 
Of any lord that is in Engelond, 580 

To make hym lyve by his propre good, 
In honour dettelees but he were wood, 
Or lyve as scarsly as hym list desire; 
And able for to helpen al a shire 

In any cas that myghte falle or happe: 585 

And yet this manciple sette hir aller cappe. 
The Reve was a sclendre colerik man. 
His herd was shave as ny as ever he can; 
His heer was by his erys round y-shom; 
His top was dokked, lyk a preest, biforn. 590 

Ful longe were his legges, and ful lene, 
Y-lyk a staf ; ther was no calf y-sene. 
Wel coude he kepc a gerner and a bynne; 
Ther was noon auditour coude on him wynne. 
Wel wistc he, by the droghte and by the reyn, 595 

The yeldynge of his seed and of his greyn. 
His lordes sheepe, his neet, his dayerye. 
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His swyn, his hors, his stoor, and his pultrye. 

Was hoolly in this rcvcs govemyng, 

And by his covenannt yaf the rekenyng, 600 

Syn that his lord was twenty yeer of age: 

Ther conde no man brynge hym in arrerage. 

Ther nas baillif, ne herde, ne other hyne. 

That he ne knew his sleighte and his covyne; 

They were adrad of hym as of the deeth. 605 

His wonyng was ful fair upon an heeth; 

With grene trees shadwed was his place. 

He coude bettre than his lord purchace. 

Ful riche he was astored prively; 

His lord wel coude he plesen subtilly, 610 

To yeve and lene hym of his owne good. 

And have a thank, and yet a cote and hood. 

In youthe he lemed hadde a good myster: 

He was a wel good wrighte, a carpenter. 

This reve sat upon a ful good stot, 615 

That was al pomely grey, and highte Scot 

A long surcote of pers upon he hade. 

And by his syde he bar a rusty blade. 

Of North folk was this reve, of which I telle, 

Biside a toun men clepen Baldeswelle. 620 

Tukked he was, as is a frere, aboute, 

And evere he rood the hyndreste of oure route. 

A Somnour was ther with us in that place, 
That hadde a fyr-reed cherubynnes face, 
For sawcefleem he was, with cyen narwe. 625 

As hoot he was, and lecherous, as a sparwe. 
With scalled browes blake, and piled herd: 
Of his visage children were aferd. 
Ther nas quyk-silver, litarge, ne brimstoon, 
Boras, ceruce, ne oille of tartre noon, 630 

Ne oynement that wolde dense and byte. 
That hym myghte helpen of the whelkes white, 
Ne of the knobbes sittynge on his chckes. 
Wel loved he garleek, ojmons, and eek lekes, 
And for to drynken strong wyn reed as blood : 635 

Thanne wolde he speke, and crie as he were wood. 
And whan that he wel dronken hadde the wyn. 
Than wolde he speke no word but Latyn. 
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A fewe termcs hadd^ he, two or thre, 
That he had lemed out of som decree; 640 

No wonder is — he herdc it al the day. 
And eek ye knowen wel how that a jay 
Can clepen "Watte" as well as can the Pope. 
But whoso coude in other thyng hym grope, 
Thanne hadde he spent al his philosophic: 645 

Ay "Questio quid juris I" wolde he crie. 
He was a gentil harlot and a kynde; 
A bettre felawe sholde men noght fynde: 
He wolde suflfre for a quart of wyn 
A good felawe to have his concubyn 650 

A twelf-monthe, and excuse hym atte fulle; 
And prively a fynch eek coude he pulle. 
And if he fond owher a good felawe. 
He wolde techen hym to have non awe, 
In swich cas, of the erchedeknes curs 655 

But if a mannes soule were in his purs. 
For in his purs he sholde y-punysshed be: 
"Purs is the erchedeknes helle," seyde he. 
But wel I woot he lyed right in dede: 
Of cursjmg oghte ech gilty man hym drede — 660 

For curs wol slee right as assoillyng savith, — 
And also war hym of a significamt. 
In daunger hadde he at his owne gise 
The yonge girles of the diocise, 

And knew hir conseil and was al hir reed. 665 

A gerland hadde he set upon his heed, 
As greet as it were for an ale-stake; • 
A bokeler hadde he maad hym of a cake. 
With hym ther rood a gentil Pardoner 
Of Rouncivale, his freend and his compeer, 670 

That streight was comen fro the court of Rome. 
Ful loude he song, "Com hidcr, love, to me." 
This somnour bar to hym a stif burdoun ; 
Was nevere trompe of half so greet a soun. 
This pardoner hadde heer as yelow as wex, 675 

But smothe it heng as doth a strike of flex; 
By ounces henge his lokkes that he hadde, 
And therwith he his shuldres overspradde. 
But thynne it lay, by colpons oon and oon: 
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But hood, for jolitee, wered he noon* 680 

For it was trussed up in his walet: 

Hym thoughte he rood al of the newe jet; 

Dischevele, save his cappe he rood al bare. 

Swiche glarynge eyen hadde he as an hare. 

A vernycle hadde he sowed upon his cappe. 685 

His walet lay biforn hym in his lappe, 

Bret-ful of pardoun comen from Rome al hoot 

A voys he hadde as smal as hath a goot. 

No herd hadde he, ne nevere sholde have; 

As smothe it was as it were late y-shave 690 

But of his craft, fro Berwik into Ware, 

Ne was ther swich another pardoner: 

For in his male he hadde a pilwe-beer, 

Which that, he seyde, was Our Lady veyl; 695 

He seyde he hadde a gobet of the seyl 

That Seint Peter hadde whan that he wente 

Upon the see, til Jhesu Crist hym hente; 

He hadde a croys of latoun, ful of stones. 

And in a glas he hadde pigges bones. 700 

But with thise relikes, whan that he fond 

A povre person dwellynge upon lond. 

Upon a day he gat hym more moneye 

Than that the person gat in monthes tweye; 

And thus, with feyned flaterye and japes, 705 

He made the person and the peple his apes. 

But trewely to tellen, atte laste. 

He was in chirche a noble ecclesiaste: 

Wei coude he rede a lessoun or a storie. 

But alderbest he song an oflfertorie; 710 

For wel he wiste, whan that song was songe 

He moste preche, and wel affile his tonge 

To Wynne silver, as he ful wel coude; 

Therefore he song so meriely and loude. 

Now have I told you shortly, in a clause, 715 

The staat, tharray, the nombre, and eek the cause 
Why that assembled was this compaignye 
In Southwerk, at this gentil hostelrye, 
That highte the Tabard, faste by the Belle. 
But now is tyme to yow for to telle 720 

How that we baren us that ilke nyght, 
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Whan we were in that hostelrie alyght. 

And after wol I telle of our viage, 

And al the remenaunt of our pilgrimage. 

But first I pray yow, of your curteisye, 725 

That ye narctte it nat my vileynyc 
*rhogh that I pleynly speke in this matere, 
To telle you hir wordes and hir chere, 
Nc thogh I speke hir wordes proprely. 
For this ye knowen al so wel as I: 730 

Who-so shal telle a tale after a man, 
He moot reherc^ as ny as evere he can, 
Everich a word, if it be in his charge, 
Al speke he never so rudeliche or large; 
Or ellis he moot telle his tale untrewe, 735 

Or feync thyng, or fynde wordes newe. 
He may nat spare, althogh he were his brother; 
He moot as wel seye o word as another. 
Crist spak Hymself ful brode in Holy Writ, 
And wel ye woot no vileynye is it. 740 

Eek Plato seith, whoso can hym rede, 
The wordes moote be cosyn to the dede. 
Also I prey yow to foryeve it me, 
Al have I nat set folk in hir degree 
Here in this tale, as that they sholde stonde: 74s 

My wit is short, ye may wel understonde. 

Greet cheere made our hoste us everichon; 
And to the soper sette he us anon, 
And served us with vitaille at the beste: 
Strong was the wyn, and wel to drynke us lestc. 750 

A semely man our hoste was, withalle. 
For to been a marshal in an halle : 
A large man he was with eyen stepe; 
A fairer burgeys was ther noon in Chepe; 
Boold of his speche and wys, and wel y-taught, 755 

And of manhod hym lakkcde right naught. 
Eek therto he was right a mery man; 
And after soper pleyen he bigan, 
And spak of myrthe amonges othere thynges. 
Whan that we hadde maad our rekenynges; 760 

And seyde thus: "Now, lordynges, trewely 
Ye been to me right welcome hertely; 
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For by my troathe, if that I shal oat lye, 
I saugfa nat this yccr so mery a compaignye 
Atones in this herberwe as is now. 765 

Fayn wolde I doon yow myrthe, wiste I how. — 
And of a myrthe I am rig^t now bythogfat. 
To doon yow ese, and it shal coste nogfat 
Ye goon to Cannterbury : God yow speede I 
The blisful maitir quite yow yoore meedel 770 

And wel I woot, as ye goon by the weye. 
Ye shapen yow to talen and to pleye; 
For trewely, con fort me myrthe is noon 
To ride by the weye doomb as a stoon: 
And therfor wol I maken yow disport, 775 

As I seyde erst, and doon yow som confort. 
And if yow lyketh alle, by oon aissent. 
For to stonden at my jugement. 
And for to werken as I shal yow seye, 
Tomorwe, whan ye riden by the weye, 780 

Now, by my fader soule, that is deed. 
But ye be merye I wol yevc yow myn heed. 
Hold up your bond, withouten more spechel" 
Our counsdl was nat longe for to seche: 
Us thoughte it was noght worth to make it wys; 785 
And graunted hym withouten more avys, 
And bad hjrm seye his verdit as hym leste. 

"Lordynges," quod he, "now herkneth for the beste; 
But take it not, I prey yow, in desdeyn. 
This is the poynt, to speken short and pleyn, 790 

That ech of yow, to shorte with our weye. 
In this viage, shal telle tales tweye. 
To Caunterbury-ward (I mene it so). 
And horn-ward he shal tellen othere two, 
Of aventures that whilom han bifalle. 795 

And which of yow that bereth hym beste of alle — 
That is to seyn, that telleth in this cas 
Tales of best sentence and most solas — 
Shal have a soper at oure aller cost. 
Here in this place, sittynge by this post, 800 

Whan that we come agayn fro Caunterbury. 
And for to make yow the more mery, 
I wol myselven goodly with yow ryde. 
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Right at myn owne cost, and be youre gyde. 

And who-so wole my jugement withseye 805 

Shal paye al that we spenden by the weye. 

And if ye vouchesauf that it be so, 

Tel me anon, withouten wordes mo, 

And I wol erly shape me therfore." 

This thyng was graunted, and our othes swore 810 
With ful glad herte; and preyden hym also 
That he wold vouchesauf for to do so. 
And that he wolde been oure govemour. 
And of our tales juge and reportour. 
And sette a soper at a certeyn pris, 815 

And we wol reuled been at his devys, 
In heigh and lowe: and thus, by oon assent, 
We been acorded to his jugement. 
And therupon the wyn was f et anon : 
We dronken; and to reste wente echon, 820 

Withouten any lenger taryynge. 

A-morwe, whan that day gan for to sprynge, 
Up roos oure host, and was oure aller cok. 
And gadrede us togidre, alle in a fiok; 
And forth we riden, a litel more than pas, 825 

Unto the wateryng of Sdnt Thomas. 
And there oure host bigan his hors areste. 
And scyde: "Lordynges, herkneth if yow leste. 
Ye woot yourc foreward, and I it yow recorde. 
If even-song and morwe-song accorde, 830 

Lat se now who shal telle the firste tale. 
As cvcre mote I drynkc wyn or ale, 
Who-so be rebel to my jugement 
Shal paye for al that by the weye is spent. 
Now draweth cut, er that we f errer twynne ; 845 

H« which that hath the shorteste shal bigynne. 
Sir Knyght," quod he, "my mayster and my lord. 
Now draweth cut, for that is myn acord. 
Cometh neer," quod he, "my lady Prioresse; 
And ye, sir Qerk, lat be your shamefastnesse, 840 

Ne studieth noght. Ley bond to, every man !" 

Anon to drawen every wight bigan; 
And shortly for to tellen as it was, 
Were it by aventure or sort or cas, 



145 EXGUSH 



Tht sc^e s Abl die cm £1 to the knyi^; 845 

Of wl iA fid biiAe azid ^ad was crery wyg^t. 

Asm! tdk be Bisete his tale; as was resocm, 

xfw t.ciBjjQ azMi DT c nwpom. lomi. 

As Tc bjK berd: vtat nedcdi wordes mo? 

Aad wbxs this focNie nan sangh tbat h was so, 850 

As be :^2x: wys was aod obedient 

To k«^ hs$ foreward hj his free assent. 

He $e?^: ~S^ I shal btgrime the game, 

^Xlsai. wfkotoe be the cm, a Goddes name! 

Nov Ik nc r?^ and herkneth what I scye." 855 

Aad with that word we lydcn forth onre weyc; 

Aod be Hpic with right a menr chere 

Hb taSe aaocL and scyde in this manere. 



THE NONNE PREESTES T.\LE 

A po\T« wytiwe. somdel stope in age, 

\\'a> whi!cni dwellyng in a narwe cotage, 

Bc5:de a grove, stondyug in a dale. 

This w>-dwe, of which I telle yow my talc, 

Syn thilke day that she was last a wyf, 5 

In ftacience ladde a fnl sj-mj^e lyf. 

For litel was hir catel and hir rente. 

By hoosbondrie of swich as God hir sente. 

She foond hirself and eek hir doghtren two. 

Thre large sowes hadde she, and namo, 10 

Three kyne. and eek a sheep that highte Malle. 

Fnl sooty was hir hour, and eek hir halle. 

In which she cot ful many a sclendre meel: 

Of poynaunt sance hir neded never a dccl; 

Xo de3mtce morsel passed thurgh hir throte; 15 

Hir diete was accordant to hir cote. 

Repleccioun ne made hir never sik; 

Attempre diete was al hir phisik. 

And exercise and hertes suffisatmce. 

The goute lette hir nothyng for to damice, 20 

Napoplexie shente nat hir heed. 

No wyn ne drank she, neither whit nc reed; 
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Hir bord was served most with whit and blak, 
Milk and broun breed, in which she foond no lak, 
Seynd bacoun, and somtyme an ey or twcye, 25 

For she was as it were a maner deye. 

A yeerd she hadde, enclosed al aboute 
With stikkes, and a drye dych withoute; 
In which she hadde a cok, hight Chauntecleer. 
In al the land of crowying nas his peer: 30 

His voys was merier than the mery orgon 
On messe-dayes that in the chirche gon; 
Wei sikerer was his crowyng in his logge 
Than is a clokke or an abbey orlogge. 
By nature knew he ech ascencioun 35 

Of equinoxial in thilke toun; 
For whan degrees fiftenc were ascended, 
Thannc crew he, that it myghte nat been amended 
His comb was redder than the fyn coral, 
And batailled as it were a castel wal. 40 

His byl was blak, and as the jeet it shoon; 
Lyk asure were his legges and his toon; 
His nayles whiter than the lylyc flour; 
And lyk the burned gold was his colour. 
This gentil cok hadde in his governaunce 45 

Sevene hennes, for to doon al his plesaunce, 
Whiche were his sustres and his paramours. 
And wonder lyk to him as of colours. 
Of whiche the faireste hewed on hir throte 
Was cleped faire damoysele Pertelote. 50 

Curteys she was, discreet, and debonaire. 
And compaignable, and bar hyrself so faire, 
Syn thilke day that she was seven nyght old. 
That trewely she hath the herte in hold 
Of Chauntecleer loken in every lith; 55 

He loved hir so that wel was hym therwith. 
But swich a joye was it to here hem synge. 
Whan that the brighte sonne bigan to sprynge, 
In sweete accord, "My lief is faren in londe"; 
For thilke tyme, as I have understonde, 60 

Beestes and briddes coude speke and synge. 

And so bifel that in a dawenynge. 
As Chauntecleer among his wyves alle 
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Sat on his perche, that was in the halle, 

And next hym sat this faire Peitelote, 65 

This Chauntecleer gan gronen in his throte. 

As man that in his dreem is drecched scM'e. 

And whan that Pcrtelote thus herde hym rorc. 

She was agast and seyde, "O herte deere. 

What eyleth yow, to grone in this manere? 70 

Ye been a verray sleper; fy for shame!" 

And he answerde and seyde thus: "Madame, 

I pray yow that ye take it nat agrief : 

By Cxod, me thoughte I was in swich meschief. 

Right now, that yet myn herte is sore af right. 75 

Now God," quod he, "my sweven rede aright. 

And keep my body out of foul prisoun! 

Me mette how that I romed up and doun 

Withinne our yeerde; where as I saugh a beest, 

Was lyk an hound, and wolde han maad areest 80 

Upon my body, and han had me deed. 

His colour was bitwixe yelow and reed; 

And tipped was his tayl, and bothe his eeris, 

With blak, unlyk the remenant of his heeris; 

His snowte smal, with glowynge eyen tweye. 85 

Yet of his look for feere almost I deye. 

This caused me my gronyng, doutelees." 

"AvoyI" quod she; "fy on yow, hertelees! 
Alias I" quod she, "for, by that God above, 
Now han ye lost myn herte and al my love; 90 

I can nat love a coward, by my feith: 
For certes, what so any womman seith. 
We alle desiren, if it myghte bee. 
To han housbondes hardy, wise, and free. 
And secree, and no nygard, nc no fool, 95 

Ne hym that is agast of every tool, 
Ne noon avauntour, by that God above! 
How dorste ye seyn, for shame, unto youre love. 
That any thyng myghte make yow aferd? 
Have ye no mannes herte, and han a herd? 100 

Alias! and conne ye been agast of swevcnys? 
No thyng, God wot, but vanitee, in swevene is: 
Swevenes engendren of replecciouns, 
And ofte of fume and of complecciouns, 
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Whan humours been to habundant in a wight. 105 

Certes this dreem, which ye han met to-nyght, 

Cometh of the grete superfluitee 

Of youre rede colera, pardee, 

Which causeth folk to dremen in hir dremes 

Of arwes, and of fyre with rede lemes, no 

Of gretc beestes, that they wol hem byte, 

Of contek, and of whelpes grete and lyte; 

Right as the humour of malencolie 

Causeth ful many a man, in sleepe, to crie. 

For feere of blake bcrcs or boles blake, 115 

Or clles blake develes wole hym take. 

Of othere humours coude I telle also, 

That werken many a man in sleepe ful wo; 

But I wol passe as lightly as I can. 

Lo Caton, which that was so wys a man, 120 

Seyde he nat thus, *Ne do no fors of dremes*? 

Now, sire," quod she, "whan we flee fro the hemes, 

For Goddes love, as tak som laxatyf. 

Up peril of my soule and of my lyf, 

I counseille yow the bcste — I wol nat lye — 125 

That bothe of colere and of malencolye 

Ye purge yow. And for ye shal nat tarie, 

Though in this toun is noon apothecarie, 

I shal myself to herbes techen yow, 

That shul ben for youre hele and for youre prow; 130 

And in oure yeerd tho herbes shal I fynde, 

The whichc han of hire propretee, by kynde, 

To purgen yow bynethe and eek above. 

Foryet not this, for Goddes owne love! 

Ye been ful coleryk of compleccioun. 135 

Ware the sonne in his ascencioun 

Ne fynde yow nat repleet of humours bote; 

And if it do, I dar wel leye a grote 

That ye shul have a fevcre terciane. 

Or an agu, that may be youre bane. 140 

A day or two ye shul have digestyves 

Of wormcs, er ye take your laxatyves 

Of lauripl, centaure, and fumetere, 

Or elles of cUebor, that groweth there, 

Of catapuce, or of gaitrys beryis, 145 
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Of erbe yve, growyng in ourc yeerd, ther mcry is: 
Pekke hem up right as they growe, and ete hem yn. 
Be merye, housbonde, for your fader kyn! 
Dredeth no dreem! I can say yow namore." 

"Madame," quod he, "graunt mercy of youre lore! 150 
But natheles, as touchyng daun Catoun, 
That hath of wysdom swich a greet renoun, 
Though that he bad no dremes for to drede, 
By God, men may in olde bookes rede 
Of many a man, more of auctoritee 155 

Than evere Caton was, so moot I thee, 
That al the revers seyn of this sentence. 
And han wel founden by experience 
That dremes ben significaciouns 

As wel of joye as of tribulaciouns 160 

That folk enduren in this lif present. 
T^er nedeth make of this noon argument; 
The verray preve sheweth it in dede. 
Oon of the gretteste auctours that men rede 
Seith thus: that whilom two felawes wente 165 

On pilgrimage, in a ful good entente; 
And happed so, they coomen in a toun 
Whereas ther was swich congregacioun 
Of peple, and eek so streit of herbergage. 
That they ne founde as muche as o cotage, 170 

In which they bothe myghte logged bee; 
Wherfore they mosten, of necessitee. 
As for that nyght, departen compaignye; 
And ech of hem goth to his hostelrye, 
And took his loggyng as it wolde falle. 175 

That oon of hem was logged in a stalle, 
Fer in a yeerd, with oxen of the plough; 
That other man was logged wel y-nough. 
As was his aventure or his fortune, 
That us governeth alle as in commune. 180 

And so bifel that, longe er it were day. 
This man mette in his bed, ther as he lay. 
How that his felawe gan upon hym callc 
And seyde, 'Alias! for in an oxes stalle 
This nyght I shal be mordred ther I lye. 185 

Now help me, deere brother, or I dye! 
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In alle haste com to mel' he sayde. 
This man out of his sleepe for feere abrayde; 
But whan that he was wakened of his sleepe. 
He turned hym, and took of it no kcepe: 190 

Hym thoughte his dreem nas but a vanitee. 
Thus twies in his slepyng dremed hee. 
And atte thridde tyme yet his felawe 
Cam, as hym thoughte, and seide, 'I am now slawe: 
Bihold my bloody woundes, depe and wyde! 195 

Arys up erly in the morwe-tyde; 
And at the west gate of the toun/ quod he, 
*A carte ful of donge ther shaltow se, 
In which my body is hid ful prively: 
Do thilke carte arresten boldely. 200 

My gold caused my mordre, sooth to sayn/ 
And tolde hym every point how he was slayn, 
With a ful pitous face, pale of hewe. 
And truste wel, his dreem he foond ful trewe. 
For on the morwe, as soone as it was day, 205 

To his felawes in he took the way; 
And whan that he cam to this oxes stalle. 
After his felawe he bigan to calle. 
The hostiler answerde hym anon 

And scyde, 'Sire, your felawe is agon; 210 

As soone as day he wente out of the toun.' 
This man gan fallen in suspecioun, 
Remembrynge on his dremes that he mette; 
And forth he goth, no lenger wolde he Ictte, 
Unto the west gate of the toun, and fond 215 

A dong-carte, as it were to donge lond, 
That was arrayed in that same wise 
As ye han herd the dede man devyse. 
And with an hardy herte he gan to crye 
Vengeaunce and justice of this felonye: 220 

'My felawe mordred is this same nyght, 
And in this carte he lith gapyng upright! 
I crye out on the ministres,' quod he, 
'That sholden kepe and reulen this citeel 
Harrow! alias! here lith my felawe slayn!' 225 

What sholde I moore unto this tale sayn? 
The peple out-stcrte, and cast the cart to groundc; 
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And in the myddel of the dong they founde 
The dede man that mordred was al newe. 

blisful God, That art so just and trewe, 230 
Lo, how that Thou biwreyest mordre alway! 
Mordre wol out; that se we day by day. 
Mordre is so wlatsom and abhomynable 
To God, That is so just and resonable. 
That He ne wol nat suffre it*heled be: 235 
Though it abyde a yeer, or two, or thre, 
Mordre wol out; this my conclusioun. 
And right anon, ministres of that toun 
Han bent the carter, and so sore hym pyned, 
And eek the hostiler so sore engyned, 240 
That they biknewe hire wikkednesse anon, 
And were anhanged by the nekke-bon. | 

"Here may men seen that dremes been to drede. J 

And certes, in the same book I rede. 
Right in the nexte chapitre after this, — 245 

1 gabbe nat, so have I joye or blis, — 
Two men that wolde han passed over see. 
For certeyn cause, into a fer contree, 
If that the wynd ne hadde been contrarie, 
That made hem in a citee for to tarie, 250 
That stood ful merye upon an haven-syde. 
But on a day, agayn the eventyde, 
The wynd gan chaunge, and blew right as hem leste. 
Jolif and glad they wente unto hir reste. 
And casten hem ful erly for to saille. 255 
But herknethi to that 00 man fel a greet mervaille. 
That oon of hem, in slepyng as he lay, 
Hym mette a wonder dreem, agayn the day. 
Hym thoughte a man stood by his beddes syde. 
And hym comaunded that he sholde abyde, 260 
And seyde hym thus: *If thou tomorwe wende, 
Thow shalt be dreynt; my tale is at an ende.' 
He wook, and tolde his felawe what he mette. 
And preyde hym his viage for to lette; 
As for that day, he preyde hym to abyde. 265 
His felawe, that lay by his beddes syde, 
Gan for to laughe, and scorned him ful faste. 
'No dreem/ quod he, 'may so myn hertc agaste 
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That I wol lette for to do my thyngcs. 

I sette nat a straw by thy dremynges, 270 

For swevenes been but vanytees and japes. 

Men dreme al day of owles or of apes, 

And eek of many a mase t her withal; 

Men dreme of thyng that nevere was ne shal. 

But sith I see that thou wolt here abyde, 275 

And thus forslewthen wilfully thy tyde, 

God wot it reweth me; and have good day!' 

And thus he to<^ his leve, and wente his way. 

But er that h^ hadde halfe his cours y-seyled, 

Noot I nat why, ne what myschaunce it eyled, 280 

But casuelly the shippes botme rente, 

And shipe and man under the water wente 

In sighte of othere shippes it bisyde, 

That with hem seyled at the same tyde. 

And therfore, faire Pertelote so deere, 285 

By swiche ensamples olde maistow leere 

That no man sholde been to recchelees 

Of dremes; for I sey thee, doutelees. 

That many a dreem ful soore is for to drede. 

"Lo, in the lyf of Seint Kenelm, I rede, 290 

That was Kenulphus sone, the noble kyng 
Of Mercenrike, how Kenelm mette a thyng: 
A lite er he was mordred, on a day. 
His mordre in his avisioun he say. 
His nor ice hym expouned every del 295 

His sweven, and bad hym for to kepe hym wel 
For traisoun; but he nas but seven yeer old, 
And therfore litel tale hath he told 
Of any dreem, so holy was his herte. 
By God, I hadde lever than my sherte 300 

That ye hadde rad his legende, as have I. 
Dame Pertelote, I sey yow trewely, 
Macrobeus, that writ the avisioun 
In Affrike of the worthy Cipioun, 

AflFermeth dremes, and seith that they been 305 

Warnynge of thynges that men after seen. 
And, forthermore, I pray yow looketh wel 
In the Olde Testament, of Daniel, 
If he held dremes any vanitee. 
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Reed eek of Joseph, and ther shul ye see 310 

Wher dremes ben somtyme — I sey nat alle — 

Warnynge of thynges that shul after fallc. 

Looke of Egipt the kyng, daun Pharao, 

His bakere and his butiller also, 

Wher they ne felte noon effect in dremes. 315 

Who-so wol seken actes of sondry remes 

May rede of dremes manyia wonder thyng. 

Lo Cresus, which that was of Lyde kyng, 

Mette he nat that he sat upon a tree, 

Which signified he sholde anhanged bee? 320 

Lo here Andromacha, Ectores wyf. 

That day that Ector sholde lese his lyf. 

She dremed, on the same nyght bifom, 

How that the lyf of Ector sholde be lome 

If thilke day he wente into bataille. 325 

She warned hym, but it myghte nat availle: 

He wente for to fighte natheles, 

But he was slayn anon of Achilles. 

But thilke tale is al to long to telle. 

And eek it is ny day; I may nat dwelle. 330 

Shortly I seye, as for conclusioun, 

That I shal han of this avisioun 

Adversitee. And I seye, forthermore, 

That I ne telle of laxatyves no store, 

For they been venimous, I wot it wel; 335 

I hem defye, I love hem never a del. 

"Now let us speke of myrthe, and stynte al this. 
Madame Pertelote, so have I Wis, 
Of o thyng God hath sent me large grace; 
For whan I see the beautee of youre face, 340 

Ye been so scarlet-reed aboute youre eyen 
It maketh al my drede for to dyen; 
For, also siker as *In principio/ 
'Mulier est hominis confusio.' 

(Madame, the sentence of this Latyn is, 345 

*Womman is mannes joye and al his blis.') .... 
I am so ful of joye and of solas 350 

That I defye bothe sweven and dreem." 

And with that word he fley doun fro the beem 
(For it was day), and eek his hennes alle; 
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And with a chuk he gan hem for to calle, 

For he hadde founde a com, lay in the yerd. 355 

Royal he was; he was namore aferd 

H« looketh as it were a grym leoun, 

And on his toos he rometh up and doun; 560 

Hym deigned nat to sette his foot to grounde. 

He chukketh whan he hath a corn y- founde, 

And to hym rennen thanne his wyves alle. 

Thus roial, as a prince is in an halle, 

Leve I this Chauntecleer in his pasture; 365 

And after wol I telle his aventure. 

Whan that the monthe in which the world bigan, 
That highte March, whan God first maked man. 
Was compleet, and passed were also 
(Syn March bigan) thritty dayes and two, 370 

Bifel that (Thauntecleer, in al his pryde. 
His seven wyves walkynge by his syde. 
Caste up his eyen to the brighte sonne, 
That in the signe of Taurus hadde y-ronne 
Twenty degrees and oon, and somwhat more; 375 

And knew by kynde, and by noon other lore. 
That it was pryme, and crew with blisful stevene. 
"The Sonne," he sayde, "is clomben up on hevene 
Fourty degrees and oon, and moore, y-wis. 
Madame Pertelote, my worldes blis, 380 

Herkneth thisc blisful briddes, how they synge; 
And se the fresshe floures, how they sprjmge! 
Ful is myn hert of revel and solas." 
But sodeynly hym iil a sorweful cas; 
For evere the latter ende of joye is wo. 385 

Got wot that worldly joye is soone ago; 
And if a rethor coude faire endite, 
He in a cronycle saufly myghte it write 
As for a sovereyn notabilitee. 

Now every wys man, lat hym herkne me; 390 

This storie is also trewe, I undertake, 
As is the book of Launcelot de Lake, 
That wommen holde in ful greet reverence. 
Now wol I come agayn to my sentence. 

A col fox, ful of sly iniquitee, 395 

That in the grove hadde woned yeres three. 
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By heigh imag:inacioun forn-cast, 

The same nyght thurghout the hegges brast 

Into the yerd, ther Chauntecleer t?he faire 

Was wont, and eek his wyves, to repaire; 400 

And in a bed of wortes stille he lay, 

Til it was passed undem of the day, 

Waitynge his tyme on Chauntecleer to falle. 

As gladly doon thise homycides alle. 

That in await liggen to mordre men. 405 

O false mordrour, lurkynge in thy den! 

O newe Scariot, newe GenylonI 

False dissimilour, O Greek Synon, 

That broghtest Troye al outrely to sorwe! 

Chauntecleer, acursed be that morwe 410 
That thou into that yerd flaugh fro the hemes! 

Thou were ful wel y-wamed, by thy dremes. 

That thilke day was perilous to thee. 

But what that God forwot moot nedes bee, 

After the opinioun of certein clerkis. 415 

Witnesse on hym, tliat any parfit clerk is, 

That in scole is greet altercacioun 

In this mateere, and greet disputisoun, 

And hath ben of an hundred thousand men. 

But I ne can not bulte it to the bren, 420 

As can the holy doctour Augustyn, 

Or Boece, or the bishope Bradwardyn, 

Wheither that Goddes worthy forwityng 

Streyneth me nedely for to doon a thyng — 

Nedely clepe I symple necessitee; 425 

Or elles if free choys be graunted me 

To do that same thyng or do it noght, 

Though God forwot it cr that it was wroght; 

Or if His wityng streyneth never a del 

But by necessitee condicionel. 430 

1 wil nat ban to do of swich mateere; 
My tale is of a cok, as ye may heere, 

That took his conseil of his wyf, with sorwe, 

To walken in the yerd upon that morwe 

That he hadde met the dreem that I of tolde. 435 

Wommennes conseils been ful ofte colde; 

Wommannes conseil broghte us first to wo, 
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And made Adam fro paradys to go, 

Ther as he was ful merye and wel at ese. 

But for I noot to whom it myght displese 440 

If I conseil of wommen wolde blame, 

Passe over, for I seyde it in my game. 

Rede auctours, where they trete of swich mateere. 

And what they seyn of wommen ye may heere. 

Thise been the cokkes wordes, and nat myne; 445 

I can noon harm of no womman divyne. 

Faire in the sond, to bathe hire merily, 
Lyth Pertelote, and alle hire sustres by, 
Agayn the sonne; and Chauntecleer so free 
Song merier than the mermayde in the see — 450 

For Phisiologus seith, sikerly. 
How that they syngen wel and merily. 
And so bifel that, as he caste his eye 
Among the wortes, on a boterflye, 

He was war of this fox that lay ful lowe: 455 

Nothyng ne liste hym thanne for to crowe. 
But cride anon, 'cokl cok!' and up he sterte, 
As man that was aff rayed in his herte; 
For naturelly a beest desireth flee 

Fro his contrarie, if he may it see, 460 

Though he never erst hadde seyn it with his eye. 

This Chauntecleer, whan he gan hym espye, 
He wolde ban fled but that the fox anon 
Seyde: "Gentil sire, alias! wher wol ye gon? 
Be ye aff rayed of me that am your freend? 465 

Now certes, I were worse than a feend, 
H I to yow wolde "harm or vileynye. 
I am nat come your conseil for tespye; 
But, trcwely, the cause of my comynge 
Was only for to herkne how that ye synge: 470 

For trewely ye have as mery a stevene 
As eny aungel hath that is in hevene; 
Therwith ye han in musyk more feelynge 
Than hadde Boece, or any tbat can synge. 
My lord youre fader — God his soule blesse! — 475 

And eek youre moder, of hire gentilesse, 
Han in myn hous y-been, to my greet ese; 
And certes, sire, ful fayn wolde I yow plese. 
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But for men speke of syngyng, I wol szjt. 

So mote I brouke wel myne eyen twcyc, 480 

Save yow I herde never man so synge 

As dide youre fader in the morwenynge: 

Certes, it was of herte, al that he song; 

And for to make his voys the moore strong, 

He wolde so pcyne hym that with bothe his eyen 485 

He moste wynke, so loude he wolde cryen, 

And stonden on his tiptoon therwithal, 

And strecche forth his nekke long and smal. 

And eek h« was of swich discrecioun 

That ther nas no man in no regiotm 490 

That hym in song or wisedom myghte passe; 

I have wel rad in daun Burnel the Asse, 

Among his vers, how that ther was a cok, 

For that a preestes sone yaf hym a knok 

Upon his leg whil he was yong and nyce, 495 

He made hym for to lese his benefice. 

But, certeyn, ther nis no comparisoun 

Bitwixe t'he wisedom and discrecioun 

Of youre fader and of his subtiltee. 

Now syngeth, sire, for Seinte Charitee: 500 

Lat se, conne ye youre fader countrefete?" 

This Chauntecleer his wynges gan to bete. 
As man that coude his traysoun nat espie 
So was he ravished with his flaterie. 
(Alias, ye lordes! many a fals flatour 505 

Is in your courtes, and many a losengeour. 
That plesen yow wel more, by my feith. 
Than he that sooth fastnesse unto yow seith. 
Redeth Ecclesiaste of flatterye; 

Beth war, ye lordes, of hir trecherye.) 510 

This Chauntecleer stood hye upon his toos, 
Strecchynge his nekke, and held his eyen cloos. 
And gan to crowe loude for the nones; 
And daun Russel, the fox, sterte up atones. 
And by the gargat hente Chauntecleer, 515 

And on his bak toward the wode hjrm beer. 
For yet ne was ther no man that hym sewed. 

O destinee, that mayst nat been eschewed! 
Alias, that Chauntecleer fleigh fro the hemes! 
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Alias, his wyf ne roghte nat of dremesl 520 

And on a Friday ill al this meschaunce. 

O Venus, that art goddesse of pksaunce, 

Syn that thy servant was this Chauntecleer, 

And in thy service dide al his poweer. 

More for delit than world to multiplye, 525 

Why woltestow suffre hym on thy day to dye? 

O Gaufred, decre maister soverayn, 

That, whan thy worthy kyng Richard was slayn 

With shot, compleynedest his deth so sore, 

Why ne hadde I now thy sentence and thy lore, 530 

The Friday for to chide, as diden ye? — 

For on a Friday soothly slayn was he. 

Thanne wolde I shewe yow how that I coude plcyne 

For Chauntecleres drede and for his peyne. 

Certes, swich cry ne lamentacioun 535 

Was nevere of ladyes maad, whan Ylioun 
Was wonne, and Pirrus with his streite swerd 
Whan he hadde hent kyng Priam by the herd 
And slayn hym — as saith us Eneydos, — 
As maden alle the hennes in the clos, 540 

Whan they had seyn of Chauntecleer the sighte. 
But sovereynly dame Pcrtelote shrighte 
Ful louder than dide Hasdrubales wyf. 
Whan that hir housbonde hadde lost his lyf. 
And that the Romayns hadde brent Cartage — 545 

She was so ful of torment and of rage 
That wilfully into the fyr she sterte, 
And brende hirselven with a stedefast herte. 
O woful hennes, right so criden ye 
As, whan that Nero brende the citee 550 

Of Rome, cryden senatoures wyves 
For that hir housbondes losten alle hir Ivyes: 
Withouten gilt this Nero hath hem slayn. 
Now tume I wolc to my tale agayn. 

This sely wydwe and eek hir doghtres two 555 

Herden thise hennes crye and maken wo; 
And out at dores sterten they anbn. 
And syen the fox toward the grove gon 
And bar upon his bak the cok away; 
And cryden, "Out! harrow! and weylawayl 560 
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Ha, ha, tfhe fox!" And after hym they ran. 

And eek with staves many another man; 

Ranne Colle our dogge, and Talbot, and Gerland, 

And Malkyn with a dystaf in hir hand; 

Ran cow and calf, and eek the verray hogges, 565 

So were they fered for berkyng of the dogges 

And shoutyng of the men and wommen eek. 

They ronne so, hem thoughte hir herte breek; 

They yelleden as feendes doon in helle. 

The dokes cryden as men wolde hem quelle, 570 

The gees for feere flowen over the trees. 

Out of the hyve cam the swarm of bees. 

So hydous was the noyse, al benedicite! 

Certes, he Jakke Straw and his meynce 

Ne made nevere shoutes half so shrille, 575 

Whan that they wolden any Flemyng kille. 

As thilke day was maad upon the fox. 

Of bras they broghten hemes, and of box, 

Of horn, of boon, in whiche they blewe and powped. 

And therwithal they shriked and they howped: 580 

It semed as that hevene sholde falle. 

Now, goode men, I pray yow herkneth alle! 
Lo, how fortune turneth sodeynly 
The hope and pryde eek of hir enemy! 
This cok, that lay upon the foxes bak, 585 

In al his drede, unto the fox he spak 
And seyde: "Sire, if that I were as ye. 
Yet sholde I seyn — as wys God helpe me, — 
'Turneth agayn, ye proude cherles alle! 
A verray pestilence upon yow falle! 590 

Now am I come unto the wodes side, 
Maugree youre heed, the cok shal here abyde; 
I wol hym ete in feith, and that anon!*" 
The fox answerede, "In feith, it shal be don*' — 
And as he spak that word, al sodeynly 595 

This cok brak from his mouth delyverly. 
And heighe upon a tree he fleigh anon. 
And whan the fox saugh that he was y-gon. 
Alias!" quod he, "O Chauntecleer, alias! 
I have to yow," quod he, "y-doon trespas, 600 

In-as>muche as I makcd yow aferd 
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Whan I yow hente and broghte out of the yerd. 

But, sire, I dide it in no wikke entente: 

Com doun, and I shal telle yow what I mente. 

I shal seye sooth to yow, God help me so." 605 

"Nay, thanne," quod he, "I shrewe us bothe two, 

And first I shrewe myself, bothe blood and bones. 

If thou bigyle me ofter than ones. 

Thou shalt namore, thurgh thy flaterye. 

Do me to synge and wynken with myn eye; 610 

For he that wynketh whan he sholde see, 

Al wilfully, God lat hym nevere thee!" 
"Nay," quod the fox, "but God yeve him meschaunce, 

That is so undiscreet of governaunce, 

That jangleth whan he sholde holde his pees." 615 

Lo, swich it is for to be recchelees 

And necligent, and truste on flaterye. 

But ye •that holden this tale a folye. 

As of a fox, or of a cok and hen, 

Tiaketh the moralitee, goode men; 620 

For Seint Paul seith that al that writen is, 

To oure doctrine it is y-write, y-wis: 

Taketh the fruyt, and lat the chaf be stille. 
Now, goode God, if that it be Thy wille, 

As seith my lord, so make us alle goode men, 625 

And bryngc us to His heighe blissel Amen. 

TRUTH 

Fie fro the prees, and dwelle with sothfastnesse ; 

Suffice unto thi good, though it be smal: 

For hord hath hate, and clymbynge tykelncsse; 

Prees hath envye, and wele blent overal. 

Savour no more than the byhove shal ; 5 

Werke wel thiselfe, that other folke canst rede: 

And trouthe shal delivere, it is no drede. 

Tempest the noght al croked to redresse. 

In trust of hyr that turneth as a bal; 

Gret rcste stant in lytel bisynesse. 10 

And eek be war to spome ageynst an al; 
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Stryve nogiit as doth the crokk« with the waL 
Daunte thiself, that dauntest otheres dede: 
And trouthe shal delivere, it is no drede. 

That the is sent, receyve in boxomnesse; 15 

The wrastlynge for this worlde axeth a fal. 

Here nys non hom, here nys but wyldemesse; 

Forth, pilgrim, forth! Forth, beste, out of thi stall 

Knowe thy contree; lok up, thank God of al; 

Hold the hye-wey, and lat thi gost the lede: 20 

And trouthe shal delivere, it is no drede. 

ENVOY 

Therfore, thou vache, leve thine old wrechedenesse ; 

Unto the worlde leve now to be thral; 

Crie Him mercy That of Hys hie godnesse 

Made the of nought, and in especial 25 

Draw unto Hym, and pray in general 

For the, and eke for other, hevenelyche mede: 

And trouthe schal delyvere, it is no drede. 

After 1386? 



THE COMPLAYNT OF CHAUCER TO HIS PURSE 

To yow, my purse, and to non other wight, 

Complayne I, for ye be my lady derel 

I am so sory, now that ye be lyght; 

For, certes, but ye make me hevy chere, 

Me were as leef be layde upon my here: 5 

For whiche unto your mercy thus I crye: 

Beth hevy age)me, or elles mote I dye I 

Now voucheth-sauf this day, or hyt be nyght. 

That I of yow the blisful soune may here. 

Or see your colour lyke the sonne bryght, 10 

That of yelownesse hadde never pere. 

Ye be my lyfe, ye be myn hertes stere, 

Quene of comfort and of good companye: 

Beth hevy ageyne, or elles mote I dye! 
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Now purse, that ben to me my lyves lyght, 15 

And saveour, as doun in this worlde here, 

Oute of this toune heipe me thurgh your myght, 

Syn that ye wole nat bene my tresorere; 

For I am shave as nye as any frere. 

But yet I pray unto your curtcsye: 20 

Beth hevy ayen, or elles mote I dye! 

LENVOY DE CHAUCEK 

O conquerour of Brutes Albyoun! 

Whiche that by lygne and free eleccioun 

Been verray kynge, this song to yow I sende ; 

And ye, that mowen alle myn harme amende, 25 

Have mynde upon my supplicacioun 1 



THOMAS HOCCLEVE 

MI MAISTER CHAUCER 

O maister deere and fadir reverent, 

Mi maister Chaucer, flour of eloquence, 
Mirour of f ructuous* entendement, 

O universe! fadir in science, •f**^- ' '^ S 
Alias, that thou thyn excellent prudence 5 

In thi bed mortel mightist naght by-qwethe! 
What eiled Deth? alias! whi wold he sle the? 

O Deth, thou didest naght harme singuleer 

In slaghtere of him, but a! this land it smertith. 
But nathelees yit hast thou no power 10 

His name sic: his hy vertu astertith 
Unslayn fro the, whiche ay us lyfly hcrtyth 
With bookes of his omat end3rtyng, 
That is to al this land enlumynyng. 



Alias! my worthi maister honorable, 15 

This landes verray tresor and richesse! 
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Dethe, by thi deth, hath harme irrei>arable 
Unto us doon; hir vengeable duresse 
Despoiled hath this land of the swetnesse 

Of rethorik, for un-to Tullius Cu . .,p 20 

Was never man so lyk a-monges us. 

Also who was hier in philosophie 

To Aristotle, in our tonge, but thow? 
The steppes of Virgile in poesie 

Thow folwedist eeke, men wot wel y-now. 25 

That combre-world that the, my maistir, slow. 
Would I slayne were! Deth was to hastyf, 
To renne on the and reve the thi lyf. 

Deth hath but smal consideracioun 

Unto the vertuous, I have espied; 30 

No more, as shewith the probacioun. 
Than to a vicious maistir losel tried. 
A-mong an heep every man is maistried 

With hire, as wel the porre as is the riche; 
Lered and lewde eeke standen al y-liche. 35 

She myghte han taried hir vengeance awhile, 

Til that some man had egal to the be. 
Nay, lat be that ! sche knew wel that this yle 
May never man forth brynge lyk to the, 
And hir office needes do mot she: 40 

God bad hir do so, I truste as for the beste. 
O maister, maister, God thi soule reste! 
1400, 



JOHN LYDGATE 

LONDON LYCKPENY 

To London once my steppes I bent, 

Where trouth in no wyse should be faynt. 

To-Westmynster-ward I forthwith went. 
To a man of law to make complaynt: 
I sayd, "For Marys love, that holy saynt, 
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Pyty the poore that wold proceedeP' 
But for lack of mony I cold not spede. 

And as I thrust the prese amonge. 

By froward chaunce my hood was gone; 

Yet for all that I stayd not longe, 10 

Tyll to the Kynges Bench I was come: 
Before the judge I kneled anon, 

And prayd hym for Gods sake to take heede; 

But for lack of mony I myght not speede. 

Beneth hem sat clarkes, a great rout, 15 

Which fast dyd wryte by one assent: 
There stoode up one and cryed about, 
"Rychard, Robert, and John of Kent!" 

I wyst not well what this man ment. 
He cryed so thycke there in dede; 20 

But he that lackt mony myght not spede. 



Unto the Common Place I yode thoo, 
Where sat one with a sylken hoode; 

I dyd hym reverence, for I ought to do so. 

And told my case as well as I cood^, 25 

How my goodes were defrauded me by falshood: 

I gat not a mum of his mouth for my meed, 

And for lack of mony I myght not spede. 

Unto the Rolles I gat me from thence, 

Before the clarkes of the Qiauncerye, 30 

Where many I found earnyng of pence; 

But none at all once regarded mee. 

I gave them my playnt uppon my knee: 
They lyked it well, when they had it reade; 
But, lackyng mony, I could not be sped. 35 

In Westmynster Hall I found out one 

Which went in a long gown of raye: 
I crowched and kneled before hym anon; 

For Maryes love, of help I hym praye. 
"I wot not what thou meanest," gan he say; 40 

To get me thence he dyd me bede: 
For lack of mony I cold not speed. 
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Within this hall nether rich nor yett poore 

Wold do for me ought, although I shold dye. 

Which seing, I gat me out of the doore, 45 

Where Flemynges began on me for to cry, 
"Master, what will you copen or by? 

Fyne felt hattes, or spectacles to reede? 

Lay down your sylver, and here you may spccde." 

Then to Westmynster Gate I presently went, 50 

When the sonne was at hyghc pryme. 
Cookes to me they tooke good entente. 

And proferfed me bread, with ale and wyne, 

Rybbes of befe, both fat and ful fyne; 
A fayre cloth they gan for to sprede: 55 

But, wantyng mony, I myght not then speede. 

Then unto London I dyd me hye; 

Of all the land it beareth the pryse. 
"Hot pescodes!" one began to crye; 

"Strabery rype!" and "cherryes in the ryse!" 60 

One bad me come nere and by some spyce; 
Peper and saffome they gan me bede: 
But for lack of mony I myght not spede. 

Then to the Chepe I gan me drawne. 

Where mutch people I saw for to stand. 65 

One of red me velvet, sylke, and lawne; 

An other he taketh me by the hande: 
"Here is Parys thred, the fynest in the land." 
I never was used to such thynges in dede, 
And, wantyng mony, I myght not speed. 70 

Then went I forth by London stone, 
Thoroughout all Canwyke streete: 

Drapers mutch cloth me offred anone. 

Then met I one cryed "Hot shepes feete!" 
One cryde "Makerell!" "Ryshes grene!" an other 
gan greete; 75 

On bad me by a hood to cover my head. 

But for want of mony I myght not be sped. 
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Then I hyed me into Est Chepe: 

One cryes **Rybbes of befel" and many a pyc; 
Pewter pottes they clattered on a heape: 80 

There was harpe, pype, and mynstralsye; 
"Yea, by Cock!" "Nay, by Cock!" some began cryc; 
Some songe of Jenken and Julyan for there mede. 
But for lack of mony I myght not spede. 

Then into Cornhyll anon I yode, 85 

Where was mutch stolen gere amonge: 
I saw where honge myne owne hoode. 

That I had lost amonge the thronge; 

To by my own hood I thought it wronge; 
I knew it well as 1 dyd my crede; 90 

But for lack of mony I could not spede. 

The taverner tooke me by the sieve; 

"Sir," sajrth he, "wyll you our wyne assay?" 
I answered, "That can not mutch me greve; 

A peny can do no more then it may." 95 

I drank a pynt, and for it dyd paye; 
Yet sore a-hungerd from thence I yede, 
And, wantyng mony, I cold not spede. 

Then hyed I me to Belyngsgate, 

And one cryed, **Hoo! go we hence!" 100 

I prayd a barge-man, for Gods sake. 

That he wold spare me my expence. 
"Thou scapst not here," quod he, "tmder two pence; 
I lyst not yet bestow my almes dede." 
Thus, lackyng mony, I could not speede. 105 



Then I convayd me into Kent, 

For of the law wold I meddle no more; 

Because no man to me tooke entent, 
I dyght me to do as I dyd before. 
Now Jesus, that in Bethlem was bore, no 

Save London, and send trew lawyers there mede! 

For who-so wantes mony with them shall not spede! 

Between 1399 and 1413^ 
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JAMES I OF SCOTLAND 

FBOM 

THE KINGIS QUAIR 

Bewailing in my chamber thus allone, 

Despeired of all joye and remedy e« 
For-tirit of my thoght, and wo-begone. 

Unto the wyndow gan I walk in hye. 

To sc the warld and folk that went forby: s 

As for the tyme, though I of mirthis fude 
Myght have no more, to luke it did me gude. 

Now was there maid fast by the touris wall 
A gardyn faire, and in the corneris set 

Ane herbere grene, with wandis long and small lo 

Railit about; and so with treis set 
Was all the place, and hawthorn hegis knet, 

That lyf was non walking there forby 

That myght within scarse ony wight aspye. 

So thik the bewis and the leves grene 15 

Beschadit all the aleyes that there were, 

And myddis every herbere myght be sene 
The scharpe grene sucte jencpere. 
Growing so faire with branchis here and there, 

That, as it semyt to a lyf without, 20 

The bewis spred the herbere all about. 

And on the smalle grene twistis sat 
The lytill suete nyghtingale, and song 

So loud and clere, the ympnis consecrat 

Off lufis use, now soft, now lowd among, 25 

That all the gardyng and the wallis rong 

Ryght of thaire song, and of the copill next 

Off thaire suete armony, and lo the text: 

"Worschippe, ye that loveris bene, this May, 

For of your blisse the Kalendis are begonne, 30 

And sing with us, *Away, winter, away! 

Cum, somer, cum, the suete sesoun and sonnel' 
Awake for schame, that have your hevynnis wonne, 
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And amorously lift up your hedis allf 

Thank Lufe, that list you to his merci call." 35 

Quhen thai this song had song a lytill thrawe. 
Thai stent a quhile; and therewith, unaffraid, 

As I- beheld and kest myn eync a-lawc. 

From beugh to beugh thay hipiHt and thai plaid, 
And freschly in thaire birdis kynd arraid 40 

Thaire fetheris new, and fret thame in the sonne« 

And thankit Lufe, that had thaire makis wonne. 

This was the plane ditee of thaire note; 

And there-with-all unto my-self I thoght, 
"Quhat lyf is this that makis birdis dote? 45 

Quhat may this be, how cummyth it of ought? 

Quhat nedith it to be so dere ybought? 
It is nothing, trowe I, bot feynit chere. 
And that men list to counterfeten chere." 

Eft wald I think, "O Lord, quhat may this be, 50 

That Lufe is of so noble myght and kynde, 

Lufing his folk? and suich prosperitee 
Is it of him as we in bukis fynd? 
May he oure hertes setten and unbynd? 

Hath he upon oure hertis suich maistrye? 55 

Or all this is bot feynyt fantasye! 

"For gif he be of so grete excellence 

That he of every wight hath cure and charge, 
Quhat have I gilt to him or doon offense. 

That I am thrall and birdis gone at large, 60 

Sen him to serve he myght set my corage? 
And gif he be noght so, than may I seyne, 
'Quhat makis folk to ian gill of him in veyne?* 

"Can I noght cUes fynd bot gif that he 

Be lord, and as a god may lyve and rcgne, 65 

To bynd and louse, and maken thrallis free. 

Than wold I pray his blisfull grace benigne 

To hable me unto his service digne. 
And evefmore for to be one of tho 
Him trewly for to serve in wele and wo." 70 
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And there-with kest I doun myn eye ageyne, 
Quhare-as I sawe, walking tinder the toure, 

Full secretly new cnmmyn hir to plejme, 
The fairest or the f reschest yonge floure 

J That ever I sawe, me thoght, before that houre; 75 

For quhich sodayn abate, anon astert 

/The blude of all my body to my hert 

V And though I stude abaisit tho a lyte. 

No wonder was; for-quhy my wittis all 

Were so overcom with plesance and delyte, 80 

Onely throu latting of myn eyen fall, 
That sudaynly my hert became hir thrall, 

For ever, of free wyll — for of manace 

There was no takyn in hir suete face. 

And in my hede I drewe right hastily; 85 

And eft-sones I lent it forth ageyne. 
And sawe hir walk, that verray womanly, 

With no wight mp, bot onely wommen tueync. 

Than gan I studyc in my-sclf and sejmc, 
A, suete, ar ye a warldly creature, 90 

Or hevinly thing in likenesse of nature? 
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"Or ar ye god Cupidis owin princesse. 

And cummyn are to louse me out of band? 

Or ar ye verray Nature the goddesse. 

That have depaynted with your hevinly hand 95 

This gardyn full of flouris, as they stand? 

Quhat sail I think, allacel quhat reverence 

Sail I minister to your excellence? 

"Gif ye a goddesse be, and that ye like 

To do me payne, I may it noght astert; 100 

Gif ye be warldly wight, that dooth me sike, 

Quhy lest God mak you so, my derrest hert, 

To do a sely prisoner thus smart, 
That lufis yow all, and wote of noght bot wo? 
And therefor merci, suete, sen it is so." 105 

Quhen I a lytill thrawe had maid my moon, 
Bewailling myn infortune and my chance, 
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Unknawin how or quhat was best to doon. 

So ferre i-fallyng into lufis dance, 

That sodeynly my wit, my contenance, no 

My hert, my will, my nature, and my mynd. 
Was changit clene ryght in an-othir kind. 

Off hir array the form gif I sail write, 
Toward hir goldin haire and rich atyre 

In fret-wyse couchit was with perllis quhite 115 

And grete balas lemyng as the fyre, 
With mony ane emeraut and faire saphire; 

And on hir hede a chaplet fresch of hewe. 

Off plumys partit rede and quhite and blewe. 

Full of quaking spangis bryght as gold, 120 

Forgit of schap like to the amorettis, 

So new, so fresch, so plesant to behold, 

The plumys eke like to the flourc-jonettis. 
And othir of schap like to the round crokettis; 

And, above all this, there was, wele I wote, 125 

Beautee eneuch to mak a world to dote. 

About hir nek, quhite as the fyre amaille, 

A gudely cheyne of smale orfeverye, 
Quhareby there hang a ruby, without faille, 

Lyke to ane herte schapin verily, 130 

That, as a sperk of lowe, so wantonly 
Semyt birnyng upon hir quhyte throte. 
Now gif there was gud partye, God it wote I 

And forto walk that fresche Mayes morowe. 

An huke sche had upon hir tissew quhite, 135 

That gudeliare had noght bene sene toforowe, 
As I suppose; and girt sche was a lyte. 
Thus halflyng louse for haste, to suich delyte 

It was to see hir youth in gudelihede 

That for rudenes to speke thereof I drede. 140 

In hir was youth, beautee, with humble aport, 
Bountee, richesse, and wommanly facture, 

God better wote than my pen can report: 

Wisedome, largesse, estate, and connyng sure 

In every poynt so guydit hir mesure, 145 
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In a word, in dede, in schap, in contenance, 
That Nature myglit no more hir childe avance. 

Throw quhicfa anon I knew and understude 
Wele that sche was a warldly creature; 

On quhom to rest myn eye, so mich gude 150 

It did my wofull hert, I yow assure, 
•That it was to me joye without mesure. 

And at the last my luke unto the hevin 

I threwe furthwith, and said thir versis sevin: 

"O Venus dere, of goddis stellifyit, 155 

To quhom I yelde homage and sacrifise, 
Fro this day forth your grace be magnifyit. 
That me ressavit have in suich a wise. 
To lyve under your law and do servisel 
Now help me furth, and for your merci lede 160 

My hert to rest, that dds nere for dredel" 

Quhen I with gude entent this orisoun 
Thus endid had, I stynt a lytill stound; 

And eft myn eye full pitously adoun 

I kest, behalding unto hir lytill hound, 165 

That with his bellis playit on the ground: 

Than wold I say, and sigh there-with a lyte, 
"A I wde were him that now were in thy plyte !" 

An-othir quhile the lytill nyghtingale, 

That sat apon the twiggis, wold I chide, 170 

And say ryght thus: "Quhare are thy notis smale. 

That thou of love has song this morowe-tyde? 

Seis thou noght hire that sittis the besyde? 
For Venus sake, the blisfull goddesse clere, 
Sing on agane, and mak my lady chere. 175 

"And eke I pray — for all the paynes grete 

T|hat, for the love of Proigne, thy sister dere. 
Thou sufferit quhilom, quhen thy brestis wete 
Were with the teres of thyne eyen clere 
All bludy ronne, that pitee was to here 180 

The crueltee of that unknyghtly dede, 
Quhare was fro the bereft thy maidenhed< 
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"Lift up thyne hert, and sing with gude entent; 

And in thy notis suete the treson telle 
That to thy sister, trewe and innocent, 185 

Was kythit by hir husband false and fell; 

For quhois gilt, as it is worthy wel, 
Chide thir hubandis that are false, I say. 
And bid thame mend, in the twenty devil way. 

"O lytill wrecch, allace, maist thou noght se 190 

Quho commyth yond? Is it now tyme to wring? 
Quhat sory thoght is fallin upon the? 

Opyn thy throtc; hastow no lest to sing? 
Allace I sen thou of reson had felyng. 
Now, suete bird, say ones to me 'pepe*; 195 

I dee for wo; me think thou gynnis slepe. 

"Hastow no mjmde of lufe? quhare is thy make? 

Or artow seke, or smyt with jelousye? 
Or is sche dede, or hath sche the forsake? 

Quhat is the cause of thy malancolye, 200 

That thou no more list maken melodye? 
Sluggart, for schamel lo here thy goldin houre, 
That worth were hale all thy lyvis labourel 

"Gyf thou suld sing wele ever in thy l3rve. 

Here is, in fay, the tyme and eke the space. 205 

Quhat wostow than? sum bird mau cum and stryve 

In song with the, the maistry to purchace. 

Suld thou than cesse, it were grete schame, allace f 
And here, to wyn grec happily for ever. 
Here is the tyme to syng, or ellis never." 210 

I thoght eke thus: "Gif I my handis clap, 
Or gif I cast, than will sche flee away; 

And gif I hald my pes, than will sche nap; 
And gif I crye, sche wate noght quhat I say: 
Thus quhat is best wate I noght be this day. 215 

Bot blawe, wynd, blawe, and do the levis schake. 

That sum twig may wag, and mak hir to wake." 

With that anon ryght sche toke up a sang; 
Quhare come anon mo birdis and alight: 
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Bot than to here the mirth was tham amang, 220 

Over that, to, to see the suete sicht 

OfF hyr ymage, my spirit was so light 
Me thoght I flawe for joye without arest, 
So were my wittis boundin all to fest. 

And to the notis of the philomene, 225 

Quhilkis sche sang, the ditee there I maid 

Direct to hire that was my hertis quene, 
Withoutin quhom no songis may me glade; 
And to that sanct, there walking in the schade, 

My bedis thus, with humble hert entere, 250 

Devotly than I said on this manere: 

"Quhen sail your merci rew upon your man, 
Quhois service is yit uncouth unto yow? 

Sen, quhen ye go, ther is noght ellis than. 

Bot, hert, quhere as the body may nogfat throu, 235 
Folow thy hevin! quho suld be glad bot thou 

That suich a gyde to folow has undertake? 

Were it throu hell, the way thou noght forsake!" 

And efter this the birdis everichone 

Tuke up an othir sang full loud and clere, 240 

And with a voce said, "Welc is us begone. 

That with oure makis are togider here; 

We proyne and play without dout and dangere, 
All clothit in a soyte full fresch and newe. 
In lufis service besy, glad, and trewe. 245 

"And ye, fresche May, ay merci full to bridis. 

Now welcum be ye, floure of monethis all; 
For noght onely your grace upon us bydis, 
Bot all the warld to witnes this we call. 
That strowit hath so playnly over all 250 

With newe fresche suete and tender grene, 
Oure lyf, oure lust, oure governoure, oure quene.' 
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This was thair song, as semyt me full heye. 
With full mony uncouth suete note and schill. 

And therewith-all that faire upward hir eye 255 

Wold cast amang, as it was Goddis will, 
Quhare I myght se, standing allane full still. 
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The faire facture that Nature, for maistrye. 
In hir visage wroght had full lufingly. 

And quhen sche walkit had a lytill thrawe 260 

Under the suete grenc bewis bent, 
Hir faire fresche face, as quhite as ony snawe, 

Scho turnyt has, and furth hir wayis went. 

Bot tho began myn axis and turment, 
To senc hir part, and folowe I na myght; 265 

Me thoght the day was turnyt into nyght. 



ROBERT HENRYSON 

FKOM 

THE TESTAMENT OF CRESSEID 

This duleful sentence Saturne tuik on hand. 
And passit doun quhair cairfull Cresseid lay; 
And on hir heid he laid ane frostie wand, 
Than lawfullie on this wyse can he say: 
"Thy greit fairnes, and al thy bewtie gay, 5 

Thy wantoun blude, and eik thy goldin hair. 
Heir I exclude fra the for evermair. 

"I change thy mirth into melancholy, 
Quhilk is the mother of all pensivenes; 
Thy moisture and thy heit, in cald and dry; 10 

Thyne insolence, thy play and wantones. 
To greit diseis; thy pomp and thy riches. 
In mortall neid; and greit penuritie 
Thow suffer sail, and as ane beggar die." 

O cruell Saturne, fraward and angrie, 15 

Hard is thy dome and to malitious! 

On fair Cresseid quhy hcs thow na mercie, 

Quhilk was sa sweit, gentill, and amorous? 

Withdraw thy sentence, and be gracious 

As thow was never; so shawis thow thy deid, 20 

Ane wraikfull sentence gevin on fair Cresseid. 
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Than Cynthia, qnhen Satume past away. 
Out of hir salt discendit down bdyve. 
And red ane bill on Cresseid quhair scho lay, 
Contening this sentence dififinityve: 25 

"Fra heil of body I the now depryve. 
And to thy seiknes sal be na recure, 
Bot in dolonr thy dayis to indnre. 

"Thy cristall ene minglit with blude I mak; 
Thy voice sa deir unplesand, hoir, and hace; 30 

Thy lusty lyre oairspred with spottis blak. 
And lumpis haw appeirand in thy face. 
Quhair thow cununis ilk man sail fle the place ; 
This sail thow go begging fra hous to hous, 
With cop and clapper, lyk ane lazarous/' 35 

This doolie dreame, this uglye visioun, 

Brocht to ane end, Cresseid fra it awoik. 

And all that court and convocatioun 

Vanischit away. Than rais scho up and tuik 

Ane poleist glas, and hir shaddow culd luik; 40 

And quhen scho saw hir face sa deformait, 

Gif scho in hart was wa aneuch, God wait! 

Weiping full sair, "Lo, quhat it is," quod sche, 
"With fraward langage for to mufe and steir 
Our craibit goddis; and sa is sene on me! 45 

My blaspheming now have I bocht full deir; 
All eirdlie joy and mirth I set areir. 
Allace, this day! Allace, this wofull tyde, 
Quhen I began with my goddis for to chyde!" 

Be this was said, ane chyld come fra the hall 50 

To warne Cresseid the supper was reddy; 
First knokkit at the dure, and syne culd call, 
"Madame, your father biddis you cum in by; 
He hes merwell so lang on grouf ye ly. 
And sayis, *Your prayers bene to lang sum deill; 55 

The goddis wait all your intent full weill/ 
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Quod scho, "Fair chylde, ga to my father deir, 
And pray him cum to speik with me anonc." 
And sa he did, and said, "Douchter, quhat cheir?" 
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"AUace !" quod scho, "father, my mirth is gone !*' 60 

"How sa?" quod he; and scho can all expone, 

As I have tauld, the vengeance and the wraik, 

For hir trepas, Cupide on hir culd tak. 

He luikit on hir uglye lipper face, 

The quhilk befor was quhite as lillie-flour : 65 

Wringand his handis, oftymes he said, Allace, 

That he had levit to se that wofull hour! 

For he knew weill that thair was na succour 

To hir seiknes, and that dowblit his pane. 

Thus was thair cair aneuch betuix thame twane. 70 

Quhen thay togidder mumit had full lang, 

Quod Cresseid, "Father, I wald not be kend; 

Thairfoir in secreit wyse ye let me gang 

Unto yone hospitall at the tounis end; 

And thidder sum meit, for cheritie, me send 75 

To leif upon; for all mirth in this eird 

Is fra me gane — sic is my wickit weird." 

Than in ane mantill and ane bawer hat, 

With cop and clapper, wonder prively. 

He opnit ane secreit yet, and out thair at 80 

Convoyit hir, that na man suld espy, 

Unto ane village half ane myle thairby; 

Delyverit hir in at the spittail-hous, 

And daylie sent hir part of his almous. 

Sum knew hir weill, and sum had na knawledge 85 

Of hir, becaus scho was sa deformait 

With bylis blak, ouirspred in hir visage, 

And hir fair colour faidit and alterait. 

Yit thay presumit, for hir hie regrait 

And still murning, scho was of nobill kin; 90 

With better will thairfoir they tuik hir in. 

The day passit, and Phebus went to rest; 

The cloudis blak ouirquhelmit all the sky. 

God wait gif Cresseid was ane sorrowful gest. 

Seeing that uncouth fair and barbery. 95 

But meit or drink scho dressit hir to ly 
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^ask. ix samts of tbe boos aflooe ; 
T^zis vysc wtspam, scho maid hir mone : 



"^ sic9» oi :!iccTc*v sookcn into caiirl 
O cacTPe Crvssod ! for dov and cverHnair loo 

GazK IS d7 jcT and all t!by mirth in drd; 
Of tin b^tidmes ixm art thoa blaiknit bair; 
Thair 2s sa sahv nay saif the of thy sair ! 

FcH is liiT foftoon, widdt is thy weird; 

Tbr 1)^ is laneift, and thy haill on breird ! 105 

UTider ibe cirtb Gcd gif I gravin wer, 

Onhar nanc of Grecc nor yit of Troy micht 
bdidr 



Thus diydand with her dreric destenye, 

Wei|Hz;g. dcbo voik die nicht fra end to end; 

Hoc an in vane : bir dole, hir cairf oil cry 1 10 

Micht nocht remcid, nor yit hir mnming mend 

Ane hpper lady rais. and till hir wend. 

And said, "Onby spomis thou aganis the wall. 

To sla thyself, and mend nathing at all? 

"Sen that thy weiping dowbiUis bot thy wo, 115 

I coonsall the mak vertew of ane neid. 
To leir to clap thy clapper to and fro, 
And live efter the law of lipper leid." 
Thair was na buit. bot forth with thame scho yeid 
Fra place to place, qubill cauld and hounger sair 120 

Compellit hir to be ane rank beggair. 

That samin tyme, of Troy the gamisoun, 

Quhilk had to chiftane worthy Troylus, 

Throw jeopardy of weir had strikken down 

Knichtis of Grece in number marvellous. 125 

With greit tr>'umphe and laude victorious 

Agane to Troy richt royallie they raid 

The way quhair Crcsseid with the lipper baid. 

Seing that companie, thai come all with atie stevin, 
Thay gaif ane cry, and schuik coppis gude speid ; 130 

Said, "Worthie lordis, for Goddis lufe of hevin 
To us lipper part of your almous deid I" 
Than to thair cry nobill Troylus tuik heid; 
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Having pietie, neir by the place can pas 

Quhair Cresseid sat, not witting quhat scho was. 135 

Than upon him scho kest up baith her ene» 

And with ane blenk it come into his thocht 

That he sumtime hir face befoir had sene ; 

Bot scho was in sic plye he knew hir nocht. 

Yit than hir luik into his mynd it brocht 140 

The sweit visage and amorous blenking 

Of fair Cresseid, sumtyme his a win darling. 

Na wonder was, suppois in mynd that he 

Tuik hir figure sa sone, and lo! now, quhy; 

The idole of ane thing in cace may be 145 

Sa deip imprentit in the fantasy 

That it deludis the wittis outwardly, 

And sa appeiris in forme and lyke estait 

Within the mynd as it was figurait. 

Ane spark of lufe than till his hart culd spring, 150 

And kendlit all his bodie in ane fyre; 

With hait fewir ane sweit and trimbling 

Him tuik, quhill he was reddie to expyre; 

To beir his scheild his breist began to tyre; 

Within ane quhyle he changit mony hew, 155 

And neverthcles not ane ane^uther knew. 

For knichtlie pietie and memoriall 

Of fair Cresseid, ane gyrdill can he tak, 

Ane purs of gold, and mony gay jowall, 

And in the skirt of Cresseid doun can swak; 160 

Than raid away, and not ane word [he] spak, 

Pensiwe in hart, quhill he come to the toun, 

And for greit cair oft-syis almaist fell doun. 

The lipper folk to Cresseid than can draw, 

To se the equall distribution 165 

Of the almous; bot quhen the gold thay saw. 

Ilk ane to uther prewelie can roun 

And said, '*Yone lord hes mair affectioun, 

However it be, unto yone lazarous 

Than to us all; we Icnaw be his almous." 170 
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"Quhat lord is yonc?" quod scho— "have ye na fcill — 
Hes done to us so greit humanitie?" 

"Yes," quod a lipper man, "I knaw him wcill; 
Schir Troylus it is, gentill and frc." 
Quhen Cresseid understude that it was he, 175 

StifFer than steill thair stert ane bitter stound 
Throwout hir hart, and fell doun to the ground. 

Quhen scho, ouircome with siching sair and sad, 
With mony cairfull cry and cald, "Ochane! 
Now is my breist with stormie stoundis stad, 180 

Wrappit in wo, ane wretch full will of wane!" 
Than swounit scho oft or scho culd refrane, 
And ever in hir swouning cryit scho thus: 
O fals Cresseid, and trew knicht Troilus! 
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"Thy lufe, thy lawtie, and thy gentilnes 185 

I countit small in my prosperitie, 

Sa elevait I was in wantones. 

And clam upon the fiddll quheill sa hie. 

All faith and lufe, I promissit to the, 

Was in the self fickill and frivolous. 190 

"O fals Cresseid, and trew knicht Troilus! 

"For lufe of me thow keipt gude continence, 
Honest and chaist in conversatioun ; 
Of all wemen protectour and defence 
Thou was, and helpit thair opinioun: 195 

My mynd, in fleschlie foull affectioun, 
Was inclynit to lustis lecherous. 
Fy! fals Cresseid! O trew knicht Troylus! 

"Lovers, be war, and tak gude heid about 
Quhome that ye lufe, for quhome ye suffer paine: 200 
I lat you wit thair is richt few thairout 
Quhome ye may traist, to have trew lufe agane; i 

Preif quhen ye will, your labour is in vaine. 
Thairfoir I reid ye tak thame as ye find. 
For they ar sad as widdercock in wind. 205 

"Becaus I knaw the greit unstabilnes, 
Brukkil as glas, into my-self I say. 
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Traisting in uther als greit un faith fulnes, 

Als unconstant, and als untrew of fay. 

Thocht sum be trew, I wait richt few are thay. 210 

Quha findis treuth lat him his lady ruse; 

Nane but my-self, as now, I will accuse." 

Quhen this was said, with paper scho sat doun, 
And on this maneir maid hir testament: 
"Heir I beteiche my corps and carioun 215 

With wormis and with taidis to be rent. 
My cop and clapper, and myne ornament. 
And all my gold, the lipper folk sail have, 
Quhen I am deid, to burie me in grave. 

"This royall ring, set with this rubie reid, 220 

Quhilk Troylus in drowrie to me send, 
To him agane I leif it quhen I am deid, 
To mak my cairfull deid unto him kend. 
Thus I conclude schortlie, and mak ane end. 
My spreit I leif to Diane, quhair scho dwellis, 225 

To walk with hir in waist woddis and wellis. 

"O Diomeid! thou hes baith broche and belt 
Quhilk Troylus gave me in takning 
Of his trew lufe!" — And with that word scho swelt. 
And sone ane lipper man tuik of the ring, 230 

Syne buryit hir withouttin tarying. 
To Troylus furthwith the ring he bair, 
And of Cresseid the deith he can declair. 

Quhen he had hard hir greit infirmitie, 

Hir legacie and lamentatioun, 235 

And how scho endit in sic povertie, 

He swelt for wo, and fell doun in ane swoun; 

For greit sorrow his hart to brist was boun; 

Siching full sadlie, said, "I can no moir; 

Scho was untrew, and wo is me thairfoir!" 240 

Sum said he maid ane tomb of merbell gray. 
And wrait hir name and superscriptioun, 
And laid it on hir grave, quhair that scho lay, 
In goldin letteris, conteining this ressoun: 
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*Tx), fair ladyis! Cresseid of Trosris toiin, 245 

Stuntyme cotmtit the flour of womanheid. 
Under this stane, lait lipper, lyis deid!" 

Now, worthie wemen, in this ballet schort. 

Made for your worschip and instructioun, 

Of cheritie I monische and exhort, 250 

Ming not your lufe with fals deceptioun. 

Beir in your mynd this schort conclusioun 

Of fair Cresseid, as I have said befoir. 

Sen scho is deid, I speik of hir no moir. 

About 1460? 1532. 



WILLIAM DUNBAR 

SANCT SALVATOUR. SEND SILVER SORROW 

Sanct Salvatour, send silver sorrow! 

It grevis me both evin and morrow. 

Chasing fra me all cheritie; 

It makis me all blythness to borrow; 

My panefull purss so pricliss me. 5 

Quhen I wald blythlie ballattis breif, 

Langour thairto givis me no leif; 

War nocht gud howp my hart uphie, 

My verry corpis for cair wald cleif; 

My panefull purss so prikillis me. 10 

Quhen I sett me to sing or dance. 

Or go to plesand pastance. 

Than pansing of penuritie 

Revis that fra my remembrance; 

My panefull purss so prikillis me. 15 

Quhen men that hes purssis in tone 
Passis to drynk or to disjone, 
Than mon I keip ane gravetie. 
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And say that I will fast quhill none; 

My panefull purss so pricliss me. 20 

My purss is maid of sic ane skyn, 

Thair will na corss byd it within; 

Fra it as fra the Fejmd thay fle, 

Quha evir tyne, quha cvir win; 

My panefull purss so pricliss me. 25 

Had I ane man of ony natioun 

Culd mak on it ane conjuratioun, 

Xo gar silver ay in it be, 

The Devill suld haif no dominatioun 

With pyne to gar it prickill me. 30 

I haif inquyrit in mony a place, 

For help and confort in this cace; • 

And all men sayis, my Lord, that ye 

Can best remeid for this malice, 

That with sic panis prickillis me. 35 

About 1503? 

FSOlf 

THE GOLDYN TARGE 

Ryght as the stem of day begouth to schync, 
Quhen gone to bed war Vesper and Lucyne, 

I raise, and by a rosere did me rest. 
Up sprang the goldyn candill matutyne, 
With clere depurit hemes cristall3me, 5 

Glading the mery foulis in thair nest; 

Or Phebus was in purpur cape revest. 
Up raise the lark, the hevyns menstrale fync 

In May, in till a morow myrthfullest 

Full angellike thir birdis sang thair houris 10 

Within thair courtyns grene, in to thair bouris, 

Apparalit quhite and red, wyth blomes suete: 
Anamalit was the felde wyth all colouris; 
The perly droppis schake in silvir schouris, 

Quhill all in balme did branch and levis flete: 15 

To part fra Phebus did Aurora grete; 
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Hir cristall tens I saw hyng on the floaris, 

Quhilk he for lufe all drank tip with his hete. .... 

Qnhat throu the mery foulys armony, 

And throu the ryv^is sounn rycht ran me by, 20 

On Fflorais mantill I slepit as I lay: 
Qnhare sone in to my dremes fantasy 
I saw approch, agayn the orient sky, 

A sail] als quhite as blossum upon spray, 

Wyth merse of gc^d, brycht as the stem of day; 25 

Quhilk tendit to the land full lustily. 

As falcounn swift desyrouse of hir pray. 

And hard on burd unto the blomyt medis, 
Amang the grene rispis and the redis, 

Arrivit sche, quhar fro anonn thare landis 30 

Ane hundrcth ladyes, lusty in to wedis, 
Als fresch as flouris that in May up spredis. 

In kirtillis grene, withoutyn kell or bandis; 

Thair brycht hairis hang gletering on the strandis 
In tressis clere, wyppit vfyth goldyn thredis; 35 

With pappis quhite, and mydlis small as wandis 

Full lustily thir ladyes all in fere 
Enterit within this park of most plesere, 

Quhare that I lay our-helit w)rth levis ronk. 
The mer>' foulis, blisfullest of chere, 40 

Salust Nature, me thoucht, on thair manere; 

And ewiry blome on branch, and eke on bonk, 

Opnj-t and spred thair balmy levis donk, 
Full low enclynyng to thair quene so clere, 

Quham of thair nobill norising thay thonk. 45 

Syne to dame Flora, on the samyn wyse, 
Thay saluse, and thay thank a thousand syse; 

And to dame Wenus, lufis mychti quene, 
Thay sang ballettis in lufe, as was the gyse, 
With amourouse notis lusty to devise, 50 

As thay that had lufe in thair hertis grene; 

Thair hony throtis, opnyt fro the splene, 
With wcrblis suete did perse the hcvinly skyes, 

Quhill loud resownyt the firmament serene 
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And ewiry one of thir, in grene arayit, 55 

On harp or lute full merily thai playit, 

And sang ballettis with michty notis clere; 
Ladyes to dance full sobirly assayit, 
Endlang the lusty rywir so thai mayit: 

Thair observance rycht hevynly was to here. 60 

Than crap I throu the levis and drew nere, 
Quhare that I was richt sudaynly affrayit, 

All throu a luke, quhilk I have boucht full dere. 

And schortly for to speke, be lufis quene 

I was aspyit: scho bad hir archearis kene 65 

Go me arrest, and thay no time delayit. 
Than ladyes fair lete fall thair mantillis grene, 
With bowis big in tressit hairis schene. 

All sudaynly thay had a felde arayit, 

And yit rycht gretly was I noucht affrayit; 70 

The party was so plesand for to sene, 

A wonder lusty bikkir me assayit. 

And first of all, with bow in hand ybent, 

Come dame Beautee, rycht as scho wald me schent; 

Syne folowit all hir dameselis yfere, 75 

With mony diverse aufull instrument. 
Unto the pres: Fair Having wyth hir went, 

Fyne Portrature, Plesance, and lusty Chere. 

/Than come Resoun, with schelde of gold so clere. 
In plate and maille, as Mars armypotent; 80 

Defendit me that nobil chevallere 

Unto the pres persewit Hie Degree; 
Hir folowit ay Estate and Dignitee, 

Comparisoun, Honour, and Noble Array, 
Will, Wantonnes, Renoun, and Libertee, 85 

Richesse, Fredomm, and eke Nobilitee. 

Wit ye thay did thair baner hye display; 

A cloud of arowis as hayle schour lousit thay, 
And schot, quhill wastit was thair artilye; 

Sync went abak reboytit of thair pray. 90 

Quhen Venus had persavit this rebute, 
Dissymilance scho bad go mak persute, 
At all powerc to perse the Goldyn Targe; 
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And scho, that was of doobilnes the rate, 

Askit hir choise of archeris in refute: 95 

Wenus the best bad hir go wale at large. 

Scho tuke Presence plicht ankers of the barge, 
And Fair Callyng, that wele a flayn coud schute. 

And Cherising for to complete hir charge. 

Dame Hamelynes scho take in company, 100 

That hardy was, and hende in archery, 

*And broucht dame Beautee to the felde agayn. 
With all the choise of Venus chevalry 
Thay come, and bikkerit unabaisitly: 

The schour of arowis rappit on as rayn. 105 

Perilouse Presence, that mony syre has slayne, 
The bataill broucht on bordour hard us by; 

The salt was all the sarar, suth to sayn. 

Thik was the schote of gnmdyn dartis kene; 

Bot Resoun, with the Scheld of Gold so schene, no 

Warly defendit quho so ,ewir assayit; 
The aufull stoure he manly did sustene, 
Quhill Presence kest a pulder in his ene. 

And than as drunkyn man he all forvayit: 
Quhen he was blynd the fule wyth hym thay playit, 115 
And banyst hym amang the bewis grene; 

That scry sicht me sudaynly affrayit 

Than was I woundit to the deth wele nere, 
And yoldyn as a wofull prisonnere 

To lady Beautee, in a moment space; 120 

Me thoucht scho semyt lustiar of chere, 
Efter that Resoun tynt had his eyne dere. 

Than of before, and lufliare of face. 

Quhy was thou blyndit, Resoun? quhi, allace! 
And gert ane hell my paradise appere, 125 

And mercy seme quhare that I fand no grace. 

Dissymulance was besy me to sile, 

And Fair Calling did oft apon me smyle. 

And Cherising me fed wyth wordis fair; 
New Acquyntance enbracit me a quhile, 130 
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And favouryt me, quhill men mycht go a mylc, 

Syne tuk hir leve — I saw hir nevir mare. 

Than saw I Dangere toward me repair; 
I coud eschew hir presence be no wyle; 

On syde scho lukit wyth anc fremyt fare; 135 

And at the last, departing, coud hir dresse, 
And me delyverit unto Hevynesse 

For to remayne, and scho in cure me tuke. 
Be this th€ L*ord of Wyndis, wyth wodenes, 
God Eolus, his bugill blew, I gesse, 140 

That with the blast the levis all to-schuke: 

And sudaynly, in the space of a luke. 
All was hyne went; thare was bot wildemes, 

Thare was no more bot birdis, bank, and bruke. 

In twynkling of ane eye to schip thai went, 145 

And swyth up sailc unto the top thai stent, 

And with swift course atour the flude thay frak. 
Thay fyrit gunnis wyth powder violent, 
Till that the reke raise to the firmament; 

The rochis all resownyt wyth the rak, 150 

For reird it semyt that the raynbow brak; 
Wyth spirit affrayde apon my fete I sprent 

Amang the clewis« so carefull was the crak. 

And as I did awake of my sueving, 

The joy full birdis merily did syng 155 

For myrth of Phebus tendir hemes schene; 
Suete war the vapouris, soft the morowing, 
Halesum the vale depaynt wyth flouris ying; 

The air attemperit, sobir, and amene; 

In quhite and rede was all the fclde besene, 160 

Throu Naturis nobil frcsch anamalyng. 

In mirthfull May, of ewiry moneth quene. 

I503f 1508. 

THE DANCE OF THE SEVIN DEIDLY SYNNIS 

Off Febniar the fyiftene nycht, 
Full lang befoir the dayis lycht, 
I lay in till a trance; 
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And then I saw baith hevin and hell: 
Me thocht, amangis the feyndis fell, 5 

Mahoun gart cry ane dance 

Off schrcwk that wer nevir schrevin, 
Aganiss the feist of Fastemis evin, 

To mak thair observance; 
He bad gallandis ga graith a gyiss, 10 

And kast up gamountis in the skyiss, 

That last came out of France. 

"Lat se," quod he, "now quha begynnis?" 
With that the fowl! Sevin Deidly Synnis 

Begowth to leip at anis. 15 

And first of all in dance wes Pryd, 
With hair wyld bak and bonet on syd, 

Lyk to mak vaistie wanis; 

And round abowt him, as a quheill. 

Hang all in rumpillis to the heill ao 

His kethat for the nanis. 
Mony prowd trumpour with him trippit 
Throw skaldand fyre; ay as they skippit 

Thay gyrnd with hiddouss granis. 

Heilie harlottis on hawtane wyiss 35 

Come in with mony sindrie gyiss, 

Bot yit luche nevir Mahoun; 
Quhill preistis come in with bair schevin nekkis, 
Than all the feyndis lewche and maid gekkis, 

Blak Belly and Bawsy Brown. 30 

Than Yre come in with sturt and stryfe; 
His hand wes ay upoun his knyfe, 

He brandeist lyk a beir. 
Bostaris, braggaris, and barganeris, 
Eftir him passit in to pairis, 35 

All bodin in feir of weir, 

In jakkis and scryppis and bonettis of steill; 
Thair leggis wer chenyeit to the heill. 

Ffrawart was thair affeir: 
Stun upoun udir with brandis beft; 40 
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Sum jaggit uthiris to the heft 

With knyvis that scherp cowd scheir. 

Nixt in the dance followit Invy, 
Fild full of feid and fellony. 

Hid malyce and dispyte; 45 

Ffor pryvie hatrent that tratour trymlit. 
Him followit mony freik dissymlit, 

With fenyeit wirdis quhyte; 

And flattereris in to menis facis; 

And bakbyttaris of sindry racis, 50 

To ley that had delyte; 
And rownaris of fals lesingis; 
Allace ! that courtis of noble kingis 

Of thame can nevir be quyte. 

Nixt him in dans come Cuvatyce, 55 

Rute of all evill and grund of vyce, 

That nevir cowd be content. 
Catyvis, wrechis, and okkeraris, 
Hud-pykis, hurdaris, and gadderaris, 

All with that warlo went: 60 

Out of thair throttis thay schot on udder 
Hett moltin gold, me thocht a fudder, 

As fyreflawcht maist fervent; 
Ay as thay tomit thame of schot, 
Ffejmdis fild thame new up to the thrott 65 

With gold of allkin prent. 

Sync Sweirnes, at the secound bidding, 
Com lyk a sow out of a midding; 

Full slepy wes his grunzie. 
Mony sweir bumbard bclly-huddroun, 70 

Mony slute daw and slepy duddroun. 

Him serwit ay with sounzie. 

He drew thame furth in till a chenzie, 
And Belliall, with a brydill renzie, 

Evir lascht thame on the lunzie. 75 

In dance thay war so slaw of feit 
Thay gaif thame in the fyre a heit, 

And maid thame quicker of counzie. 
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Than Lichery, that lathly corss, 

Berand lyk a bagit horss, 80 

And Ydilness did him leid. 
Thair wes with him ane ugly sort. 
And mony stynkand fowl! tramort. 

That had in syn bene deid 

Than the fowl! monstir Glutteny, 
Off wame unsasiable and gredy. 

To dance he did him dress. 
Him followit mony fowll drunckart, 
With can and collep, cop and quart, 95 

In surffet and excess. 

Full mony a waistless wallydrag. 

With wamiss unweildable, did furth wag. 

In creische that did incress. 
"DrynkI" ay thay cryit, with mony a gaip: 100 

The feyndis gaif thame hait leid to laip; 
Thair lovery wes na less. 

Na menstrallis playit to thame but dowt; 
Ffor glemen thair wer haldin owt, 

Be day and eik by nycht, 105 

Except a menstrall that slew a man — 
Swa till his heretage he wan. 

And entirt be breif of richt. 

Than cryd Mahoun for a Heleand padzane; 

Syne ran a feynd to feche Makfadzane, no 

Ffar nor thwart in a nuke: 
Be he the correnoch had done schout, 
Erschemen so gadderit him abowt, 

In hell grit rowme thay tuke. 

Thae tarmegantis, with tag and tatter, 115 

Ffull lowd in Ersche begowth to clatter. 

And rowp lyk revin and ruke: 
The Devill sa devit wes with thair yell 
That in the depest pot of hell 

He smorit thame with smuke. lao 

iSOTf 
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GAWIN DOUGLAS 

FKOlf 

THE PROLOUG OF THE XII BUK OF ENEADOS 

The twynklyng stremowris of the orient 

Sched purpour sprangis with gold and asure ment, 

Persand the sabill barmkyn nocturnall, 

Bet doun the skyis dowdy mantill wall. 

Eous the steid, with ruby hamys red, 5 

Abuf the sey lyftis furth hys hed, 

Of cullour soyr, and sumdeill broun as berry, 

Forto alichtyn and glaid our emyspery. 

The flambe owtbrast3mg at his noyss-thyrlys, 

So fast Pheton with the quhyp hym quhyrlys, lo 

To roll Appollo hys faderis gold3m char, 

That schrowdith all the he\'ynnys and the ayr: 

Quhill schortly, with the blesand torch of day, 

Abilgheit in hys lemand fresch array, 

Furth of hys palyce ryall ischit Phebus, 15 

With goldyn croun and vissage gloryus, 

Crysp haris brycht as chrisolyte or topace, 

For quhais hew mycht nane behald hys face; 

The fyry sparkis brastyng from hys eyn, 

To purge the ayr and gylt the tendyr greyn, 20 

Defundand from hys sege etheryall 

Glaid influent aspectis celicall; 

Before hys regale hie magnificens 

Mysty vapour upspryngand, sweit as sens. 

In smoky soppys of donk dewis wak, 25 

Moich hailsum stovys ourheldand the slak; 

The aureat fanys of hys trone soverane 

With glytrand glans ourspred the occiane. 

The large fludis lemand all of lycht 

Bot with a blenk of hys supernale sycht. 30 

Forto behald it was a glore to se 

The stablit wyndis and the cawmyt see, 

The soft sesson, the firmament screyn. 

The lowne illumynat ayr, and fyrth ameyn; 

The sylver-scalyt fyschis on the greit 35 

Ourthwort cleir stremys sprynkland for the heyt, 
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With fynnys schynand broun as synopar. 

And chyssell talys, stowrand heir and thar; 

The new cullour alychtnyng all the landis, 

Forgane thir stannyris schane the beriall strandis, 40 

Quhil the reflex of the diurnal benqra 

The beyn bonlds kest ful of variant giemys. 

And lusty Flora dyd hyr blomys spreid 

Under the feit of Phebns sulghart steid; 

The swardit soyll enbroud with sekouth hewys; 45 

Wod and forest obumbrat with thar bewys, 

Quhois blisfull branschis porturat on the grund; 

With schaddoys schene schew rochis rubicund; 

Towris, turrettis, kymellis, pynnaclys hie 

Of kyrldsy castellis, and ilke fair cite, SO 

Stude pasmtit, every iyMp i^yn, and stage, 

Apon the plane grund, by thar awyn umbrage. 

Of Eolus north blastis havand no dreid. 

The sulghe spred her braid bosum on breid, 

Zephyrus confortabill inspiratioun 55 

Fortill ressave law in hyr barm adoun; 

The cornys croppis and the beris new brerd 

With glaidsum garment revestjmg the erd: 

So thik the plantis sprang in every peyce, 

The feildis ferlcis of thar fructuus fleyce. 60 



SIR DAVID LYNDSAY 

FROM 

THE DREME 

THE PROLOG 

In to the Calendis of Januarie, 

Quhen fresche Phebus, be movyng circulair, 

Frome Capricorne wes enterit in Aquarie, 

With blastis that the branchis maid full hair, 
The snaw and sleit pertiirbit all the air, 

And flemit Flora frome every bank and bus 

Throuch supporte of the austeir Eolus. 
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Eftcr that I the lang wynteris nycht 

Had lyne walking in to my bed, allone, 
Throuch hevy thocht, that no way sleip I mycht, 10 

Rememberyng of divers thyngis gone, 

So up I rose and clethit me anone. 
Be this fair Tytane, with his lemis lycht, 
Ouer all the land had spred his baner brycht. 

With cloke and hude I dressit me belyve, 15 

With dowbyll schone, and myttanis on my handis: 

Howbeit the air was rycht penetratyve, 

Yit fure I furth, lansing ouirthorte the landis, 
Toward the see, to schorte me on the sandis, 

Because unblomit was baith bank and braye. 20 

And so, as I was passing be the waye, 

I met dame Flora, in dule weid dissagysit, 

Quhilk in to May wes dulce and delectabyll; 

With stalwart stormis hir sweitnes wes supprisit; 

Hir hevynlie hewis war turnit in to sabyll, 25 

Quhilkis umquhile war to luflFaris amiabyll. 

Fled frome the froste, the tender flouris I saw 

Under dame Naturis mantyll lurking law. 

The small fowlis in flokkis saw I flee, 

To Nature makand greit lamentatioun : 30 

Thay lychtit doun besyde me, on ane tree; 

Of thair complaynt I had compassioun ; 

And, with ane pieteous exclamatioun, 
Thay said, "Blyssit be Somer, with his flouris! 
And waryit be thow, Wynter, with thy schourisi" 35 

"Allace, Aurora!" the syllie larke can crye, 

"Quhare hes thou left thy balmy liquour sweit. 
That us rejosit, we mounting in the skye? 
Thy sylver droppis ar turnit in to sleit. 
O fair Phebus, quhare is thy hoilsum heit? 40 

Quhy tholis thow thy hevinlie plesand face 
With mystie vapouris to be obscurit, allace! 

"Quhar art thow. May, with June thy syster schene, 
Weill bordourit with dasyis of delyte? 
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And gcntjD Jnlic, whh tfay mantyll grene, 45 

Fnamilit with rosis red and qofayte? 

Nov aaki and canld Janiar, in dispyte, 
Rciffis frome ns all pastyme and plesonr: 
AHace! quhat gent3rfl hart may this indore? 

"OncrsTlit ar with doodis odious 50 

The goldin skyis of the orient; 
Changeyng in sorrow our sang melodions, 

Qnhilk we had woont to sing, with gnde intent, 

Resonndand to the hevinnis firmament : 
Bot now oar daye is changeit in to nycht" 55 

With that thay rais» and flew furth of my sycht. 

Pcnsyve in hart, passing full soberlie. 
Unto the see ford ward I fure anone: 

The see was furth, the sand wes smooth and drye. 
Then up and donn I musit myne allone, 60 

Tyll that I spyit ane lyttill cave of stone, 

Heyt:h in ane craig; upwart I did approche, 

But tar>'ing, and clam up in the roche; 

And purposit, for passing of the tyme, 

Me to defende from ociositic, 65 

With pen and paper to register in ryme 

Sum mery mater of antiquitie. 

Bot Idelnes, ground of iniquitie, 
Scho maid so dull my spreitis, me within, 
That I wyste nocht at quhat end to begin, 70 

But satt styll in that cove, quhare I mycht see 
The wolteryng of the wallis, up and doun; 

And this fals warldis instabilytie 

Unto that see makkand comparisoun, 

And of this warldis wracheit variatioun 75 

To thame that fixis all thair hole intent, 

Consideryng quho most had suld most repent. 

So with my hude my hede I happit warme, 
And in my cloke I fauldit boith my feit; 

I thocht my corps with cauld suld tak no harme; 80 

My mittanis held my handis weill in heit; 
The skowland craig me coverit frome the sleit: 
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Thar€ styll I satt, my bonis for to rest, 
Tyll Morpheus with sleip my spreit opprest. 

So, throw the bousteous blastis of Eolus, 85 

And throw my walkyng on the nycht before, 

And throw the seyis movyng marvellous, 
Be Neptunus, with mony route and rore, 
G)nstrainit I was to sleip, withouttin more: 

And quhat I dremit, in conclusioun 90 

I sail you tell, ane marvellous visioun. 

About I328f 1552. 



STEPHEN HAWES 

FROM 

THE PASTIME OF PLEASURE 

HOW GRAUNDE AMOl^RE WAS RECEYVED OF LA BELLE PUCELL 

Whan she it knewe, than ryght incontynent 

She called to her Peace and dame Mercy, 

With Justyce, and Reason the lady excellent, 

Pleasaunce, Grace, with good dame Memory, 

To weyte upon her full ententyfly: S 

Me to receyve with all solempne joye, 

Adowne her chambre she wente on her waye. 

And in meane whyle the gentyll porteres. 

Called G)untenaunce, on my way then me ledde. 

Into the basse courte of grete wydnes, 10 

Where all of golde there was a conduyte hede. 

With many dragons enameled with reed, 

Whiche dyde spoute oute the dulcet lycoure, 

Lyke cristall clere, with aromatyke odoure. 

Aloftc the basse toure foure ymages stode, 15 

Whiche blewe the claryons well and wonderly. 

Alofte the toures the golden fanes good 

Dyde with the wynde make full swete armony; 

Them for to here it was grete melody. 

The golden toures with crystall olarefyed 20 

Aboute were glased moost clerely purefyed. 



I 
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And the gravell whereapon we wente, 

Full lyke the golde that is moost pure and fyne, 

Withouten spotte of blacke encombremente, 

Aboute our fete it dyde ryghtc clcrely shyne: 25 

It semed more lyke a place celestyne 

Than an erthely mansyon whiche shall away 

By longe tyme and proces an other day. 

And towarde me I dyde se than comynge 

La Belle Pucell, the moost fayre creature 30 

Of ony fayre erthely persone lyvynge, 

Whkhe with me mctte with chere so demure. 

Of the shynynge golde was all her vesture. 

I dyde my duty, and ones or twyes ywys 

Her lyppes softe I dyde full swetely kys. 35 

"Aha!" quod she, "that I am very fayne 
That you are come, for I have thought longe 
Sythen the tyme that we parted in twayne. 
And for my sake you have had often wronge; 
But your courage so hardy and stronge 40 

Hath caused you for to be vyctoryous 
Of your enmyes so moche contraryous." 

With her praty honde, whyte as ony lyly, 

She dyde me lede into a ryall hall. 

With knottes kerved full ryght craftely, 45 

The wyndowes fayre glased with crystall; 

And all aboute, upon the golden wall, 

There was enameled, with fygures curyous. 

The syege of Troye so harde and dolorous. 

The flore was paved with precyous stones; 50 

And the rofe of mervaylous geometry. 

Of the swete sypres wrought for the nones, 

Encensynge oute the yll odours mysty. 

Amyddes the rofe there shone full wonderly 

A po)mted dyamonde of mervaylous bygnes, 55 

With many other grete stones of ryches. 

So up we wente to a chambre fayre, 
A place of pleasure and delectacyon, 
Strowed with flowres flagraunte of ayre, 
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Without any spotte of perturbacyon. 60 

I behelde ryght well the operacyon 

Of the mervaylous rofe set full of rubyes, 

And tynst with saphers and many turkeys. 

The walles were hanged with golden aras, 

Whiche treated well of the syege of Thebes; 65 

And yet all aboute us depured was 

The crystallyne wyndowes of grete bryghtnes. 

I can nothynge extende the goodlynes 

Of this palays, for it is impossyble 

To shewe all that unto me [was] vysyble. 70 

But La Belle Puccll full ryght gentylly 

Dyde syt adoune by a wyndowes syde, 

And caused me also full swetely 

By her to sytte at that gentyll tyde. 

Welcome!" she sayde: "ye shall with me abyde, 75 

After your sorowe to lyve in joye and blysse; 

You shall have that ye have deserved ywys." 

Her redolente wordes of swete influence 

Degouted vapoure moost aromatyke, 

And made conversyon of my complacence; 80 

Her depured and her lusty rethoryke 

My courage reformed, that was so lunatyke, 

My sorowe defeted, and my mynde dyde modefy, 

And my dolourous herte began to pacyfy. 

All thus in love we gan to devyse, 85 

For eche of other were ryght joyous. 

Than at the last, in a mervaylous wyse, 

Full sodaynly there came unto us 

Lytell Cupyde with his moder Venus, 

Whiche was well cladde in a fayre mantyll blewe, 90 

With golden hertes that were perst anewe. 

And rounde aboute us she her mantyll cast, 

Sayenge that she and her sonne Cupyde 

Wolde us conjoyne in maryage in hast : 

'And to lete knowe all your courte so wyde, 95 

Sende you Perscverauncc before to provydc, 
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To warne your ladyes for to be redy 

To morowe bctyrae, ryght well and solcmply." 

We answered bothe our hertes were in one, 

Sayenge that we dyde ryght well agre, loo 

For all our foes were added and gone. 

Ryght gladde I was that joy full day to se. 

And than anone, with grete humylyte, 

La Bell Pucell to a fayre chambre bryght 

Dyde me than brynge for to rest all nyght. 105 

And she toke her leve; I kyst her lovely. 

I wente to bedde; but I coude not slepe, 

For I thought so moche upon her inwardly 

Her moost swete lokes into my herte dyde crepe, 

Percynge it through with a wounde so depe: no 

For Nature thought every houre a day 

Tyll to my lady I sholde my dette well paye. 

About 1506. 1509. 



HOWE REMEMBRAUNCE MADE HIS EPYTAPHY ON HIS GRAVE 

The good dame Mercy, with dame Charyte, 

My body buryed full ryght humbly, 

In a fayre temple of olde antyquyte, 

Where was for me a dyryge devoutely, 

And with many a masse full ryght solempnely; 5 

And over my grave, to be in memory, 

Remembraunce made this lytell epytaphy: .... 

"O mortal! folke, you may beholde and se 
How I lye here, somtyme a myghty knyght. 
The ende of joyc and all prosperyte 10 

Is Dethe at last, through his course and myght: 
After the day there cometh the derke nyght; 
For though the day be never so longe, 
At last the belles ryngeth to evensonge. 

"And I my selfe, called La Graunde Amoure, 15 

Sekynge adventure in the worldly glory, 
For to attayne the ryches and honour e, 
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Dyde thynke full lytell that I sholde here ly, 

Tyll Dethe dyde mate me full ryght pryvely. 

Lo what I am, and whereto you must! 20 

Lyke as I am, so shall you be all dust. 

"Than in your myndc inwardely dyspyse 
The bryttle worlde, so full of doublenes, 
With the vyle flesshe, and ryght soone aryse 
Out of your slepe of mortall hevynes; 25 

Subdue the Devyll with grace and mekenes, 
That, after your lyfe frayle and transytory. 
You may than lyve in joye perdurably." 

About 1506. 1509. 



JOHN SKELTON 

FROM 

WHY COME YE NAT TO COURT 

Ones yet agayne 

Of you I wolde frayne, 

Why come ye nat to court? — 

To whyche court? 

To the Kynges courte, 5 

Or to Hampton Court? — 

Nay, to the Kynges court! 

The Kynges courte 

Shulde have the excellence; 

But Hampton Court 10 

Hath the pre-emynence. 

And Yorkes Place, 

With my lordes grace, 

To whose magnifycence 

Is all the conflewence, 15 

Sutys and supplycacyons, 

Embassades of all nacyons. 

Strawe for lawe canon! 

Or for the lawe common! 

Or for lawe cyvyll ! 20 

It shall be as he wyll: 
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Stop at law tancrete. 
An obstract or a concrete; 
Be it soure, be it swete, 

His wysdome is so dyscrete 25 

That, in a fume or an hete, 
•Wardeyn of the Flete. 
Set hyra fast by the fete!" 
And of his royall powre 

Whan him lyst to lowre, 30 

Than "Have him to the Towrc, 
Sauns aulter remedy! 
Have hym forthe by and by 
To the Marshalsy 

Or to the Kynges Benchel" 35 

He dyggeth so in the trenche 
Of the court royall, 
That he ruleth them all. 
So he dothe undermynde, 

And suche sleyghtcs dothe fynde, 40 

That the Kynges mynde 
By hym is subverted, 
And so streatly coarted 
In credensynge his tales 

That all is but nutshales 45 

That any other sayth, 
He hath in him suche fayth. 
Now, yet all this myght be 
Suffred and taken in gre, 

H that that he wrought 50 

To any good ende were brought; 
But all he bringeth to nought. 
By God, That me dere bought! 
He bereth the Kyng on hand, 
That he must pyll his lande, 55 

To make his cofers ryche; 
But he laythe all in the dyche, 
And useth suche abusyoun 
That in the conclusyoun 

All commeth to confusyon. 60 

Perceyve the cause why! 
To tell the trouth playnly. 
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He is so ambicyous, 

So shamlcs, and so vicyous. 

And so supersticyous, 65 

And so moche oblivyous 

From whens that he came, 

That he falleth into a caeciam: 

Whiche, truly to expresse, 

Is a forgetfulnesse, 70 

Or wylfull blyndnesse, 

Wherwith the Sodomites 

Lost theyr inward syghtes; 

The Gommoryans also 

Were brought to deedly wo, 75 

As Scrypture recordis. 
"A caecitate cordis," 

In the Latyne synge we, 
"Libera nos, Dominel" 

But this madde Amalecke, 80 

Lyke to a Mamelek, 

He regardeth lordes 

No more than potshordes; 

He is in suche elacyon 

Of his exaltacyon, 85 

And the supportacyon 

Of our soverayne lorde, 

That, God to recorde. 

He ruleth all at wyll, 

Without reason or skyll: 90 

How be it the primordyall 

Of his wretched original]. 

And his base progeny, 

And his gresy genealogy. 

He came of the sank royall 95 

That was cast out of a bochers stall. 
About 1522. 



BALLADS 

ST. STEPHEN AND HEROD 

Seynt Stevene was a clerk in Kyng Hcrowdes halle. 
And servyd him of bred and cloth, as every kyng befalle. 
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Stevyn out of kechone cam, wyth boris bed on honde: 
He saw a sterre was fayr and brygt over Bedlem stonde. 

He kyst adoun the boris bed, and went in to tbe halle : 
"I forsak tbe, Kyng Herowdes, and tbi werkes alle. 

"I forsak tbe, Kyng Herowdes, and tbi werkes alle; 
Tber is a cbyld in Bedlem bom is beter tban we alle. 
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"Quat eylyt tbe, Stevene? Quat is tbe befalle? 
Lakkyt tbe eytber mete or drynk in Kyng Herowdes balle?" lo 

"Lakit me neytber mete ne drynk in Kyng Herowdes balle: 
Tber is a cbyld in Bedlem bom is beter tban we alle." 

"Quat eylyt tbe, Stevyn? Art tbu wod, or tbu gynnyst to bredc? 
Lakkyt tbe eytber gold or fe, or ony rycbe wede?" 



Lakyt me neytber gold ne fe, ne non rycbe wede: 15 

Tber is a cbyld in Bedlem born xal belpyn us at our nede." 



*Tbat is al so sotb, Stevyn, al so sotb, iwys. 

As tbis capoun crowe xal tbat lyth here in myn dysb." 

That word was not so sone seyd, that word in that balle, 

The capoun crew "Cristus natus est!" among tbe lordes alle. 20 

*Rysyt up, myn turmentowres ! be to and al be on; 

And ledyt Stevyn out of this town, and stonyt bym wyth ston!" 

Tokyn he Stevene, and stonyd bym in the way; 
And tber fore is his evyn on Crystes owyn day. 

FROM 

A GEST OF ROBYN HODE 

THE VII. FYTTE 

The kynge came to Notyngbame, 

With knyghtes in grete araye, 
For to take that gentyll knyght 

And Robyn Hode, and yf be may. 

He asked men of that countn^ 5 

After Robyn Hode, 
And after that gentyll knyght, 

Tbat was so bolde and stout. 
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Whan they had tolde hym the case. 

Our kynge understode ther tale, 10 

And seased in his honde 

The knyghtes londes all. 

All the passe of Lancasshyre 

He went both ferre and nere, 
Tyll he came to Plomton Parke; 15 

He faylyd many of his dere. 

There our kynge was wont to se 

Herdes many one. 
He coud unneth fjmde one dere 

That bare ony good home. 20 

The kynge was wonder wroth withall, 

And swore by the Trynyt^, 
"I wolde I had Robyn Hode, 
With eyen I myght hym se. 

"And he that wolde smyte of the knyghtes hedc, 25 

And brynge it to me, 
He shall have the knyghtes londes, 
Syr Rycharde at the Le. 

"I gyve it hym with my charter, 

And sele it with my honde, 30 

To have and holde for ever more, 
In all mery Englonde." 

Than bespake a fayre olde knyght. 

That was treue in his fay: 
A, my leeg^ Lorde the Kynge, 35 

One worde I shall you say. 
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"There is no man in this countre 

May have the knyghtes londes, 
Whyle Robyn Hode may ryde or gone 

And here a bowe in his hondes. 40 

"That he ne shall lesc his hede. 

That is the best ball in his hode. 
Give it no man, my Lorde the Kynge, 
That ye wyll any good." 
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Half a yere dwelled our comly kynge 45 

In Notynghaxn, and well more: 
Coude he not here of Robyn Hode, 

In what countre that he were. 

But alway went good Robyn 

By halke and eke by hyll, 50 

And alway slewe the kynges dere, 

And welt them at his wyll. 

Than bespake a proude fostere, 

That stode by our kynges kne: 
Yf ye wyll see good Robyn, 55 

Ye must do after me. 
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"Take fyve of the best knyghtes 

That be in your lede, 
And walke downe by yon abbay, 

And gete you monkes wede. 60 

"And I wyll be your ledes-man, 

And lede you the way; 
And or ye come to Notyngham, 
Myn hede then dare I lay 

'*That ye shall mete with good Robyn, 65 

On lyve yf that he be; 
Or ye come to Notyngham, 
With eyen ye shall hym se.'* 

Full hastcly our kynge was dyght. 

So were his knyghtes fyve, 70 

Everych of them in monkes wede, 

And hasted them thyder blyve. 

Our kynge was grete above his cole, 

A brode hat on his crowne; 
Ryght as he were abbot-lyke, 75 

They rode up in-to the towne. 

Styf botes our kynge had on, 

Forsoth as I you say; 
He rode syngyngc to grene wode; 

The covent was clothed in graye. 80 
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His tnale-hors and his gret^ somers 

Folowed our kynge behynde, 
Tyll they came to grene wode, 

A myle under the lynde. 

There they met with good Robyn, 85 

Stondynge on the waye, 
And so dyde many a bolde archerc, 

For soth as I you say. 

Robyn toke the kynges hors, 

Hastely in that stede, 90 

And sayd, "Syr abbot, by your leve, 

A whyle ye must abyde. 

"We be yemen of this forestc, 
Under the grene-wode tre: 
We lyve by our kynges derc; 95 

Other shyft have not wee. 

"And ye have chyrches and rentes both, 

And gold full grete plente: 
Gyve us some of your spendynge, 

For Saynte Charyte." 100 

Than bespake our cumly kynge, 

Anone than sayd he: 
"I brought no more to grene-wode 
But forty pounde with me. 

"I have layne at Notyngham, 105 

This fourtynyght, with our kynge. 
And spent I have full moche good 
On many a grete lordynge. 

"And I have but forty pounde. 

No more than have I me; no 

But yf I had an hondred pounde, 
I wolde vouch it safe on the." 

Robyn toke the forty pounde. 

And departed it in two partye; 
Halfendell he gave his mcry men, 115 

And bad them mery to be. 
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Fun curteysly Robyn gan say, 

"Syr, have this for your spendyng: 
We shall mete another day." 

'Gramercy," than sayd our kjrnge. 120 
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"But well the greteth Edwarde, our kynge. 

And sent to the his seale, 
And byddeth the com to Notyngham, 
Both to mete and mele." 

He toke out the brode targe, 125 

And sone he lete hym se; 
Robyn coud his courteysy. 

And set hym on his kne. 

"I love no man in all the worlde 

So well as I do my kynge: 130 

Welcome is my lordes seale; 
And, monke, for thy tydynge, 

"Syr abbot, for thy tydynges, 

To day thou shalt dyne with me, 
For the love of my kynge, 135 

Under my trystell-tre," 

Forth he lad our comly kynge, 

Full fayre by the honde. 
Many a dere there was slayne, 

And full fast dyghtande. 140 

Robyn toke a full grete home. 

And loude he gan blowe: 
Seven score of wyght yonge men 

Came redy on a rowe; 

All they kneled on theyr kne, 145 

Full fayre before Robyn. 
The kynge sayd hym sclfe untyll, 

And swore by Saynt Austyn, 

"Here is a wonder semely sight: 

Me thynketh, by Goddes pyne, 150 

His men are more at his byddynge 
Then my men be at myn." 
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Full hastely was theyr d3mer idyght. 

And therto gan they gone. 
They served our kynge with al theyr myght, 155 

Both Robyn and Lytell Johan: 

Anone before our kynge was set 

The fatt^ venyson, 
The good whyte brede, the good rede wyne, 

And therto the fyne ale and browne. 160 
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Make good chere," said Robyn, 

Abbot, for charyt^; 
And for this ylkc tydynge 

Blyssed mote thou be. 

"Now shalte thou se what lyfe we lede, 165 

Or thou hens wende; 
Than thou may enfourme our kynge. 
Whan ye togyder lende." 

Up they sterte all in hast, 

Theyr bowes were smartly bent: 170 

Our kynge was never so sore agast; 

He wende to have be shente. 

Two yerdes there were up set; 

Thereto gan they gange: 
By fyfty pase, our kynge sayd, 175 

The merkes were to longe. 

On every syde a rose-garlonde, 
They shot under the lyne: 
"Whoso fayleth of the rose-garlonde," sayd Robyn, 
"His takyll he shall tyne, 180 

"And yelde it to his mayster, 
Be it never so fyne 
(For no man wyll I spare. 
So drynke I ale or wyne), 

"And here a buffet on his hede, 185 

I-wys ryght all bare." 
And all that fell in Robyns lote, 
He smote them wonder sare. 
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Twyse Robyn shot aboute. 

And ever he deved the wande; 190 

And so dyde good Gylberte 
With the whyti hande. 

Lytell Johan and good Scathelocke, 

For nothynge wolde they spare; 
When they fayled of the garlonde, 195 

Robyn smote them full sore. 

At the last shot that Robyn shot, 

For all his frend^s fare. 
Yet he fayled of the garlonde 

Thre fyngers and mare. 200 

Than bespake good Gylberte, 

And thus he gan say: 
"Mayster," he sayd, "your takyll is lost; 
Stande forth and take your pay." 

"If it be so/' sayd Robyn, 205 

"That may no better be, 
Syr abbot, I delyver the myn arowe; 
I pray the, syr, s?rve thou mc" 

"It falleth not for myn ordre," sayd our kynge, 

"Robyn, by thy leve, 210 

For to smyte no good yeman. 
For doute I sholde hym greve." 

"Smyte on boldely,*' sayd Robyn; 

"I give the large leve." 
Anone our kynge, with that worde, 215 

He folde up his sieve, 

And sych a buffet he gave Robyn 
To grounde he yede full nere. 
"I make myn avowe to God," sayd Robyn, 

"Thou arte a stalworthe frere. 220 



"There is pith in thyn arme," sayd Robyn, 

"I trowe thou canst well shete." 
Thus our kynge and Robyn Hode 
Togeder gan they mete. 
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Robyn bchelde our comly kynge 225 

Wystly in the face; 
So dyde Syr Rycharde at the Le, 

And kneled downe in that place; 

And so dyde all the wylde outlawes. 

Whan they se them knele: 230 

My Lorde the Kynge of Englonde, 

Now I knowe you wellT' 
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"Mercy then, Robyn," sayd our kynge, 

'IJnder your trystyll-tre. 
Of thy goodnesse and thy grace, 235 

For my men and me!" 

"Yes, for God," sayd Robyn, 

"And also God me save! 
I aske mercy, my Lorde the Kynge, 

And for my men I crave." 240 

"Yes, for God," than sayd our kynge; 

"And therto sent I me, 
With that thou leve the grene-wode. 
And all thy company, 

"And come home, syr, to my courte, 245 

And there dwell with me." 
I make myn avowe to God," sayd Robyn, 
And ryght so shall it be. 
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"I wyll come to your courte. 

Your servyse for to se, 250 

And brynge with me of my men 
Seven score and thre. 

"But me lyke well your servyse, 

I wyll come agayne full soone. 
And shote at the donne dere, 255 

As I am wonte to done." 

THE VIII. FYTTE 

"Haste thou ony grene cloth," sayd our kynge, 

"That thou wyltc sell nowe to me?" 
"Ye, for God," sayd Robyn; 

"Thyrty yerdes and thre." 
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"Robyn," sayd our kynge, 5 

"Now pray I the, 
Sell me some of that cloth, 
To mc and my meync." 

"Yes, for God," then sayd Robyn, 

"Or elles I were a fole; 10 

Another day ye wyll me clothe, 
I trowe, ayenst the Yole." 



The kynge kest of his cole then; 

A grene garment he dyde on. 
And every knyght also, iwys, 15 

Another had full sone. 

Whan they were clothed in Lyncolne grene, 

' They keste away theyr graye: 
"Now we shall to Notyngham," 

All thus our kynge gan say. 20 

They bente theyr bowes, and forth they went, 

Shotynge all in- fere, 
Towarde the towne of Notyngham, 

Outlawes as they were. 

Our kynge and Robyn rode togyder, 25 

For soth as I you say; 
And they shote plucke-buffet. 

As they went by the way. 

And many a buffet our kynge wan 

Of Robyn Hode that day; 30 

And nothynge spared good Robyn 

Our kynge in his pay. 

"So God me helpe," sayd our kynge, 

"Thy game is nought to lere; 
I sholde not get a shote of the, 35 

Though I shote all this yere." 

All the people of Not)mgham 

They stode and behelde; 
They sawe nothynge but mantels of grene 

That covered all the felde. 40 
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Than every man to other gan say, 

"I drede our kynge be slone: 
Come Robyn Hode to the towne, i-wys 
On lyve he lefte never one." 

Full hastely they began to fie, 45 

Both yemen and knaves; 
And olde wyves that myght evyll goo, 

They hypped on theyr staves. 

The kynge loughe full fast, 

And commaunded theym agayne: 50 

When they se our comly kynge, 

I-wys they were full faync. 

They ete and dranke, and made them glad. 

And sange with notes hye. 
Then bespake our comly kynge 55 

To Syr Richarde at the Lee: 

He gave hym there his londe agayne; 

A good man he bad hym be. 
Robyn thanked our comly kynge. 

And set hym on his kne. 60 

Had Robyn dwelled in the kynges courte 

But twelve monethes and thre. 
That he had spent an hondred pounde 

And all his mennes fe. 

In every place where Robyn came 65 

Ever more he layde downe, 
Both for knyght^ and for squyres. 

To gete hym grete renowne. 

By than the yere was all agone 

He had no man but twayne, 70 

Lytell Johan and good Scathelocke, 

With hym all for to gone. 

Robyn sawe yonge men shote 

Full fayre upon a day: 
"Alas!" than sayd good Robyn, 75 

"My welthe is went away. 
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"Somtyme I was an archere good, 

A styffe and eke a stronge; 
I was compted the best archere 

That was in mery Englonde. 80 

"Alas!" then sayd good Robyn, 

"Alas and well a woo! 
Yf I dwele lenger with the kynge, 
Sorowe wyVi me sloo." 

Forth than went Robyn Hode 85 

Tyll he came to our kynge: 
"My Lorde the Kynge of Englonde, 
Graunte me myn askynge! 

"I made a chapell in Bernysdale, 

That semely is to se; 90 

It is of Mary Magdaleyne, 
And thereto wolde I be. 

"I myght never in this seven nyght 

No tyme to slepe ne wynke, 
Nother all these seven dayes 95 

Nother etc ne drynke. 

"Me longeth sore to Bernysdale; 

I may not be therfro: 
Barefote and wolwarde I have hyght 

Thyder for to go." 100 

"Yf it be so," than sayd our kynge, 

"It may no better be; 
Seven nyght I gyve the leve, 
No lengre, to dwell fro me." 

"Gramercy, lorde," then sayd Robyn, 105 

And set hym on his kne: 
He toke his leve full courteysly; 
To grcne wode then went he. 

Whan he came to grene wode. 

In a mery mornynge, no 

There he herde the notes small 

Of byrdes mery syngynge. 
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"It is ferre gone," sayd Robyn, 
"That I was last here: 



Me lyste a lytell for to shote 115 

At the donn^ dcre." 

Robyn slewe a full grete harte; 

His home than gan he blow. 
That all the outlawes of that forest 

That home coud they knowe, 120 

And gadred them togyder, 

In a lytell throwe. 
Seven score of wyght yonge men 

Came redy on a rowe. 

And fayre dyde of theyr hodes, 125 

And set them on theyr kne: 

"Welcome," they sayd, "our mayster. 

Under this grene-wode tre!" 

Robyn dwelled in grene wode 

Twenty yere and two; 130 

For all drede of Edwarde our kynge, 

Agayne wolde he not goo. 

Yet he was begyled, i-wys. 

Through a wycked woman. 
The pryoresse of Kyrkesly, *I3S 

That nye was of hys kynne, 

For the love of a knyght, 

Syr Roger of Donkesly, 
That was her own^ speciall. 

Full evyll mote they the! 140 

They toke togyder theyr counsell 

Robyn Hode for to sle« 
And how they myght best do that dede. 

His banis for to be. 

Than bespake good Robyn, 145 

In place where as he stode : 
"To morow I muste to Kyrkesly, 
Craftely to be leten blode." 
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Syr Roger of Donkestere, 

By the pryoresse he lay; 150 

And there they betrayed good Robyn Hode, 

Through theyr false playe. 

Cryst have tatrcy on his soule. 

That dyed on the rode! 
For he was a good outlawe, 155 

And dyde pore men moch god. 



THE HUNTING OF THE CHEVIOT 

The Perse owt off Northombarlonde, 

And a vowe to God mayd he 
That he wold hunte in the mowntayns 

Off Ch)rviat within days thrc. 
In the magger of doughte Dogles 5 

And all that ever with him be; 

The fattiste hartes in all Cheviat 

He sayd he wold kyll, and cary them away. 
Be my feth," sayd the dougheti Doglas agayn, 
"I wyll let that hontyng yf that I may." 10 



tt 



Then the Pers^ owt off Banborowe cam; 

With him a myghtee meany, 
With fifteen hondrith archares bold off blood and bone; 

The wear chosen owt of shyars thre. 

This begane on a Monday at mom, 15 

In 'Cheviat the hillys so he: 
The chylde may rue that ys un-born; 

It wos the more pitte. 

The dryvars thorowe the woodes went. 

For to reas the dear; 20 

Bomen byckarte uppone the bent 

With ther browd aros cleare. 

Then the wyld thorowe the woodes went. 

On every syde shear; 
Greahondes thorowe the grevis glent, 25 

For to kyll thear dear. 
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This begane in Chyviat the hyls abone, 

Yerly on a Monnyn-day; 
Be that it drewe to the oware off none, 

A hondrith fat hartes ded ther lay. 30 

The blewe a mort uppone the bent. 

The semblyde on sydis shear; 
To the quyrry then the Perse went. 

To se the bryttlynge off the deare. 

He sayd, "It was the Duglas promys 35 

This day to met me hear; 
But I wyste he wolde faylle, verament." 

A great oth the Perse swear. 

At the laste a squyar off Northomberlonde 

Lokyde at his hand full ny: 40 

He was war a the doughetie Doglas commynge; 
With him a myghtte meany, 

Both with spear, bylle, and brande; 

Yt was a myghtti sight to se; 
Hardyar men, both off hart nor handc, 45 

Wear not in Cristiant^. 

The wear twenti hondrith spear-men good, 

Withoute any feale; 
The wear borne along be the watter a Twyde, 

Yth bowndes of Tividale. 50 



it 



Leave of the brytlyng of the dear," he sayd, 
And to your boys lock ye tayk good hede; 

For never sithe ye wear on your mothars borne 
Had ye never so mickle ncde." 

The dougheti Dogglas on a stede, 55 

He rode alle his men befome; 
His armor glytteryde as dyd a glede: 

A boldar barne was never born. 

"Tell me whos men ye ar," he says, 

"Or whos men that ye be: 60 

Who gave youe leave to hunte in this Chyviat chays. 
In the spyt of myn and of me?" 
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The first mane that ever him an answear mayd, 

Yt was the good Lord Perse: 
"Wc wyll not tell the whoys men we ar," he says, 65 

"Nor whos men that we be; 
But we wyll homite hear in this chays. 
In the spyt of thyne and of the. 



"The fattiste hart^ in all Chyviat 

We have kyld, and cast to carry them away. 70 

"Be my troth," sayd the doughet^ Dogglas agayn, 
'Therfor the ton of us shall de this day." 

Then sayd the doughte Doglas 

Unto the Lord Pers^: 
"To kyll alle thes giltles men, 75 

Alas, it wear great pitt^! 

"But, Pers^ thowe art a lord of lande; 

I am a yerle callyd within my contre: 
Let all our men uppone a parti stande, 

And do the battell off the and of me." 80 

"Nowe Cristes cors on his crowne," sayd the Lord Perse, 
"Who-so-ever ther-to says nay; 
Be my troth, doughtte Doglas," he says, 
Thow shalt never se that day. 
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"Nethar in Ynglonde, Skottlonde, nar France, 85 

Nor for no man of a woman born. 
But, and fortune be my chance, 
I dar met him, on man for on." 

Then bespayke a squyar off Northombarlonde, 

Richard Wytharyngton was his nam: 90 

"It shall never be told in Sothe- Ynglonde," he says, 
"To Kyng Herry the Fourth, for sham. 

"I wat youe byn greate lord^ twaw; 

I am a poor squyar of lande: 
I wylle never se my captayne fyght on a fylde, 95 

And stande my selffe and loocke on; 
But whylle I may my weppone welde, 

I wylle not fayle both hart and hande." 
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That day, that day, that dredf ull day ! 

The first fit here I fynde; 100 

And youe wyll here any mor a the hountyng a the 
Chyviat, 

Yet ys ther mor behynde. 

The Yngglyshe men hade ther bowys yebent, 

Ther hartes wer good yenoughe; 
The first off arros that the shote off, 105 

Seven skore spear-men the sloughe. 

Yet byddys the Yerle Doglas uppon the bent, 

A captayne good yenoughe; 
And that was sene verament, 

For he wrought hom both woo and wouche. no 

The Dogglas partyd his ost in thre, 

Lyk a cheffe chef ten off pryde: 
With suar spears off myghtte tre. 

The cum in on every syde; 

Thrughe our Yngglyshe archery 115 

Gave many a wounde fulle wyde; 
Many a doughet^ the garde to dy. 

Which ganyde them no pryde. 

The Ynglyshe men let ther boys be. 

And pulde owt brandes that wer brighte: lao 

It was a hevy syght to se 

Bryght swordes on basnites lyght. 

Thorowe ryche male and myneyeple. 

Many sterne the strocke done streght; 
Many a freyke that was fulle fre 125 

Ther undar foot dyd lyght. 

At last the Duglas and the Pers^ met, 

Lyk to captayns of myght and of mayne: 

The swapte togethar tylle the both swat, 

With swordes that wear of fyn myllan. 130 

Thes worths freckys for to fyght, 

Ther-to the wear fulle fayne, 
Tylle the bloode owte off thear basnetes sprente, 

As ever dyd heal or rayn. 
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'•Yeldc the, Pcrsc." saydc the Doglas, 135 

"And i f eth I shalle the brynge 
Wher thowe shalte have a yerls wagis 
Of Jamy our Skottish kynge. 



Thoue shalte have thy ransom fre, 

I hight the hear this thinge; 140 

For the manfullyste man yet art thowe 

That ever I conqneryd in filde fighttynge." 



"Nay," sayd the Lord Perse, 

"I tolde it the befome« 
That I wolde never yeldyde be 14S 

To no man of a woman bom." 

With that ther cam an arrowe hastely, 

Forthe off a myghtte wane; 
Hit hathe strekene the Yerle Duglas 

In at the brest-bane. 150 

Thorowe lyvar and longes bathe 

The sharpe arrowe ys gane, 
That never after in all his lyffe-days 

He spayke mo wordes but ane: 
That was, "Fyghte ye, my myrry men, whyllys ye 

may, I55 

For my lyff-days ben gan." 

The Perse leanyde on his brande, 

And sawe the Duglas de; 
He tooke the dede mane by the hande, 

And sayd, "Wo ys me for the! 160 

"To have savyde thy lyffe, I wolde have partyde with 

My landes for years thre. 
For a better man, of hart nare of hande. 
Was nat in all the north contre.** 

Off all that se a Skottishe knyght, 165 

Was callyd Ser Hewe the Monggombyrry : 

He sawe the Duglas to the deth was dyght; 
He spendyd a spear, a trusti tre. 
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He rod uppone a corsiare 

Throughe a hondrith archery; 170 

He never stynttyde, nar never blane, 

Tylle he cam to the good Lord Perse. 

He set uppone the Lorde Perse 

A dynte that was full soare; 
With a suar spear of a myghtte tre 175 

Qean thorow the body he the Pers^ her, 

A the tothar syde that a man myght se 

A large cloth-yard and mare. 
Towe bettar captayns wear nat in Cristiant^ 

Then that day slan wear ther. 180 

An archar ofiF Northomberlonde 

Say slean was the Lord Perse: 
He bar a bende bowe in his hand, 

Was made off trusti tre. 

An arow, that a cloth-yarde was lang, 185 

To the harde stele halyde he; 
A dynt that was both sad and soar 

He sat on Ser Hewe the Monggombyrry. 

The dynt 3rt was both sad and sar, 

That he of Monggomberry sete; 190 

The swane-fethars that his arrowe bar, 

With his hart-blood the wear wete. 

Ther was never a freake wone foot wolde fle» 

But still in stour dyd stand, 
Heawyng on yche othar, whylle the myghte dre, 195 

With many a balfull brande. 

This battell begane in Chyviat 

An owar befor the none; 
And when even-songe bell was rang, 

The battell was nat half done. 200 

The tocke .... on ethar hande 

Be the lyght off the mone ; 
Many hade no strenght for to stande, 

In Chyviat the hillys abon. 
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Of fifteen hondrith archars of Ynglonde 205 

Went away but seventi and thre; 
Of twenti hondrith spear-men of Skotlonde, 

But even five and fifti. 

But all wear slayne Cheviat within; 

The hade no strengthe to stand on hy: 210 

The chylde may rue that ys unbome; 

It was the mor pittL 

Thear was slayne, withe the Lord Pers^ 

Sir Johan of Agerstone, 
Ser Rogar, the hinde Hartly, 215 

Ser Wyllyam, the bolde Hearone. 

Ser Jorg, the worths Louml^, 

A knyghte of great renowen, 
Ser Raff, the ryche Rugbe, 

With dyntes wear beaten dowene. 220 

For Wetharryngton my harte was wo. 

That ever he sla3me shulde be; 
For when both his leggis wear hewyne in to. 

Yet he knyled and fought on hys kny. 

Ther was slayne, with the dougheti Duglas, 225 

Ser Hewe the Monggombyrry, 
Ser Davy Lwdale, that worths was; 
His sistars son was he. 

Ser Charls a Murr^ in that place. 

That never a foot wolde fie; 230 

Ser Hewe Maxwelle, a lorde he was. 

With the Doglas dyd he dey. 

So on the morrowe the mayde them byears 

Off birch and hasell so gray: 
Many wedous, with wepyng tears, 235 

Cam to fache ther makys away. 

Tivydale may carpe off care, 

Northombarlond may mayk great mon, 
For towe such captayns as sla3me wear thear 

On the march-parti shall never be non. 240 
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Word ys commen to Eddenburrowc, 

To Jamy the Skottische kynge, 
That dougheti Duglas, lyff-tenant of the inarches. 

He lay slean Chyviot within. 

His handd^ dyd he weal and wryng; 245 

He sayd, "Alas, and woe ys me! 
Such an othar captayn Skotland within," 

He sayd, "ye-feth shuld never be." 

Worde ys commyn to lovly Londone, 

Till the fourth Harry our kynge, 250 

That Lord Pers^ leyff-tenante of the marchis. 

He lay slayne Chyviat within. 

God have merci on his solle," sayde Kyng Harry, 

"Good Lord, yf Thy will it be ! 
I have a hondrith captayns in Ynglonde," he sayd, 255 

"As good as ever was he; 
But, Perse, and I brook my lyffe, 
Thy deth well quyte shall be." 

As our noble kynge mayd his avowe, 

Lyke a noble prince of renowen, 260 

For the deth of the Lord Pers^ 

He dyde the battell of Hombyll-down ; 

Wher syx and thritt^ Skottishe knyghtes 

On a day wear beaten down: 
Glendale glytteryde on ther armor bryght, 265 

Over castille, towar, and town. 

This was the hontynge off the Cheviat, 

That tear begane this spurn: 
Old men that knowen the grownde well yenoughe 

Call it the battell of Otterburn. 270 

At Otterburn begane this spume 

Uppone a Monnynday: 
Ther was the doughty Doglas slean; 

The Pers^ never went away. 



Ther was never a tym on the marche-partes 275 

Sen the Doglas and the Pers^ met. 
But yt ys mervele and the rede blude ronne not. 

As the reane doys in the stret. 



224 ENGUSH POEMS 



Jhesne Crist our balys bete. 

And to the blys us bryngel 280 

Thus was the hountynge of the Chivyat: 

God send ns alle good endyngi 

JOHNIE COCK 

Johny he has risen up i the mom. 

Calls for water to wash his hands; 
But little knew he that his bloody hounds 

Were bound in iron bands, bands. 

Were bound in iron bands. 5 

Johny's mother has gotten word o that. 

And care-bed she has taen: 
'O Johny, for my benison, 

I beg youl stay at hame; 
For the wine so red and the well-baken bread, 10 

My Johny shall want nane. 

'There are seven forsters at Pickeram Side, 

At Pickeram where they dwell; 
And for a drop of thy heart's bluid 

They wad ride the fords of hell." 15 

Johny he's gotten word of that, 

And he's turnd wondrous keen; 
He's put off the red Scarlett, 

And he's put on the Lincolm green. 

With a sheaf of arrows by his side, 20 

And a bent bow in his hand. 
He's mounted on a prancing steed. 

And he has ridden fast oer the strand. 

He's up i Braidhouplee, and down i Bradyslee, 

And under a buss o broom; 25 

And there he found a good dun deer. 
Feeding in a buss of ling. 

Johny shot, and the dun deer lap. 

And she lap wondrous wide. 
Until they came to the wan water, 30 

And he stemd her of her pride. 
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He 'as taen out the little pen-knife 

('Twas full three quarters long), 
And he has taen out of that dun deer 

The liver bot and the tongue. 35 

They eat of the flesh, and they drank of the blood, 

And the blood it was so sweet. 
Which caused Johny and his bloody hounds 

To fall in a deep sleep. 

By then came an old palmer, 40 

And an ill death may he die! 
For he's away to Pickram Side 

As fast as he can drie. 

"What news, what news?" says the seven forsters; 

"What news have ye brought to me?" 45 

"I have noe news," the palmer said, 

"But what I saw with my eye. 

"High up i Bradyslee, low down i Bradisslee, 

And under a buss of scroggs, 
O there I spied a well-wight man, 50 

Sleeping among his dogs. 

"His coat it was of light Lincolm, 
And his breeches of the same. 
His shoes of the American leather. 

And gold buckles tying them." 55 

Up bespake the seven forsters. 

Up bespake they ane and a': 
"O that is Johny o Cockleys Well, 
And near him we will draw." 



O, the first y stroke that they gae him, 60 

They struck him off by the knee. 
Then up bespake his sister's son: 
**0 the next '11 gar him die!" 

"O some they count ye well-wight men. 

But I do count ye nane; 65 

For you might well ha wakend me, 
And askd gin I wad be taen. 
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"The wildest wolf in aw this wood 

Wad not ha done so by me: 
She'd ha wet her foot ith wan wzttr. 

And sprinkled it oer my brae; 
And if that wad not ha wakend me. 
She wad ha gone and let me be. 

"O bows of yew, if ye be true. 

In London, where ye were bought. 
Fingers five, get up belive! 

Manhuid shall fail me nought." 

He has killd the seven forsters. 
He has killd them all but ane; 

And that wan scarce to Pickeram Side, 
To carry the bode-words hame. 

"Is there never a boy in a' this wood 

That will tell what I can say; 
That will go to Cockleys Well, 
Tell my mither to fetch me away?" 

There was a boy into that wood. 
That carried the tidings away; 

And many ae was the well-wight man 
At the fetching o Johny away. 



70 



75 



8o 



85 



JOCK O THE SIDE 

Peeter a Whifeild he hath slaine, 

And John a Side he is tane, 
And John is bound both hand and foote. 

And to the New Castle he is gone. 

But tydinges came to the Sybill o the Side, 
By the water-side as shee rann; 

Shee tooke her kirtle by the hem, 
And fast shee runn to Mangerton. 



The lord was sett downe at his meate; 
When these tydings shee did him tell. 
Never a morsell might he eate. 



10 
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But lords the wrunge their fingars white, 
Ladyes did pull themselves by the haire. 

Crying, "Alas and weladay! 15 

For John o the Side wee shall never see more. 

"But wee *le goe sell our droves of kine, 

And after them our oxen sell. 
And after them our troopes of sheepe, 

But wee will loose him out of the New Castell/* ao 

But then bespake him Hobby Noble, 

And -spoke these words wonderous hye: 

Sayes, "Give me five men to my selfe. 

And I 'le f eitch John o the Side to thee." 

"Yea, thou 'st have five. Hobby Noble, 25 

Of the best that are in this countrye; 
I 'le give thee five thousand, Hobby Noble, 
That walke in Tyvidale, trulye." 

"Nay, I'le have but five," saies Hobby Noble, 

"That shall walke away with mee: 30 

Wee will ryde like noe men of warn 
But like poore badgers wee wilbe." 

They stuffet up all their baggs with straw. 

And their steeds barefoot must bee: 
"Come on, my brcthcren," sayes Hobby Noble, 35 

"Come on your wayes, and goe with mee I" 

And when they came to Culerton ford, 
The water was up, they cold it not goe; 

And then they were ware of a good old man. 

How his boy and hee were at the plowe. 40 

"But stand you still," sayes Hobby Noble, 

"Stand you still heere at this shore. 
And I will ryde to yonder old man. 
And see where the gate it lyes ore. 

"But Christ you save, father!" quoth hee, 45 

"Crist both you save and sec! 
Where is the way over this flFord? 
For Christ's sake tell itt mee!" 
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'Btit I have dwelled heere three-score yeere, 

Soe have I done three-score and three; 50 

I never sawe man nor horsse goe ore. 
Except itt were a horse of tree." 

'Bnt fare thoa well, thoa good old man I 

The devill in hell I leave with thee; 
Noe better comfort heere this night 55 

Thow gives my bretheren heere and me." 

But when he came to his brether againe. 

And told this tydings full of woe. 
And then they found a well good gate. 

They might ryde ore by two and two. 60 

And when they were come over the fforde. 

All safe gotten att the last, 
Thankes be to God I" sayes Hobby Nobble, 

The worst of our perill is past" 






And then they came into Howbrame wood, 65 

And there then they found a tree. 
And cutt itt downe then by the roote; 

The lenght was thirty fFoote and three. 

And four of them did take the planke. 

As light as it had beene a iflee, 70 

And carryed itt to the New Castle, 

Where as John a Side did lye. 

And some did climbe up by the walls. 

And some did climbe up by the tree. 
Until! they came upp to the top of the castle, 75 

Where John made his moane trulye. 

He sayd, "God be with thee, Sybill o the Side! 
My owne mother thou art," quoth hee; 
"If thou knew this night I were here, 

A woe woman then woldest thou bee. 80 

"And fare you well, Lord Mangerton ! 

And ever I say God be with thee! 
For if you knew this night I were heere, 

You wold sell your land for to loose mee. 



BALLADS 



229 



'And fare thou well, Much, millers sonne! 85 

Much, miliars sonne, I say; 
Thou has beene better att merke midnight 

Then ever thou was att noone o the day. 

*And fare thou well, my good Lord Clough! 

Thou art thy fathers sonne and heire; 90 

Thou never saw him in all thy liffe 

But with him durst thou breake a speare. 

'Wee are brothers childer nine or ten. 

And sisters children ten or eleven: 
We never came to the feild to fight 95 

But the worst of us was counted a man." 

But then bespake him Hoby Noble, 

And spake these words unto him: 
Saies, ''Sleepest thou, wakest thou, John o the Side, 

Or art thou this castle within?" 100 



"But who is there," quoth John oth Side, 

"That knowes my name soe right and free?" 
"I am a bastard-brother of thine; 

This night I am comen for to loose thee." 

"Now nay, now nay," quoth John o the Side; 105 

"Itt ffeares me sore that will not bee; 
Ffor a pecke of gold and silver," John sayd, 
"In faith, this night, will not loose mee." 

But then bespake him Hobby Noble, 

And till his brother thus sayd hee: no 

Sayes, "Four shall take this matter in hand. 

And two shall tent our geldings ffree." 

Four did breake one dore without. 

Then John brake five himsell; 
But when they came to the iron dore, 115 

It smote twelve upon the bell. 

"Itt ffeares me sore," sayd Much the miller, 

"That heere taken wee all shalbee!" 
"But goc away, bretheren," sayd John a Side; 

"For ever, alas! this will not bee." 120 
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'IBot ffye upon tbctV sayd Hobbjr Noble; 

"Much the miDer, fye upon thee! 
It sore feares me," said Hobby Noble, 
"Man that thoa wilt never bee." 

But then he had Fflanders files two or three, 125 

And hee fyled downe that iron dore. 
And tooke John oat of the New Castle, 

And sayd, "Looke thoa never come heere more!' 
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When he had him fforth of the New Castle, 

"Away with me, John, thoa shah ryde!" ijo 

Bat ever, alas! itt cold not bee. 

For John cold neither sitt nor stryde. 

Bat then he had sheets two or three. 

And bound Johns boalts fast to his ffeete. 
And sett him on a well good steede; 135 

Himselfe on another by him seete. 

Then Hobby Noble smiled and loughe. 

And spoke these worde in mickle pryde: 
"Thou sitts soe finely on thy geldinge 

That, John, thou rydes like a bryde." 140 

And when they came thorrow Howbrame towne, 

Johns horsse there stumbled at a stone: 
"Out and alas!" cryed Much the miller, 
"John, thou 'le make us all be tane!" 

"But fye upon thee!" saies Hobby Noble, 145 

"Much the miliar, fye on thee! 
I know full well," sayes Hobby Noble, 
"Man that thou wilt never bee." 

And when the came into Howbrame wood. 

He had Fflanders files two or three 150 

To file Johns bolts beside his ffeete. 
That hee might ryde more easily e. 

Sayes, "John, now leape over a steede!" 

And John then hee lope over five: 
"I know well," sayes Hobby Noble, 155 

"John, thy fiFellow is not alive." 
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Then he brought him home to Mangerton: 

The lord then he was att his meate; 
But when John o the Side he there did see, 

For faine hee cold noe more eate. 160 

He sayes, "Blest be thou. Hobby Noble, 

That ever thou wast man borne! 
Thou hast feitched us home good John oth Side, 

That was now cleane ffrom us gone." 



SIR PATRICK SPENS 

The king sits in Dumferling toune, 

Drinking the blude-reid wine: 
"O, whar will I get guid sailor. 
To sail this schip of mine?" 

Up and spak an eldern knicht, 5 

Sat at the kings richt kne: 
"Sir Patrick Spence is the best sailor 
That sails upon the se." 

The king has written a braid letter 

And signd it wi his hand, 10 

And sent it to Sir Patrick Spence, 

Was walking on the sand. 

The first line that Sir Patrick red, 

A loud lauch lauched he; 
The next line that Sir Patrick red, 15 

The teir blinded his ee. 

"O, wha is this has don this deid. 

This ill deid don to me. 
To send me out this time o' the yeir, 

To sail upon the se? 20 

"Mak hast, mak haste, my mirry men all; 

Our guid schip sails the morne." 
"O, say na sae, my master deir, 

For I feir a deadlie storme. 
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'Late, late yestreen I saw the new moone, 25 

Wi the auld moone in hir arme; 
And I feir, I feir, my deir master. 

That we will cum to harme." 

O, our Scots nobles wer richt laith 

To weet their cork-heild schoone; 30 

Bot lang owre a' the play wer playd, 

Thair hats they swam aboone. 

O, lang, lang may their ladies sit, 

Wi thair fans into their hand. 
Or eir they se Sir Patrick Spence 35 

Cum sailing to the land. 

O, lang, lang may the ladies stand, 

Wi thair gold kerns in their hair. 
Waiting for thair ain deir lords. 

For they'll se thame na mair. 40 

Haf owre, haf owre to Aberdour, 

It 's fiftie fadom deip, 
And thair lies guid Sir Patrick Spence, 

Wi the Scots lords at his feit. 



SIR HUGH, OR THE JEW'S DAUGHTER 

Four and twenty bonny boys 

Were playing at the ba; 
And by it came him sweet Sir Hugh, 

And he playd oer them a'. 

He kickd the ba with his right foot, 5 

And catchd it wi his knee; 
And throuch-and-thro the Jew's window 
He gard the bonny ba flee. 

He's doen him to the Jew's castell. 

And walkd it round about; 10 

And there he saw the Jew's daughter 

At the window looking out. 
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Throw down the ba, ye Jew's daughter. 

Throw down the ba to me!" 
Never a bit," says the Jew's daughter, 15 

"Till up to me come ye." 

How will I come up? How can I come up? 

How can I come to thee? 
For as ye did to my auld father. 

The same ye'U do to me." ao 

She's gane till her father's garden, 

And pu'd an apple, red and green: 
'Twas a' to wyle him, sweet Sir Hugh, 

And to entice him in. 

She's led him in through ae dark door, 25 

And sae has she thro nine; 
She 's laid him on a dressing-table. 

And stickit him like a swine. 

And first came out the thick, thick blood. 

And syne came out the thin, 30 

And syne came out the bonny heart's blood: 
There was nae mair within. 

She's rowd him in a cake o lead. 

Bade him lie still and sleep; 
She's thrown him in Our Lady's draw-well, 35 

Was fifty fathom deep. 

When bells were rung, and mass was sung, 

And a' the bairns came hame. 
When every lady gat hame her son. 

The Lady Maisry gat nane. 40 

She's taen her mantle her about, 

Her coffer by the hand, 
And she's gane out to seek her son. 

And wanderd oer the land. 

She 's docn her to the Jew's castell, 45 

Where a' were fast asleep: 
"Gin ye be there, my sweet Sir Hugh, 
I pray you to me speak." 
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She's doen her to the Jew's garden. 

Thought he had been gathering fruit: 50 

Gin ye be there, my sweet Sir Hugh, 

I pray you to me speak." 



She neard Our Lady's deep draw-well. 

Was fifty fathom deep: 
**Whareer ye be, my sweet Sir Hugh, 55 

I pray you to me speak." 

"Gae hame, gae hame, my mither dear. 

Prepare my winding sheet; 
And at the back o merry Lincoln 

The morn I will you meet." 60 

Now Lady Maisry is gane hame. 

Made him a winding sheet; 
And at the back o merry Lincoln 

The dead corpse did her meet. 

And a' the bells o merry Lincoln 65 

Without men's hands were rung, 
And a' the books o merry Lincoln 

Were read without man's tongue, 
And neer was such a burial 

Sin Adam's days begun. 70 



THE THREE RAVENS 

There were three ravens sat on a tree, 
Downe a downe, hay down, hay downe; 

There were three ravens sat on a tree, 
With a downe; 

There were three ravens sat on a tree, 5 

They were as blacke as they might be. 

With a downe derrie, derrie, derrie, downe, downe. 

The one of them said to his mate, 
"Where shall we our breakcfast take?" 

"Downe in yonder greene field 10 

There lies a knight slain under his shield. 
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"His hounds they lie downe at his feete, 
So well they can their master keepe. 

"His haukes they flie so eagerly 
There's no fowle dare him come nie." 15 

Downe there comes a fallow doe, 
As great with yong as she might goe. 

She lift up his bloudy hed, 

And kist his wounds that were so red. 

She got him up upon her backe, 20 

And carried him to earthen lake. 

She buried him before the prime; 

She was dead herself e ere even-song time. 

God send every gentleman 

Such haukes, such hounds, and such a leman. 25 



EDWARD 

"Why dois your brand sae drap wi bluid, 

Edward, Edward? 
Why dois your brand sae drap wi bluid. 

And why sae sad gang yee, O?" 
"O, I hae killed my hauke sae guid, 5 

Mither, mither; 
O, I hae killed my hauke sae guid. 
And I had nae mair hot hee, O.'' 

Your haukis bluid was nevir sae reid, 

Edward, Edward; 10 

Your haukis bluid was nevir sae reid, 
My deir son, I tell thee, O." 
"O, I hae killed my reid-roan steid^ 

Mither, mither; 
0> I hae killed my reid-roan steid, 15 

That erst was sae fair and frie, O." 

^"Your steid was auld, and ye hae gat mair, 

Edward, Edward; 
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Your steid was auld, and ye hae gat mair: 

Sum other dulc ye drie, O." ao 

O, I hae killed my fadir deir, 

Mither, mither! 

O, I hae killed my fadir deir! 
Alas, and wae is mee, O!" 



"And whatten penance wul ye drie, for that, 25 

Edward, Edward? 
And whatten penance will ye drie, for that? 

My deir son, now tell me, O." 
"He set my feit in yonder boat, 

Mither, mither; 30 

He set my feit in yonder boat. 
And He fare ovir the sea, O." 

"And what wul ye doe wi your towirs and your ha, 

Edward, Edward? 
And what wul ye doe wi your towirs and your ha, 35 

That were sae fair to see, O?" 
"He let thame stand tul they doun fa, 

Mither, mither; 
He let thame stand tul they doun fa. 

For here nevir mair maun I bee, O." 40 

"And what wul ye leive to your bairns and your wife, 

Edward, Edward? 
And what wul ye leive to your bairns and your wife, 

Whan ye gang ovir the sea, O?" 
"The warldis room; late them beg thrae life, 45 

Mither, mither! 
The warldis room; late them beg thrae life, 
For thame nevir mair wul I see, O." 

"And what wul ye leive to your ain mither dear, 

Edward, Edward? 50 

And what wul ye leive to your ain mither dear? 

My deir son, now tell me, O." 
"The curse of hell frae me sail ye beir, 

Mither, mither! 
The curse of hell frae me sail ye beir, 55 

Sic counseils ye gave to me, O." 
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THE TWA SISTERS 

There was twa sisters in a bowr 

(Edinburgh, Edinburgh) ; 
There was twa sisters in a bowr 

(Stirling for ay) ; 
There was twa sisters in a bowr : 5 

There came a knight to be their wooer 

(Bonny Saint Johnston stands upon Tay). 

He courted the eldest wi glove an ring, 
But he lovd the youngest above a' thing. 

He courted the eldest wi brotch an knife, 10 

But lovd the youngest as his life. 

The eldest she was vexed sair, 
An much envi'd her sister fair. 

Into her bowr she could not rest: 

Wi grief an spite she almos brast. 15 

Upon a morning fair an clear. 
She cried upon her sister dear: 

"O sister, come to yon sea stran. 
An see our father's ships come to Ian. 
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She's taen her by the milk-white han, 20 

An led her down to yon sea stran. 

The youngest stood upon a stane: 
The eldest came an threw her in. 

She tooke her by the middle sma, 

An dashd her bonny back to the jaw. ' 25 

"O sister, sister, tak my han. 
An Ise mack you heir to a' my lant 

"O sister, sister, tak my middle. 
An yes get my goud and my gouden girdle! 

"O sister, sister, save my life, 30 

An I swear Ise never be nae man's wife!" 
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Toul fa the han that I should tadce! 
It twind me an my wardles make. 

**Ycmr cherry cheeks an yallow hair 
Gars me gae maiden for evermair." 35 

Sometimes she sank, an sometimes she swam. 
Till she came down yon bonny mill-dam. 

O, out it came the miller's son. 
An saw the fair maid swimmin in: 

"O father, father, draw your dam! 40 

Here's either a mermaid or a swan." 

The miller quickly drew the dam. 
And there he found a drownd woman. 

You coudna see her yallow hair 

For gold and pearle that were so rare. 45 

You coudna see her middle sma 

For gouden girdle that was sae braw. 

You coudna see her fingers white 
For gouden rings that was sae gryte. 

An by there came a harper fine, 50 

That harped to the king at dine. 

When he did look that lady upon, 
He sighd and made a heavy moan. 

He's taen three locks o her yallow hair, 

An wi them strung his harp sae fair. 55 

The first tune he did play and sing, 
Was "Farewell to my father, the King." 

The nextin tune that he playd s>'ne. 

Was "Farewell to my mother, the Queen." 

The lasten tune that he playd then, 60 

Was "Wae to my sister, fair Ellen." 
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THE CRUEL BROTHER 

A gentleman cam oure the sea 

(Fine flowers in the valley), 
And be has courted ladies three 

(With the light green and the yellow). 

One o them was clad in red: 5 

He asked if she wad be his bride. 

One o them was clad in green: 
He asked if she wad be his queen. 

The last o them was clad in white: 

He asked if she wad be his heart's delight. 10 

"Ye may ga ask my father, the King; 
Sae maun ye ask my mither, the Queen; 

"Sae maun ye ask my sister Anne; 
And dinna forget my brither John." 

He has asked her father, the King; 15 

And sae did he her mither, the Queen; 

And he has asked her sister Anne; 
But he has forgot her brother John. 

Her father led her through the ha; 

Her mither danced afore them a'; 20 

Her sister Anne led her through the closs; 
Her brither John set her on her horse. 

It's then he drew a little penknife, 
And he reft the fair maid o her life. 

Ride up, ride up," said the foremost man; 25 

I think our bride comes hooly on." 
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"Ride up, ride up," said the second man; 
"I think our bride looks pale and wan." 

Up than cam the gay bridegroom, 

And straucht unto the bride he cam. 30 

"Does your side-saddle sit awry? 
Or does your steed .... 
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''Or docs the rain nm in your gknre? 
Or wad ye cfanse anitfacr love?^ 

''The rain mns not in my giore, 35 

Nor will I e'er drase amther lore. 

''But O an I war at Saint Evron^s well. 
There I wad licht, and drink my fill! 

*'0h an I war at Saint ETron's doss» 
There I wad licfat; and bait my horse T* 4D 

Whan she cam to Saint ETron's well» 
She dongfat na licht to drink her iH 

Vwltan she cam to Saint ETron*s dos8» 
The bonny bride fell aff her horse: 

''What win ye leave to yonr father, the King?" 45 

''The milk-white steed that I ride on." 

"What win ye leave to your mother, the Qnccn?" 
"The bluidy robes that I have on.'* 

"What win ye leave to yonr sister Annc?^ 

"My gnde lord, to be wedded on." 50 

"What will ye leave to yonr brither John?*' 
"The gallows-pin to hang him on/ 
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"What wiU ye leave to yonr brither's wife?" 
"Grief and sorrow a* the days o her life." 

"What will ye leave to your brither's bairns?" 55 

"The meal-pock to hang oure the arms." 

Xow does she neither sigh nor groan: 
She lies aneath yon marble stone. 



BABYLOX, OR THE BONNIE BANKS O FORDIE 

There were three ladies lived in a bower, 

Eh vow bonnie, 
And they went out to pull a flower 

On the bonnie banks o Fordie. 
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They hadna pu'cd a flower but ane, 5 

When up started to them a banisht man. 

He 's taen the first sister by her hand, 

And he's turned her round and made her stand. 

It's whether will ye be a rank robber's wife. 

Or will ye die by my wee pen-knife?" 10 

It's I'll not be a rank robber's wife, 

But I '11 rather die by your wee pen-knife." 

He 's killed this may, and he 's laid her by 
For to bear the red rose company. 
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He 's taken the second ane by the hand, 15 

And he's turned her round and made her stand. 

"It 's whether will ye be a rank robber's wife, 
Or will ye die by my wee pen-knife?" 

"I '11 not be a rank robber's wife. 
But I '11 rather die by your wee pen-knife." 20 

He's killed this may, and he's laid her by 
For to bear the red rose company. 

He's taken the youngest ane by the hand. 

And he's turned her round and made her stand; 

Says, "Will ye be a rank robber's wife, 25 

Or will ye die by my wee pen-knife?" 

"I '11 not be a rank robber's wife. 
Nor will I die by your wee pen-knife; 

"For I hae a brother in this wood. 
And gin ye kill me. it 's he '11 kill thee." 30 

"What's thy brother's name? Come tell to me." 
"My brother's name is Baby Lon." 

"O sister, sister, what have I done! 
O, have I done this ill to thee I 

"O, since I 've done this evil deed, 3!5 

Good sail never be seen o me." 

He's taken out his wee pen-knife, 

And he's twyned himsel o his ain sweet life. 
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SWEET WILLIAM'S GHOST 

There came a ghost to Margret's door. 
With many a grievous groan; 

And ay he tirled at the pin, 
But answer made she none. 

*Is that my father Philip, 
Or is't my brother John? 

Or is't my true-love, Willy, 

From Scotland new come home?" 
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Tis not thy father Philip, 

Nor yet thy brother John; lo 

But *t is thy true-love, Willy, 
From Scotland new come home. 

"O sweet Margret, O dear Margret, 

I pray thee speak to me; 
Give me my faith and troth, Margret, 15 

As I gave it to thee." 

"Thy faith and troth thou's never get. 

Nor yet will I thee lend. 
Till that thou come within my bower 

And kiss my cheek and chin." 20 

**If I shoud come within thy bower, 

I am no earthly man; 
And shoud I kiss thy rosy lips, 
Thy days will not be lang. 

"O sweet Margret, O dear Margret, 25 

I pray thee speak to me; 
Give me my faith and troth, Margret, 
As I gave it to thee." 



"Thy faith and troth thou's never get, 

Nor yet will I thee lend, 30 

Till you take me to yon kirk 
And wed me with a ring." 

"My bones are buried in yon kirk-yard, 

Afar beyond the sea. 
And it is but my spirit, Margret, 35 

That's now speaking to thee." 
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She stretchd out her lilly-white hand, 
And, for to do her best, 
"Hae, there's your faith and troth, Willy; 

God send your soul good rest!" 40 

Now she has kilted her robes of green 

A piece below her knee. 
And a* the live-lang winter night 

The dead corp followed she. 

"Is there any room at your head, Willy, 45 

Or any room at your feet, 

Or any room at your side^ Willy, 

Wherein that I may creep?" 

"There's no room at my head, Margret, 

There's no room at my feet, 50 

There's no room at my side, Margret, 
My coffin's made so meet." 

Then up and crew the red, red cock, 
And up then crew the gray: 
" 'T is time, 't is time, my dear Margret, 55 

That you were going away." 

No more the ghost to Margret said. 

But with a grievous groan 
Evanishd in a cloud of mist. 

And left her all alone. 60 

"O stay, my only true-love, stay!" 
The constant Margret cry'd: 
Wan grew her cheeks, she closd her een, 
Stretchd her soft limbs, and dy'd. 



LORD THOMAS AND FAIR ANNET 

Lord Thomas and Fair Annet 

Sate a' day on a hill; 
Whan night was cum, and sun was sett 

They had not talkt their fill. 
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"No, I will tak my mithcr's counsel. 

And marrie me owt o hand; 
And I will tak the nut-browne bride: 
Fair Annet may leive the land." 

Up then rose Fair Annet's father, 45 

Twa hours or it wer day, 
And he is gane into the bower 

Wherein Fair Annet lay. 

"Rise up, rise up, Fair Annet," he says; 

"Put on your silken sheene: 50 

Let us gae to St. Marie's kirke. 
And see that rich weddeen." 

"My maides, gae to my dressing-roome. 

And dress to me my hair; 
Whaireir yee laid a plait before, 55 

See yee lay ten times mair. 

"My maides, gae to my dressing-room, 
And dress to me my smock; 
The one half is o the holland fine. 

The other o needle-work." 60 

The horse Fair Annet rade upon. 

He amblit like the wind; 
Wi siller he was shod before, 

Wi burning gowd behind. 

Four and twanty siller bells 65 

Wer a' tyed till his mane; 
And yae tift o the norland wind, 

They tinkled ane by ane. 

Four and twanty gay gude knichts 

Rade by Fair Annet's side, 70 

And four and twanty fair ladies, 

As gin she had bin a bride. 

And whan she cam to Marie's kirk, 

She sat on Marie's stean: 
The cleading that Fair Annet had on, 75 

It skinkled in their een. 
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And whan she cam into the kirk, 

She shimmerd like the sun; 
The belt that was about her waist 

Was a' wi pearles bedone. 80 

She sat her by the nut-browne bride; 

And her een they wer sae clear. 
Lord Thomas he clean forgat the bride 

Whan Fair Annet drew near. 

He had a rose into his hand; 85 

He gae it kisses three. 
And, reaching by the nut-browne bride. 

Laid it on Fair Annet's knee. 

Up than spak the nut-browne bride; 

She spak wi meikle spite: 90 

"And whair gat ye that rose-water, 
That does mak yee sae white?" 

"O I did get the rose-water 

Whair ye wull neir get nane, 
For I did get that very rose-water 95 

Into my mither's wame." 

The bride she drew a long bodkin 

Frae out her gay head-gear, 
And strake Fair Annet unto the heart. 

That word spak nevir main 100 

Lord Thomas he saw Fair Annet wex pale. 

And marvelit what mote bee; 
But whan he saw her dear heart's blude, 

A* wood-wroth wexed hee. 

He drew his dagger, that was sae sharp, 105 

That was sae sharp and meet. 
And drave it into the nut-browne bride. 

That fell deid at his feit. 
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Now stay for me, dear Annet!" he sed; 

Now stay, my dear!" he cry*d; no 

Then strake the dagger untill his heart, 

And fell deid by her side. 
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Lord Thomas was buried without kirk-wa, 

Fair Annet within th« quiere; 
And o the tane thair grew a birk, 115 

The other a bonny briere. 

And ay they grew, and ay they threw, 

As they wad faine be neare; 
And by this ye may ken right weil 

They were twa luvers deare. 120 



KEMP OWYNE 

Her mother died when she was young, 

Which gave her cause to make great moan : 

Her father married the warst woman 
That ever lived in Christendom. 

She served her with foot and hand, 5 

In every thing that she could dee; 
Till once, in an unlucky time, 

She threw her in ower Craigy's sea; 

Says, "Lie you there, dove Isabel, 

And all my sorrows lie with thee, 10 

Till Kemp Owync come ower the sea. 

And borrow you with kisses three: 
Let all the warld do what they will. 

Oh, borrowed shall you never be." 

Her breath grew Strang, her hair grew lang, 15 

And twisted thrice about the tree; 
And all the people, far and near, 

Thought that a savage beast was she. 

These news did come to Kemp Owync, 

Where he lived far beyond the sea; 20 

He hasted him to Craig/s sea, 

And on the savage beast lookd he. 

Her breath was Strang, her hair was lang. 

And twisted was about the tree; 
And with a swing she came about: 25 

'Come to Craig/s sea, and kiss with me. 
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"Here is a royal bdt," she cried» 

"That I have found in the green sea; 
And while your body it is on. 

Drawn shall your blood never be: 30 

But if you touch me^ tail or fin, 

I vow my belt your death shall be." 

He stepped in, gave her a kiss; 

The royal belt he brought him wi. 
Her breath was Strang, her hair was lang, 35 

And twisted twice about the tree; 
And with a swing she came about: 

'G>me to Craigy's sea, and kiss with me. 



*tt 



'Here is a royal ring," she said, 

"That I have found in the green sea; 40 

And while your finger it is on. 

Drawn shall your blood never be: 
But if you touch me, tail or fin, 

I swear my ring your death shall be." 

He stepped in, gave her a kiss; 45 

The royal ring he brought him wi. 
Her breath was Strang, her hair was lang, 

And twisted ance about the tree; 
And with a swing she came about: 
"Come to Craigy's sea, and kiss with me. 50 



« 
it 



Here is a royal brand," she said. 

That I have found in the green sea ; 
And while your body it is on. 

Drawn shall your blood never be: 
But if you touch me, tail or fin, 55 

I swear my brand your death shall be." 

He stepped in, gave her a kiss; 

The royal brand he brought him wi. 
Her breath was sweet, her hair grew short. 

And twisted nane about the tree; 60 

And smilingly she came about, 

As fair a woman as fair could be. 
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THOMAS RYMER 

True Thomas lay oer yond grassy bank; 

And he beheld a ladk gay, 
A ladie that was brisk and bold^ 

Come riding oer the fernie brae. 

Her skirt was of the grass-green silk, 5 

Her mantle of the velvet fine; 
At ilka tett of her horse's mane 

Hung fifty silver bells and nine. 

True Thomas he took off his hat. 

And bowed him low down till his knee : 10 

**A11 hail, thou mighty Queen of Heaven! 
For your peer on earth I never did see." 

"O no, O no. True Thomas," she says, 
"That name does not belong to me; 
I am but the queen of fair Elfland, 15 

And I *m come here for to visit thee. 



"But ye maun go wi me now, Thomas; 

True Thomas, ye maun go wi me. 
For ye maun serve me seven years, 

Thro weel or wae as may chance to be." 20 

She turned about her milk-white steed. 

And took True Thomas up behind; 
And aye wheneer her bridle rang, 

The steed flew swifter than the wind. 

For forty days and forty nights 25 

He wade thro red blude to the knee; 
And he saw neither sun nor moon. 

But heard the roaring of the sea. 

O, they rade on and further on, 

Until they came to a garden green: jo 

"Light down, light down, ye ladie free; 
Some of that fruit let me pull to thee." 
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"O no, O no. True Thomas," she sajrs, 
"That fruit maun not be touched by thee, 
For a' the plagues that are in hell 35 

Light on the fruit of this countrie. 



"But I have a loaf here in my lap. 

Likewise a bottle of claret wine; 
And now, ere we go farther on. 

We 11 rest a while, and ye may dine." 40 

When he had eaten and drunk his fill, 
"Lay down your head upon my knee," 
The lady sayd, "ere we climb yon hill. 
And I will show you fairlies three. 

"O see not ye yon narrow road, 45 

So thick beset wi thorns and briers? 
That is the path of righteousness, 
Tho after it but few enquires. 

"And see not ye that braid braid road, 

That lies across yon lillie leven? 50 

That is the path of wickedness, 

Tho some call it the road to heaven. 

"And see not ye that bonny road. 

Which winds about the fernie brae? 
That is the road to fair Elfland, 55 

Where you and 1 this night maun gae. 

"But Thomas, ye maun hold your tongue. 

Whatever you may hear or see; 
For gin ae word you should chance to speak, 

You will neer get back to your ain countrie." 60 

He has gotten a coat of the even cloth, 

And a pair of shoes of velvet green; 
And till seven years were past and gone. 

True Thomas on earth was never seen. 
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THE WEE WEE MAN 

As I was wa'king all alone. 

Between a water and a wa. 
And there I spy'd a wee wee man. 

And he was the least that ere I saw. 

His legs were scarce a shathmont's length, 5 

And thick and thimber was his thigh; 

Between his brows there was a span, 

And between his shoulders there was three. 

He took up a meikle stane. 

And he flang't as far as I could see: 10 

Though I had been a Wallace wight, 

I couldna liften't to my knee. 

"O wee wee man, but thou be Strang! 

O, tell mc where thy dwelling be." 
"My dwelling's down at yon bonny bower; 15 

O, will you go with mc and see?" 

On we lap, and awa we rade, 

Till we came to yon bonny green ; 
We lighted down for to bait our horse, 

And out there came a lady fine. 20 

Four and twenty at her back. 

And they were a' clad out in green: 
Though the King of Scotland had been there. 

The warst o' them might hae been his queen. 

On we lap, and awa we rade, 25 

Till we came to yon bonny ha, 
Whare the roof was o the beaten gould. 

And the floor was o the cristal a'. 

When we came to the stair-foot, 

Ladies were dancing, jimp and sma; jo 

But in the twinkling of an eye 

My wee wee man was clean awa. 
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MARY HAMILTON 

Word's gane to the kitchen. 
And word's gane to the ha. 

That Marie Hamilton gangs wi bairn 
To the hichest Stewart of a'. . . . 



She 's tyed it in her apron, 

And she's thrown it in the sea; lo 

Says, "Sink ye, swim ye, bonny wee babe. 

You '1 neer get mair o me." 

Down then cam the auld Queen, 
Goud tassels tying her hair: 
**0 Marie, where 's the bonny wee babe 15 

That I heard greet sae sair?" 

"There never was a babe intill my room; 

As little designs to be; 
It was but a touch o my sair side. 

Come oer my fair bodie." 20 

"O Marie, put on your robes o black, 

Or else your robes o brown, 
For ye maun gang wi me the night, 
To see fair Edinbro town." 

"I winna put on my robes o black, 25 

Nor yet my robes o brown; 
But I '11 put on my robes o white, 
To shine through Edinbro town." 

When she gaed up the Cannogate, 

She laughd loud laughters three; 30 

But whan she cam down the Cannogate, 

The tear blinded her ee. 

When she gaed up the Parliament stair, 

The heel cam aflf her shee; 
And lang or she cam down again 35 

She was condemnd to dee. 

When she cam down the Cannogate, 
The Cannogate sae free. 
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Many a ladie lookd oer her window. 

Weeping for this ladie. 40 

"Ye need nae weep for me," she says, 
"Ye need nae weep for me; 
For had I not slain mine own sweet babe. 
This death I wadna dee. 

"Bring me a bottle of wine," she says, 45 

"The best that cer ye hae, 
That I may drink to my weil-wishers. 
And they may drink to me. 

"Here *s a health to the jolly sailors 

That sail upon the main; 50 

Let them never let on to my father and mother 
But what I 'm coming hame. 

"Here's a health to the jolly sailors 

That sail upon the sea; 
Let them never let on to my father and mother 55 
That I cam here to dee. 

"Oh little did my mother think, 

The day she cradled me. 
What lands I was to travel through. 

What death I was to dee. 60 

"Oh little did my father think, 

The day he held up me. 
What lands I was to travel through. 
What death I was to dee. 

"Last night I washd the Queen's feet, 65 

And gently laid her down; 
And a' the thanks I've gotten the nicht. 
To be hanged in Edinbro town I 

"Last nicht there was four Maries, 

The nicht there'll be but three; 70 

There was Marie Seton, and Marie Beton, 
And Marie Carmichael, and me." 
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BONNIE GEORGE CAMPBELL 

High upon HighlaiMls, 

And low apon Tay, 
Bonnie George Campbdl 

Rade out oo a day. 

Saddled and bridled 5 

And gallant rade he: 
Hame cam his guid horse. 

But never cam he. 

Out cam his auld mither. 

Greeting fu' sair; 10 

And out cam his bonnie bride. 

Riving her hair. 

Saddled and bridled 

And booted rade he: 
Toom hame cam the saddle, 15 

But never cam he. 

"My meadow lies green, 

And my com is unshorn, 
My bam is to build, 

And my babe is unborn." 20 

Saddled and bridled 

And booted rade he : 
Toom hame cam the saddle. 

But never cam he. 



MIRACLE PLAYS 

THE DELUGE 

God. I, God, that all the world have wrought, 
Heaven and earth, and all of nought, 
I see my people in deede and thought 

Are sett fowle in sinne. 
My ghost shall not lenge in maa 
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That through fleshie liking is my fone, 
But till VI skore yeares be gone, 
To loke if they will blynne. 

Manne that I made I will destroy. 

Beast, worme, and fowle to die; 10 

For one earthe they doe me nye, 

The folke that are theron. 
Hit harmes me so hartfullie^ 
The malyce that doth nowe multeply, 
That sore it greveth me inwardlie IS 

That ever I made manne. 

Therfore, Noe, my servant free, 
That righteous man art, as I see, 
A shipp sone thou shall make the 

Of trees drye and lighte. 20 

Little chambers therein thou make; 
And bynding sliche also thou take, 
With-in and out thou ne slake 

To anoynte it through all thy mighte. 

300 cubytes it shall be long, 25 

And 50 of breadeth, to mak it stronge; 
Of heighte 50: the mete thou fonge. 

Thus measure it about. 
One wyndow worch through thy wytte; 
One cubyte of length and breadeth make it: 30 

Upon the side a dore shall sit 

For to come in and out. 

Eating places thou make also. 

Three roofed chambers, one or two; 

For with water I thinke to flow 35 

Man that I can make. 
Destroyed all the world shalbe, 
Save thou; thy wife, thy sonnes three. 
And all there wives also with thee 

Shall saved be for thy sake. 40 

Noe. Ah, Lord! I thanke The lowd and still, 
That to me art in such will, 
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And spares mc and my house to spills 

As DOW I sothlie fynde. 
Thy bydding. Lord, I shall fulfill, 45 

And never more The grceve ne grill. 
That soche grace hast sent me till 

Among all manldnde. 

Hare done, yow men and women all! 

Helpe for ooght that may befall 50 

To worke this shipp, chamber and hall. 

As God hath bydden ns doe. 
Sem, Father, I am already bowne: 
Anne axe I have^ by my crowne. 
As sharpe as any in all this towne, 55 

For to goe there ta 

Ham. I have a hatchet wonder-kene 
To byte well, as may be scene; 
A better grownden, as I wcene. 

Is not in all this towne. 60 

Japhet, And I can well make a pyn. 
And with this hammer knock yt in; 
Goe and worche without more dynne. 

And I am ready bowne. 

Uxor Koe, And we shall bring tymber to, 65 

For wee men nothing els doe ; 
Women be weake to under foe 

Any great travayle. 
Uxor Sent. Here is a good hackstock; 
On this yow maye hew and knock. 70 

Shall non be idle in this flock, 

Ne now may no man fayle. 

Uxor Ham. And I will goe to gather sliche. 

The ship for to deane and piche; 

Anoynted >'t must be every stich, 75 

Board, tree, and pyn. 
Uxor Japhet. And I will gather chippes here 
To make a fire for yow in feere, 
And for to dight your dynner 

Against yow come in. 80 
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Tunc faciunt signa, quasi lahorarent cum diversis instrumentis. 

Noe, Now in the name of God I will begin 
To make the shippe that we shall in, 
That we be ready for to swym 

At the cominge of the flood. 
These hordes I joync here together, 85 

To kepe us safe from the wedder, 
That we may royv both hither and thider. 

And safe be from this floode. 

Of this tree will I make the mast, 

Tyde with gables that will last, 90 

With a sayle-yarde for each blast, 

And each thinge in ther kinde; 
With topcastle and bewsprytt, 
With coardes and ropes I have all meete, 
To sayle forth at the next weete. 95 

This shipp is at an ende. 

Tunc Noe iterum cum tota familia faciunt signa laborandi 

cum diversis instrumentis. 

Wife, in this castle we shall be keped: 
My childer and thou, I wold, in leaped. 
Uxor Noe, In faith, Noe, I had as lief thou sleppit ; 

For all thy frankish fare lOO 

I will not doe after thy red. 
Noe, Good wife, doe now as I the bydd! 
Uxor Noe, By Christ! not or I sec more neede, 

Though thou stand all the day and stare. 

Noe, Lord, that women be crabbed aye, 105 

And never are meke, that dare I sayc. 
This is well sene by me to daye. 

In witnes of yow each one. 
Good wife, let be all this beere 

That thou makes in this place here; no 

For all they wene thou art master — 

And so thou art, by St. John! 

Deus, Noe, take thou thy meanye, 
And in the shippe hye that yow be; 
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For none so righteous man to me 115 

Is now on earth Ijiviuge. 
Of deane beastes with thee thon take 
Seavcn and scaTcn, or thon slakc^ 
Hee and shee, make to make; 

Be lyre in that thon hringe 120 

Of beastes nndeane two and two, 
Male and female, without moe; 
Of deane fowles scaven alsoe» 

The hee and shee together; 
Of fowles nndeane two and no more, 125 

As I of beastes said before; 
That shalbe saved thronghe my lore. 

Against I send the wedder. 

Of all meates that must be eaten 

Into the ship loke there be getten, ijo 

For that no way may be foryeten; 

And doe all this bydeene. 
To sustayne man and beast therein. 
Aye till the water cease and blyn. 
This world is filled full of sj-nne, 135 

And that is now well sene. 

Seaven dayes be yet coming. 

You shall have space them in to bringe. 

After that is my lyking 

Mankinde for to nye: 140 

40 dayes and 40 nightes 
Rayne shall fall for ther unrightes; 
And that I have made through my mightes 

Now think I to destroye. 

Noe, Lord, at Your byddinge I am bayne, 145 

Sith non other grace will ga>'ne; 
Hit will fulfill fayne. 

For gratious I Thee fynde. 
A 100 wynters and 20 

This shipp making taried have I, 150 

If through amendment any mercye 

Wolde fall unto mankinde. 
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Have done, you men and women all! 

Hye you lest this water fall, 

That each beast were in his stall, 155 

And into the ship broughte: 
Of cleane beastes seaven shalbe, 
Of uncleane two; this God bade me. 
This floode is nye, well may we see, 

Therfore tary you noughte. 160 

Tunc Noe introibit archam, et famUia sua dahit et recitahit 
omnia animalia depicta in cartis; et, postquam unusquis- 
que suam locutus est partem, ihit in archam, uxore Noe 
txccpta; et animalia depicta cum verbis concordare de- 
tent; et sic incipiet primus filius: 

Sem. Syr, here are lyons, libardes in; 
Horses, marcs, oxen, and swyne, 
Geates, calves, sheepe, and Idne 

Here sitten thou may see. 
Ham, Camels, asses men may finde, 165 

Bucke, doe, harte, and hynde; 
And beastes of all manner kinde 

Here bene, as thinkes mee. 

Japhet, Take here cattes and doggs to. 

Otter, fox, fulmart also; 170 

Hares hopping gaylie can goe. 

Have cowle here for to eate. 
Uxor Noe. And here are beares, wolfes sett. 
Apes, owles, marmoset, 
Weesells, squirrels, and firret; I7S 

Here they eaten their meate. 

Uxor Sem. Yet more beastes are in this howse: 
Here cattis maken it full crowse; 
Here a rotten, here a mowse; 

They stand nye together. 180 

Uxor Ham. And here are f owles, les and more: 
Hearnes, cranes, and byttour, 
Swans, peacockes, and them before 

Meate for this wedder. 
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Vrnr Jacket. Here are codecs, kites* crowe3» 185 

Rookes, ravens, manj rowes, 
Dnckes, carlewes: wfao ever knowes 

Eadie ooe in his kinde? 
And here are doves, diggs, drakes; 
Redshankes nmninge tlirongfa tbe lakes; 190 

And each f owle that ledden makes 

In this shipp men may finde. 

Sot. Wife, come in! why standes thou here? 

Thou an ever froward, that dare I sweare. 

Come in. on Gods half! tyme yt were, 195 

For f eare lest that we drowne. 
Vtot Soc. Yra, sir. set np yow sayle 
And rowe forth with evill heale! 
For. without any fayle, 

I will not oat of this towne: aoo 

Bnt I have my gossips e\'erichon. 
Ore fooie further I will not gone; 
They shall not drowne, by St John, 

And I may save their lyfe! 
They loved me full well, by Christ! 205 

Fct thou wilt let them in thy chist. 
El 5 rowe forth. Noe, whether thou list, 

And get thee a new wife. 

.Vi\". Sem. Sonne, loe, thy mother is wraw. 

For sooth such another I do not know. 210 

5'rm. Father. I shall fett her in, I trow. 

Without any fayle. 
Mother, my father after thee send. 
And bydds the into yonder ship wend. 
Loke up and se the ^-ynde, 215 

For we be readye to sayle. 

Uxor Soc. Sonne, poe again to him and say 

I will not come therein to daye. 

-Vi>e\ Come in, wife, in 20 devills waye. 

Or els stand there without. 220 

Ham, Shall wee all fet her in? 
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Noe. Yea, sonnes, in Christs blessinge and myne: 
I would yow hyde yow betyme, 
For of this floode I am in doubte. 

The Good Gossopes, The flood comes in, full fleetinge 
f aste ; 225 

On every side it spredeth full fare; 
For feare of drowning I am agast! 

Good gossip, let us draw neare, 
And let us drinke or we depart, 

For often tymes we have done soe; 230 

For at a draught thou drinkes a quarte, 

And so will I doc or I goc. 

Japhet. Mother, we praye you altogether, 

For we are here your owne childer. 

Come into the ship for feare of the wcdder, 235 

For His love That you boughte. 
Uxor Noe. That will I not, for all your call, 
But I have my gossopes all. 
Sem. In feith, mother, yet you shall, 

Whether you will or not. 240 

Tunc ibit 

Noe, Welcome, wife, into this boate. 

Uxor Noe. And have thou that for thy mote! 

Et dot alapam vita? 

Noe. A! ha! mary, this is bote; 

It is good to be still. 
A! children, me thinkes my boate remeves; 245 

Our tarying here hugelie me greves; 
Over the lande the water spredes: 

God doe as He will! 

Ah, great God, That art so good. 

That worchis not Thie will is wood. 250 

Now all this world is on a flood, 

As I see well in sighte. 
This window I will shut anon, 
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And into my chamber will I gone 

Till this water, so greate one, 255 

Be slaked thronghe Thy migfate. 

Tunc Noe claudet fenestram archae; ei per modicmm spatmm 
infra tectum content psatmum "Save mee, O God"; et 
aperiens fenestram et respiciens: 

"Now 40 dayes are fullie gone. 

Send a raven I will anone. 

If oiigfat-wer« earth, tree, or stone 

Be drye in any place. 260 

And if this foule come not againe. 
It is a signe, soth to sayne. 
That drye it is on hill or playne. 

And God hath done some grace. 

Tunc dimittet corvum, et capiens columham in manibus dicat: 

Ah Lord, wherever this raven be 265 

Somewhere is drye, well I see; 
But yet a dove, by my lewtye. 

After I will sende: 
Thou wilt tume againe to me. 
For of all fowles that may flye 270 

Thou art most mdce and hend. 

Tunc emittet columham, et erit in nave alia columba ferens 
olivam in ore quam dimittet ex malo per funem in manus 

Noe; et postea dicat Noe: 
Ah Lord, blessed be Thou aye, 
That mc hast comfort thus to-day! 
By this sight I may well saye 

This flood beginnes to cease: 275 

My sweete dove to me brought base 
A branch of olyve from some place; 
This betokeneth God has done us some grace 

And is a signe of peace. 

Ah Lord, honoured most Thou be! 280 

All earthe dryes, now I see; 
But yet, tyll Thou comaunde me, 
Hence will I not hye. 
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All this water is awaye; 

Therfore, as sone as I maye, 285 

Sacryfice I shall doe, in faye, 
To Thee devoutlye. 

Deus, Noe, take thy wife anone, 

And thy children every one; 

Out of the shippe thou shalt gone, 290 

And they all with thee. 
Beastes and all that can flie 
Out anone they shall hye, 
On earth to grow and multeplyc: 

I will that yt be soe. 295 

Noe, Lord, I thanke The through Thy mighte! 
Thy bidding shall be done in height, 
And as fast as I may dighte 

I will doe Tihe honoure, 
And to Thee offer sacrifice; 300 

Therfore comes in all wise, 
For of these beastes that bene Hise 

Offer I will this stower. 

Tunc egrediens archam cum tota familia sua accipiet animalia 

sua et volucres et offeret ea et mactabit. 

Lord, God in majestye. 

That such grace hast graunted me, 305 

Where all was lorne, save to be, 

Therfore now I am bowne. 
My wife, my childer, my meanye. 
With sacrifice to honoure Thee 
With beastes, fowles, as Thou may see, 310 

I offer here right sone. 

Deus, Noe, to me thou arte full able. 

And thy sacrifice acceptable. 

For I have fownd thee trew and stable, 

On the now must I myn: 315 

Warry earth will I no more 
For mans synne, that greves me sore — 
For of youth man full yore 

Has byn end3med to syne. 
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Yoa shall now grow and iniihq>ly, 320 

And earth againe 70a cdefic 
Each beast and f owle that may file 

Shall be afrayd of yon: 
And fishe in sea that may flytte 

Shall sustesme yow, I yow bdiite ; 325 

To eate of them yow ne lett. 

That cleane bene yon may knowe. 

Thereas you have eaten before 

Grasse and rootes, sith yoo were bore. 

Of cleane beastes now, les and more, 330 

I geve yon leave to eate. 
Safe bloode and flesh, bothe in feare. 
Of wrong dead carren that is here; 
Eate not of that in no manere. 

For that aye yon shall let. 335 

Manslaughter also you shall flee, 
For that is not pleasant to me: 
That shedes bloode, he or shee, 

Ought-where amongst mankinde. 
That blood foule sheede shalbe 340 

And vengence have, that men shall se; 
Therfore beware now, all yce, 

You fall not in that synne. 

A forwarde now with thie I make. 

And all thy scede for thy sake, 345 

Of suche vengeance for to slake; 

For now I have my will. 
Here I behet the a heaste 
That man, woman, fowle, nc beaste. 
With water, while the world shall last, 350 

I wil no more spill. 

My bowe betwene you and me 

In the firmament shall beet 

By verey token that you may see 

That such vengeance shall cease; 355 

That man ne woman shall never more 
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Be wasted by water as is before: 
But for syn that greveth me sore, 
Therforc this vengeance was. 

Where cloudes in the welkin bene, 360 

That ilke bowe shall be sene 

In tokeninge that my wrath and tene 

Shall never this wroken be. 
The stringe is turned toward you 

And toward me is bent the bowe, 365 

That such wedder shall never showe; 

And this behett I thee. 

My blessing now I geve the here, 

To thee, Noe, my servant dere, 

For vengeance shall no more appearc. 370 

And now fare well, my darling dcere. 



ABRAHAM'S SACRIFICE 

Introitus Abrahe, etc. 

Abraham. Most myghty Makere of sunne and of mone, 

Kyng of kynges and Lord over alle, 
Allemyghty God in hcvjm trone, 

I The honowre and evyr more xal ! 
My Lord, my God! to The I kalle; 5 

With herty wylle, Lord, I The pray; 
I synfulle lyff Icte me nevyr falle, 

But lete me leve evyr to Thi pay! 

Abraham my name is kydde. 

And patryarke of age ful olde; 10 

And yit be the grace of God is bredde, 

In myn olde age, a chylde fulle bolde. 
Ysaac, lo! here his name is tolde. 

My swete sone that stondyth me by; 
Amonges alle chylderjm that walkjm on wolde 15 

A lovelyer chylde is non trewly. 

I thanke God with hert welle mylde 

Of His gret mercy and of His hey grace. 
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And prynccpaly ffor my suete chylde, 

That xal to me do gret solace. ao 

Now, suete sone, ffayre fare thi fface; 

Fful hertyly do I love the: 
Ffor trewe herty love now in this place. 

My swete childe, com, kysse now me. 

Ysaac. At youre byddynge your mouthe I kys. 25 

With lowly hcrt I yow pray, 
Youre fadyrly love lete me nevyr mysse, 

But blysse me, your chylde, bothe nyght and day. 
Abraham. Almyghty God, That best may. 

His dere blyssyng He graunt the! 30 

And my blyssyng thou have alle way, 

In what place that evyr thou be. 

Now, Ysaac, my sone so suete, 

Almyghty God loke thou honoure, 
Wiche That made bothe drye and wete, 35 

Shynyng sunne and scharpe schoure. 
Thu art my suete childe, and par amoure 

Fful wele in hertc do I the love: 
Loke that thin herte, in hevyn toure 

Be sett to serve oure Lord God above. 40 

In thi yonge lerne God to plese. 

And God xal quyte the weyl thi mede: 
Now, suete sone, of wordys these 

With alle thin hert thou take good hede. 
Now fare weyl, sone; God be thin spedel 45 

Evyn here at hom thou me abyde: 
I must go walkyn, ffor I have nede; 

I come agen withinne a tyde. 

Ysaac, I pray to God, Ffadjrr of myght. 

That He yow spede in alle your waye! 50 

From shame and shenshipp, day and nyht, 

God mote yow kepe in your jomay. 
Abraham. Now fare weylle, sone ! I the pray 

Evyr in thin hert loke God thou wynde, 
Hym to serve, bothe nyght and day. 55 

I pray to God sende the good mynde. 
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Ther may no man love bettjrr his childe 

Than Isaac is lovyd of me: 
Ahnyghty God, mercyful and mylde, 

Ffor my swete son I wurchyp The! 60 

I thank The, Lord, with hert ful fre, 

Ffor this fayr frute Thou hast me sent: 
Now gracyous God, wher so he be. 

To save my sone evyr more be bent ! 

Dere Lord, I pray to The also, 65 

Me to save for Thi serwaunte; 
And sende me grace nevyr for to do 

Thyng that xulde be to Thi displesaunte. 
Bothe ffor me and for myn infaunte, 

I pray The, Lord God, us to help! ffp 

Thy gracyous goodnes Thou us grawnt. 

And save Thi servaunt from helle qwelp! 

Angelas. Abraham, howl Abraham, 

Lyst and herke weylle onto me I 
Abraham, Al redy, sere, here I am; 75 

Telle me your wylle what that it be. 
Angelus. Almyghty God thus doth bydde the: 

Ysaac thi sone anon thou take. 
And loke hym thou slee anoon, lete sc; 

And sacrafice to God hym make. 80 

Thy welbelovyd childe thou must now kylle; 

To God thou offyr hym, as I say, 
Evyn upon yon hey hylle, 

That I the shewe here in the way. 
Tarye not be nyght nor day, 85 

But smertly thi gate thou goo: 
Upon yon hille thou knele and pray 

To God, and kylle the childe ther and scloo! 

Abraham, Now Goddys comaundement must nedys 
be done; 

Alle His wyl is wourthy to be wrought; 90 

But yitt the fadyr to scle the sone, 

Grett care it causyth in my thought 



268 ENGUSH POEMS 



In byttyr bale now am I broui^t 

My swete childe with knyf to kylle; 
But yit my sorwe avaylith ryght nowth, 95 

For nedys I must w«rke Godd]rs wylle. 

With evy hert I walke and wende. 

My child]rs deth now for to be; 
Now must the fadyr his suete sone schende: 

Alas! for ruthe it is pete I 100 

My swete sone, come hedyr to me; 

How, Isaac, my sone dere. 
Com to thi ffadyr, my childe so f re, 

Ff or we must wende to-gedyr in fere. 

Isaac. Alle redy, fadyr, evyn at your wyllc^ 105 

And at your byddyng I am yow by; 
With yow to walk ovyr dale and hille. 

At youre callyng I am redy. 
To the fadyr evyr most comly. 

It ovyth the childe evyr buxom to be: no 

I wyl obey, ful hertyly. 

To alle thyng that ye bydde me. 

Abraham. Now, son, in thi necke this fagot thou take. 

And this fyre here in thinne honde, 
Ffor we must now sacrefyse go make, 115 

Evyn aftyr the wylle of Goddys sonde. 
Take this brennyng bronde. 

My swete childe, and lete us go. — 
Ther may no man that levyth in londe 

Have more sorwe than I have wo! 120 

Ysaac. Ffayr fadyr, ye go ryght stylle; 

I pray yow, fadyr, speke onto me. 
Abraham. Mi gode childe, what is thi wylle? 

Telle me thyn hert, I pray to the. 
Ysaac. Ffadyr, fyre and wood here is plente, 125 

But I lean se no sacryfice; 
What ye xulde offre fayn wold I se. 

That it were don at the best avyse. 
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Abraham. God xal that ordeyn, That sjrtt in hevynne, 

My swetc sone, fFor this ofFryng: 130 

A derrere sacryfice may no man nempne 

Than this xal be, my dere derlyng. 
Ysaac. Lat be, good fadyr, your sad wepynge! 

Your hevy cher agrevyth me sore: 
Telle me, fadyr, your grett mornyng, 135 

And I xal seke sum help therfore. 

Abraham. Alas, dere sone! for nedys must me 

Evyn here the kylle, as God hath sent; 
Thyn owyn fadyr thi deth must be — 

Alas! that evyr this bowe was bent! 140 

With this fyre bryght thou must be brent; 

An aungelle seyd to me ryght so. 
Alas, my chylde! thou xalt be shent! 

Thi careful fadyr must be thi ffo! 

Ysaac. Almyghty God, of His grett mercye, 145 

Fful hertyly I thanke The sertayne! 
At Goddys byddyng here for to dye, 

I obeye me here for to be sclayne. 
I pray yow, fadyr, be glad and fayne, 

Trewly to werke Goddys wylle: 150 

Take good comforte to yow agayn. 

And have no dowte your childe to kylle. 

Ffor Godys byddyng forsothe it is, 

That I of yow my deth schulde take: 
Agens God ye don amys, ISS 

Hys byddyng yf ye xuld forsake. 
Yowre owyn dampnacion xulde ye bake. 

If ye me kepe from this reed : 
With your swerd my deth ye make. 

And werk evyrmore the wylle of God. 160 

Abraham. The wylle of God must nedys be done; 

To werke His wylle I seyd nevyr nay: 
But yit the ffadyr to sle the sone. 

My hert doth dynge and cleve as clay! 
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Ysaac. Yitt weike Godd]rs wylle, fadyr, I yow pray, 165 

And sle me here anoon forthe rygfat; 
And tume fro me your face away, 

Myne heed whan that ye xul of smyght 

Abraham, Alas, dere childel I may not chese; 

I mast nedys my swete sone kylle I 170 

My dere derlyng now must me lese; 

Myn owyn sybb blood now xal I spylle! 
Yitt this dede or I fulfylle^ 

My swete sone, thi month I kys. 
Ysaac. Al redy, fadyr! evyn at your wylle 175 

I do your byddyng, as reson is. 

Abraham, Alas, dere sone! here is no grace. 

But nedis ded now must thou be! 
With this kerchere I kvre thi face: 

In the tyme that I sle the, 180 

Thy lovely vesage wold I not se, 

Not for allc this wcrdlys good! 
With this swerd, that sore grevyth me, 

My childe I sle and spylle his blood! 

Angelus, Abraham! Abraham! thou fadyr frel 185 

Abraham. I am here redy: what is your wylle? 
Angelus. Extende thin hand in no degre! 

I bydde thou h>Tn not kylle! 
Here do I se by ryght good skylle 

Allem>'ghty God that thou dost drede, 190 

For thou sparyst nat thi sone to spylle: 

God wylle aqwhyte the welle thi mede! 

Abraham. I thank my God in hevjm above. 

And Hym honowre fir this grett grace! 
And that my Lord me thus doth prove, 195 

I wylle Hym wurchep in every place! 
My childys lyfF is my solace; 

I thank myn God evyr for his lyff! 
In sacrifice here or I hens pace, 

I sle this shepe with this same knyff. 200 
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Now this shepe is deed and slayn, 

With this fyre it xal be brent 
Of Isaac my sone I am ful fayn. 

That my swete childe xal not be shent. 
This place I name, with good entent, 205 

The hille of Godys vesytacion; 
Ffor hedyr God hath to us sent 

His comforte, aftyr grett trybulacion. 

Angelus, Herke, Abraham, and take good heydl 

By Hymself God hath thus swome, 210 

Ffor that thou woldyst a done this dede. 

He wylle the blysse bothe evyn and morne. 
Ffor thi dere childe thou woldyst have lorn. 

At Goddys byddyng, as I the telle, 
God hath sent the word befom 215 

Thi seed xal multyplye wher so thou duelle. 

As sterres in hevyn byn many and fele. 

So xal thi seed encrese and growe; 
Thou xalt ovyrcome, in welthe and wele, 

Alle thi fomen reknyd be rowe; 220 

As sond in the se doth ebbe and flowe. 

Hath cheselys many unnumerabylle. 
So xal thi sede, thou mayst me trowe, 

Encres and be evyr prophytabylle. 

Ffor to my speche thou dedyst obeye, 225 

Thyn enmyes portes thou shalt possede; 
And alle men on erthe, as I the seye, 

Thei xal be blyssed in thi sede. 
Almyghty God thus the wylle mede, 

Ffor that good wylle that thou ast done; 230 

Therfore thank God, in word and dede, 

Bothe thou thiself and Ysaac thi sone. 

Abraham. A ! my Lord God to wurchep on kne now I 
f alle ! 

I thank The, Lord, of Thi mercy ! 
Now, my swete childe, to God thou kalle, 235 

And thank we that Lord now hertylyl 
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Isaac. With lowfar hert to God I crje: 
I am His semant bofhe day and nygfat! 

I thank The, Lord, in heryn so hjghe. 

With hert, with thought, with mayn, with mjrght! 240 

Abraham. Gramercy, Lord, and Kyng of grace! 

Gramercy, Lord over lordys alle! 
Now my jojrc retamyth his trace, 

I thank The, Lord^ in hevyn Thin halle! 
Isaac. OvjT alle kynges crownyd Kyng, I The kalle I 245 

At Thi hyddyng to dye with knjrff, 
I was fful boxmn, evyn as Thi thralle: 

Lord, now I thank Th^ Thon granntyst me lyff. 

Abraham. Now we have wurchepyd oure hlyssyd 
Lc»^^ 

On groonde knelyng upon owe kne; 250 

Now lete us tweyn, sone, ben of on acorde. 

And goo walke horn into oure countre. 
Ysaac. Ffadyr, as ye wylle so xal it be; 

I am redy with yow to gon; 
I xal yow folwe with hert fulle fre; 255 

Alle that ye bydde me sone xal be don. 

Abraham. Now God, alle thyng of nowth That made, 

Evyr wurcheppyd He be on wat>T and londe! 
His gret honowre may nevyr more fade. 

In felde nor town, se nor on sonde! 260 

As althyng. Lord, Thou hast in honde. 

So save us alle, wher so we be; 
Whethyr we syttyn, walk, or stonde, 

Evyr on Thin handwerke Thou have pjrte! 



MORALITY PLAYS 

EVERYMAN 

Messenger. I pray you all gyve your audyence. 
And here this mater with reverence. 
By fygure a morall playe. 
The somonynge of Everyman called it is. 
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That of our lyves and endynge shewes 5 

How transytory we be all dayc. 

This matter is wonders precyous, 

But the entent of it is more gracyous 

And swete to here awaye. 

The story sayth, "Man, in the begynnynge 10 

Loke well and take good heed to the endynge, 

Be you never so gay; 

Ye thynke synne in the begynnynge full swete, 

Whiche in the ende causeth the soule to wepe. 

Whan the body lyeth in claye." 15 

Here shall you se how Felawshyp and Jolyte 

Bothe, Strengthe, Pleasure, and Beaute, 

Wyll fade from the as floure in Maye. 

For ye shall here how our Heven Kynge 

Calleth Everyman to a general rekenynge. 20 

Gyve audyence and here what He doth saye. 

God speketh. 

I perceyve here, in my majeste. 

How that all creatures be to me unkynde, 

Lyvynge without drede in worldely prosperyte. 

Of ghostly syght the people be so blynde, 25 

Drowned in synne, they know me not for theyr God. 

In worldely ryches is all theyr mynde; 

They fere not my ryghtwysnes, the sharpe rood. 

My lawe that I shewed whan I for them dyed 

They forgete clene, and shedynge of my blode rede: 30 

I hanged bytwcne two, it can not be denyed; 

To gete them lyfe I suffred to be deed; 

I heled theyr fete; with thornes hurt was my heed. 

I coude do nomore than I dyde, truely. 

And nowe I se the people do clene forsake me: 35 

They use the seven deedly synnes dampnable. 

As pryde, cove3rtyse, wrathe, and lechery. 

Now in the worlde be made commendable. 

And thus they leve of aungelles the hevenly company. 

Every man lyveth so after his owne pleasure; 40 

And yet of theyr lyfe they be nothynge sure. 

I se the more that I them forbere 

The worse they be fro yere to yere; 




45 



SO 



*jni 



fcrdhc 



N:r 'r-: fn 



*»■ - 



55 
thit I to them mcnt, 
bare lent 
of 



60 



!▼ "Se so cTEfrrrd v£^ Toridh- rrcfaes 

I Base do jnstyce, 
■IJk^i fere. — 
"A'^ire tr: ibrc I>KiL ice cugbty messeogere? 
Snhr. A L-t ' ^I rr G>L I am here at Yoor wyll. 



z^: 



: :i> fsifr!! 



65 



^•:z. *j^ M>:c to 
Asc shewe hrss, s: or s 
A ?T:£T>Tr.xge he =s5t en hrns take. 
Whicbe he :r. co wr-se xsav escape: 

A=<i tha: he brrrge with hrm a sure rekenjnge, 70 

Withcct delar or cnr taryecge. 

Dejiw. Lonie. I wt!1 in the worlde go reime over all, 
Ard crscllr out serche bothe greie and smalL 
Ever>- mar wyll I beset that lj-\-eth beestly. 
Out of Goddes lawes. and dredeth not foly; 75 

He that lo\-eth n-che&se I wyll stnrke with my dart^ 
His syght to biynde, and fro heven to defarte, 
Excepte that almes be his good frend^ 
In hell for to dwell, worlde without ende. 
Loo, yonder I se Eveiyman walk3mge; 80 

Full lytell he thynketh on my comynge! 
His mynde is on flesshely lustes and his treasure. 
And grete payne it shall cause hym to endure 
Before the Lorde, Heven Kynge. — 
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Evenrman, stande styll! Whydcr arte thou goynge, 85 

Thus gayly? hast thou thy Maker forgetc? 

Everyman. Why asketh thou? 
Woldst thou wete? 

Dethe, Ye, syr, I wyll shewe you: 
In grete hast I am sende to the 90 

Fro God, out of His mageste. 

Everyman, What, sente to me? 

Dethe. Ye, certaynly. 
Thoughe thou have forgete Hym here, 
He thynketh on the in the hevenly spcre, 95 

As, or we departe, thou shalte knowe. 

Everyman. What desyreth God of me? 

Dethe. That shall I shewe the: 
A rckenynge He wyll nedes have. 
Without ony lenger respyte. 100 

Everyman. To gyve a rekenynge longer layser I crave; 
This blinde mater troubleth my wytte. 

Dethe. On the thou must take a longe journey; 
Therfore thy boke of counte with the thou brynge. 
For tume agayne thou can not by no waye; 105 

And loke thou be sure of thy rekenynge. 
For before God thou shalte answerc and shewe 
Thy many badde dedes and good but a fewe, 
How thou hast spcnte thy lyfc, and in what wyse, 
Before the chefe Lorde of paradyse. no 

Have ado we were in that waye. 
For, wete thou well, thou shalte make none attoumay. 

Everyman. Full unredy I am suche rekenynge to gyv«. 
I knowe the not: what messenger arte thou? 

Dethe. I am Dethe, that no man dredeth. 115 

For every man I reste, and no man spareth. 
For it is Goddes commaundement 
That all to me sholde be obedyent. 

Everyman. O Dethe, thou comest whan I had the 
leest in mynde. 
In thy power it lyeth me to save: 120 

Yet of my good wyl I gyve the, yf thou wyl be kynde, 
Ye, a thousande pounde shalte thou have, 
And dyfferre this mater tyll another daye. 

Dethe, Everyman, it may not be by no waye. 
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I set not by goldc, sylver, nor rychessc, 125 

Ne by pope, emperour, kynge, duke, ne prynces; 

For, and I wolde receyve gyftcs grctc. 

All the worlde I might gete: 

But my custome is clene contrary. 

I gyve the no respyte; come hens, and not tary. 130 

Everyman. Alas, shall I have no lenger respyte? 
I may saye, Dethe geveth no warnynge. 
To thynke on the, it maketh my herte seke. 
For all unredy is my boke of rekenjmgc: 
But XII yere and I myght have abydynge, 135 

My countynge boke I wolde make so clerc 
That my rekenynge I sholde not nede to fere. 
Wherfore, Dethe, I praye the, for Goddes mercy. 
Spare me tyll I be provyded of remedy. 

Dethe, The avayleth not to crye, wepe, and praye: 140 
But hast the lyghtly that thou were gone that joumaye; 
And preve thy frendes yf thou can; 
For, wete thou well, the tyde abydeth no man. 
And in the worlde eche I)rvynge creature 
For Adams synne must dye of nature. 145 

Everyman. Dethe, yf I sholde this pylgrymage take. 
And my rekenynge suerly make. 
She we me, for Saynt Chary te, 
Sholde I not come agayne shortly? 

Dethe. No, Everyman, and thou be ones there, 150 

Thou mayst never mere come here. 
Trust me veryly. 

Everyman. O gracyous God in the hye sete celestyall. 
Have mercy on me in this moost nede! — 
Shall I have no company fro this vale terrestryall 155 

Of myne acqueynce that way me to lede? 

Dethe. Ye, if ony be so hardy, 
That wolde go with the and here the company. 
Hye the that thou were gone to Goddes magnyfycence. 
Thy rekenynge to gyve before His presence. 160 

What, wenest thou thy lyve is gyven the. 
And thy worldely goodes also? 

Everyman. I had wende so, veryle. 

Dethe. Nay, nay, it was but lende the; 
For, as soone as thou arte go, 165 



MORALITY PLAYS 277 



Another a whyl« shall have it, and than go ther fro 

Even as thou hast done. 

Everyman, thou arte made: thou hast thy wyttes fyve. 

And here on erthe wyll not amende thy lyve; 

For sodenely I do come. 170 

Everyman. O wretched cajrtyfe, wheder shall I flee, 
That I myght scape this endles sorowe! — 
Now, gentyll Deth, spare me tyll to morowe. 
That I may amende me 
With good advysement. 175 

Dethe. Naye, therto I wyll not consent. 
Nor no man wyll I respyte, 
But to the herte sodeynly I shall smyte 
Without ony advysement. 

And now out of thy syght I wyll me hy: 180 

Se thou make the redy shortely, 
For thou mayst saye, "This is the daye 
That no man lyvynge may scape awaye." 

Everyman. Alas, I may well wepe with syghes 
depc: 
Now have I no maner of company 185 

To helpe me in my journey and me to kepe. 
And also my wrytynge is full unredy. 
How shall I do now for to excuse me? 
I wolde to God I had never be gete! 

To my soule a full grete profyte it had be, 190 

For now I fere paynes huge and grete. 
The fyme passeth: Lorde helpe, That all wrought! 
For though I mourne it avayleth nought. 
The day passeth and is almoost ago; 

I wote not well what for to do. 195 

To whome were I best my complaynt to make? 
What and I to Felawshyp therof spake, 
And shewed hym of this sodeyne chaunce? 
For in hym is all myne affyaunce, 

We have in the worlde so many a daye 200 

Be good frendes in sporte and playe. 
I se hym yonder certaynely; 
I trust that he wyll here me company, 
Therforc to hym wyll I speke to ese my sorowe. — 
Well mette, good Felawshyp, and good morowe. 205 
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Felawshyp, Eveiymaii, good morowe hf this dajte. 
S]rr, why lokest thou so pyteoasly? 
If ony thjmge be amjrsse I prayc the me saye^ 
That I may helpe to remedy. 

Everyman, Ye, good Felawshyp^ ye, 210 

I am in greate jeoparde. 

Felawshyp, My true frende, shewe to me your mynde; 
I wyll not forsake the to thy lyves ende. 
In the way of good company. 

Ex^eryman. That was well spoken and lovyngly. 215 

Felawshyp. S]rr, I must nedes knowe your hevynesse; 
I have pyte to se you in ony dystresse. 
If ony have you wronged, ye shall revenged be. 
Though I on the grounde be slayne for the, 
Hiough that I knowe before that I sholde dye. 220 

Everyman. Veryly, Felawshyp, gramercy. 

Felawshyp. Tusshe, by thy thankes I set not a strawe; 
Shewe me your grefe, and saye no more. 

Everyman. If I my herte sholde to you brdce. 
And than you to toume your mynde fro me, 225 

And wolde not me com forte whan ye here me speke, 
Then sholde I ten tymes soryer be. 

Felawshyp. Syr, I saye as I wyll do in dede. 

Everyman. Than be you a good frende at nede; 
I have founde you true herebefore. 230 

Felawshyp. And so ye shall evermore; 
For in fayth and thou go to hell, 
I wyll not forsake the by the waye. 

Everyman. Ye speke lyke a good frende; I byleve 
you well. 
I shall deserve it and I maye. 235 

Felawshyp. I speke of no deservynge, by this daye; 
For he that wyll saye and noth3mge do. 
Is not worthy with good company to go: 
Therfore shewe me the grefe of your mynde. 
As to your frende moost lovynge and kynde. 240 

Everyman. I shall shewe you how it is: 
Commaunded I am to go a joumaye, 
A longe waye, harde and daungerous. 
And gyve a strayte counte without delaye 
Before the hye judge Adonay; 245 
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Whcrforc I pray you bcrc me company. 
As ye have promysed, in this journaye. 

Felawshyp. That is mater in dede: promyse is duty; 
But and I sholde take suche a vyage on me, 
I knowe it well it shulde be to my payne; 250 

Also it make me aferde certayne. 
But let us take counsell here as well as we can. 
For your wordes wolde fere a stronge man. 

Everyman, Why, ye sayd yf I had nede. 
Ye wolde me never forsake, quycke nc deed, 255 

Thoughe it were to hell truely. 

Felawship, So I sayd, certaynely; 
But suche pleasures be set asyde, the sothe to saye; 
And also, yf we toke suche a journaye. 
Whan sholde we come agayne? 260 

Everyman. Naye, never agayne tyll the daye of dome. 

Felawship, In fayth, than wyll not I come there. 
Who hath you these tydynges brought? 

Everyman, In dede, Deth was with me here. 

Felawship, Now, by God That alle hathe bought, 265 
If Deth were the messenger. 
For no man that is lyvynge to daye 
I wyll not go that lothc journaye — 
Not for the fader that bygatc me. 

Everyman, Ye promysed other wyse, parde. 270 

Felawshyp, I wote well I say so, truely; 
And yet yf thou wylte ete and drinke and make good chere, 
Or haunt to women the lusty company, 
I wolde not forsake you, whyle the day is clere, 
Trust me veryly. 275 

Everyman, Ye, therto ye wolde be redy: 
To go to myrthe, solas, and playe 
Your mynde wyll soner apply 
Than to here me company in my longe journaye. 

Felawship, Now in good fayth I wyll not that waye; 280 
But and thou wyll murder, or ony man kyll. 
In that I wyll helpe the with a good wyll. 

Everyman, O that is a symple advyse in dede! 
Gentyll felawe, helpe me in my necessytel 
Wc have loved longe, and now I nede; 285 

And now, gentyll Felawsh3rp, remember me! 
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Felawshyp. Wlieder ye have laved me or no^ 
By Saynt John I wytl not with the go. 

Everyman. Yet I pray th^ take the labour and do so 
moche for nie» 
To biynge me f orwarde, for Saynt Charyte, 290 

And comforte me tyll I come without the towne. 

Felawshyp, Nay, and thou wolde gyve me a newe 
gowne, 
I wyll not a fote with the go; 

But and thou had taryed, I wolde not have lefte the so. 
And, as now, God spede the in thy joumaye, 295 

For from the I wyll departe as fast as I maye. 

Everyman, Wheder a waye, Felawshyp? wyll thou 
forsake me? 

Felawship. Ye, by my faye! To God I betake the. 

Everyman, Farewell, good Felawshyp; for the my 
herte is sore: 
Adewe for ever, I shall se the no more. 500 

Felawship, In fayth, Evenrman, fare well now at 
the ende; 
For you I wyll remembre that partynge is moumynge. 

Everyman, Alacke! shall we thus departe in dede? 
A, Lady, helpe, without ony more comforte! 
Lo, Felawshyp forsaketh me in my moost nede: 305 

For helpe in this worlde wheder shall I resortc? 
Felawshyp herebefore with me wolde mery make; 
And now lytell sorowe for me dooth he take. 
It is sayd, in prosperyte men frendes may fynde, 
Whichc in adversyte be full unkyndc. 310 

Now wheder for socoure shall I flee, 
Syth that Felawshyp hath forsaken me? 
To my kynnesmen I wyll, truely, 
Prayenge them to helpe me in my necessytc; 
I byleve that they wyll do so, 3^5 

For kynde wyll crepe where it may not go. 
I wyll go saye, for yonder I se them go. — 
Where be ye now, my frendes and kynnesmen? 

Kynrede. Here be we now at your commaundement : 
Cosjm, I praye you, shewe us your entcnt 320 

In ony wise, and not spare. 

Cosyn, Ye, Everyman; and to us declare 
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If ye be dysposed to go ony whyder, 

For, wete you well, wyll lyvc and dye to gyder. 

Kynrede. In welth and wo we wyll with you holde, 325 
For over his kynne a man may be bolde. 

Everyman. Gramercy, my frendes and kynnesmen 
kynde. 
Now shall I shewe you the grefe of my mynde: 
I was commaunded by a messenger, 

That is a hye kynges chefe oflFycer; 330 

He bad me go a pylgrymage to my payne, 
And I knowe well I shall never come agayne; 
Also I must gyve a rekenynge strasrte, 
For I have a grete enemy that hath me in wayte, 
Whiche entendeth me for to hynder. 335 

Kynrede. What acounte is that whiche ye must render? 
That wolde I knowe. 

Everyman. Of all my workes I must shewe. 
How I have lyved, and my dayes spent; 
Also of yll dedes that I have used 340 

In my tyme syth lyfe was me lent, 
And of all vertues that I have refused: 
Therfore I praye you, go thyder with me 
To helpe to make myn accounte, for Saint Charyte. 

Cosyn. 'What, to go thyder? Is that the mater? 345 
Nay, Everyman, I had lever fast brede and water, 
All this fyve yere and more. 

Everyman. Alas, that ever I was bore! 
For now shall I never be mery. 
If that you forsake me. 350 

Kynrede. A, syr ; what, ye be a mery man : 
Take good herte to you, and make no mone; 
But one thynge I wame you, by Saynt Anne, 
As for me ye shall go alone. 

Everyman. My Cosyn, wyll you not with me go? 355 

Cosyn. No, by Our Lady, I have the crampe in my to: 
Trust not to me; for, so God me spede, 
I wyll deceyve you in your moost nede. 

Kynrede. It avayleth not us to tyse. 
Ye shall have my mayde, with all my herte: 360 

She loveth to go to feestes there to be nyse, 
And to daunce, and abrode to sterte; 



282 ENGUSH POEMS 

I wyll gyve her leve to helpe you in that journey, 
If that you and she may agree. 

Everyman, Now shewe me the very effecte of your 
mynde : 365 

Wyll you go with me, or abyde behynde? 

Kynrede, Abyde behynde 1 ye, that wyll I and I maye ; 
Therfore farewell tyll another daye. 

Everyman. Howe sholde I be mery or gladde? 
For fayre promyses men to me make; 370 

But when I have moost nede, they me forsake. 
I am deceyved; that maketh me sadde. 

Cosyn. Cosyn Everyman, farewell now; 
For, veryly, I wyll not go with you: 

Also of myne owne unredy rekenynge 375 

I have to accounte, therfore I make taryenge. 
Now God kepe the, for now I go. 

Everyman, A, Jesus, is all come hereto? 
Lo, fayre wordes maketh fooles fayne; 
They promyse, and noth3mge wyll do certayne. 380 

My kynnesmen promysed me fayth fully, 
For to abyde with me stedfastly; 
And now fast awaye do they flee. 
Even so Felawship promysed me. 

What frende were best me of to provyde? 385 

I lose my time here longer to abyde. 
Yet in my mynde a thynge there is: 
All my lyfe I have loved ryches; 
If that my Good now helpe me myght, 
He wolde make my herte full lyght; 390 

I wyll speke to him in this distresse. — 
Where arte thou, my Gooddes and Ryches? 

Goodes. Who calleth me? Everyman? what, hast 
thou haste? 
I lye here in corners trussed and pyled so hye, 
And in chestes I am locked so fast, 395 

Also sacked in bagges, thou mayst se with thyn eye, 
I can not styre; in packes lowe I lye: 
What wolde ye have, lightly me saye. 

Everyman. Come hyder, Good, in al the hast thou 
may. 
For of counseyll I must desyre the. 400 
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Go odes. Syr, and ye in the worlde have sorowe or 
adversyte. 
That can I helpe you to remedy shortly. 

Everyman. It is another dysease that g^reveth me; 
In this worlde it is not, I tell the so. 

I am sent for an other way to go, 405 

To gyve a strayte counte generall 
Before the hyest Jupyter of all: 

And all my lyfe I have had joye and pleasure in the, 
Therfore I pray the go with me; 

For, paraventure, thou mayst before God Almighty 410 

My rekenynge helpe to clene and puryfye. 
For it is sayd ever amonge 
That money maketh all ryght that is wronge. 

Goodes. Nay, Everyman, I synge an other songe: 
I folowe no man in suche vyages, 415 

For and I wente with the, 
Thou sholdes fare moche the worse for me; 
For bycause on me thou dyd set thy mynde. 
Thy rekenynge I have made blotted and blynde. 
That thyne accounte thou can not make truly; 420 

And that hast thou for the love of me. 

Everyman. That wolde greve me full sore. 
Whan I sholde come to that ferefull answere: 
Up, let us go thyther togyder. 

Goodes. Nay, not so; I am to brytell, I may not 

endure : 425 

I wyll folowe no man one fote, be ye sure. 

Everyman. Alas, I have the loved, and had g^rete 
pleasure 
All my lyfe dayes on good and treasure. 

Goodes. That is to thy dampnacyon, without lesynge, 
For my love is contrary to the love everlastynge ; 430 

But yf thou had me loved moderately durynge. 
As to the poore gyve parte of me, 
Than sholdest thou not in this dolour be. 
Nor in this grete sorowe and care. 

Everyman. Lo, now was I deceyved or I was ware, 435 
And all I may wyte my spendynge of tyme. 

Goodes. What, wenest thou that I am thyne? 

Everyman. I had went so. 
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Goodes. Naye, Everymaiiy I saye no: 
As for a whyle I was lentc the; 440 

A season thou hast had me in prosperyte. 
My condycyon is mannes soule to kyll; 
If I save on^ a thonsande I do spylL 
Wenest thou that I wyll folowe the? 
Nay, fro this worlde not, veryle. 445 

Everyman, I had wende otherwyse. 

Goodes, Therfore to thy soule Good is a thefe; 
For whan thou arte deed, this is my gyse : 
Another to deceyve in this same wyse 
As I have done the, and all to his soules reprefe. 450 

Everyman. O false Good, cursed thou be. 
Thou traytour to God, that hast deceyved me. 
And caught me in thy snare. 

Goodes, Mary, thou brought thy selfe in care, 
Wherof I am gladde; 455 

I must nedes laugh, I can not be sadde. 

Everyman, A, Good, thou hast had long my hertdy love ; 
I gave the that whiche sholde be the Lordes above: 
But wylte thou not go with me in dede? 
I pray the trouth to saye. 460 

Goodes. No, so God me spede; 
Therfore fare well, and have good daye. 

Everyman. O, to whome I make my mone? 
For, to go with me in that hcvy joumaye, 
Fyrst Fdawshyp sayd he woldc with me gone; 465 

His wordes were very pleasaunt and gaye, 
But afterwarde he lefte me alone. 
Than spake I to my kynnesmen all in despayre. 
And also they gave me wordes fayre, 

They lacked no fayre spekynge; 470 

But all forsake me in the endynge. 
Than wente I to my Goodes, that I loved best. 
In hope to have com forte, but there had I leest; 
For my Goodes sharpely dyd me tell 

That he bryngeth many in to hell. 475 

Than of my selfe I was ashamed. 
And so I am worthy to be blamed; 
Thus may I well my selfe hate. 
Of whome shall I now conseyll take? 
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I thynke that I shall never spede 480 

Tyll that I go to my Good Dede. 

But, alas, she is so weke 

That she can nother go nor speke : 

Yet will I venter on her now. — 

My Good Dedes, where be you? 485 

Good Dedes, Here I lye, colde in the grounde; 
Thy synnes hath me sore bounde 
That I can nat stere. 

Everyman, O Good Dedes, I stande in fere: 
I must you pray of counseyll, 490 

For helpe now sholde come ryght well. 

Good Dedes, Everyman, I have understandynge 
That ye be somoned acounte to make 
Before Myssyas, of Jherusalem kynge; 
And you do by me, that jour nay with you wyll I take. 495 

Everyman. Therfore I come to you my moone to make: 
I praye you that ye wyll go with me. 

Good Dedes, I wolde full fayne, but I can not stand, 
veryly. 

Everyman. Why, is there ony thynge on you fall? 

Good Dedes. Ye, syr, I may thanke you of all: 500 

Yf ye had parfytely chered me. 
Your boke of countc full redy had be. 
Loke, the bokes of your workes and dedes eke, 
A, se how they lye under the fete. 
To your soules hevynes. 505 

Everyman, Our Lorde Jesus helpe me! 
For one letter here I can not se. 

Good Dedes, There is a blynde rekenynge in tyme 
of dystresl 

Everyman. Good Dedes, I praye you helpe me in this 
nede. 
Or elles I am for ever dampned in dede; 510 

Therfore helpe me to make rekenynge 
Before the Redemer of all thynge, 
That Kynge is and was and ever shaU. 

Good Dedes, Everyman, I am sory of your fall, 
And fayne wolde I helpe you and I were able. 515 

Everyman. Good Dedes, your counseyll I pray you 
gyve me. 
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arvjege. ■Lk lic shall with yoa abyde, 520 
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Ir :^ 3B>»c sede tc go bj thy sjde. 

£nrni«UB. Is gcod copdjcyon I am now in every 

.\3d a3 bc^ Kc & tt it with this good thynge, 525 

Thirkrd ^ Ga£ x^T C i e aim e. 

J^.va r^Jfji Azsd whan He hath brought yon there 
'•^'bere ±k?c shahe hdc the of thy smarte, 

with yovr rdoenynge and yoor good dedes 



?.-c tr =ake TccL joyfcD at herte Sjo 

?*:,"'re tbe bJessyd Tiynytc. 

Jrw^-^wji. Mt Good Dedes, gramercy; 
I 1= we- o?n:c:t certaynhr 
V4 ::hr v.-^^- wcrvie< swete. 

.\«^-'3rt>/r N,-m- go wc togydcr lo\Tmgly 535 

T.^ C.'rfes5ycr- :ra: cl^r.synge nr\erc. 

5rs**7iiiJ». F.~r joy I wepc: I woldc we were there; 
?c:, I r^y y--c. g?^-e me cv>gnycyon 
Where dm-cl'.eth :ha: holy man, Confessyon? 

A>."3r.V,v. In the house of sal\-ac>-on; 540 

We 5h^ fjTHie h>-m in that place. 
That <rall u< comfortc by Goddes grace. — 
Lo. thi< is Confessyon: knele downe and askc mercy; 
For he is in good conceytc with God Ahnyghty. 

Ez t'^ry m^H. O gloryous fomitaync that all unclenenes 
doth clar>-fy. 545 

Wasshe fro me the spottes of \-ycc unclene, 
That on me no synne may be sene! 
I come, with Know lege, for my redempcyon, 
Redcmpte with herte and full contrycyon; 
For I am commaunded a pylgrj-mage to take, 550 

And grete accountes before God to make. 
Now I pray you, Shryfte, moder of salvacyon, 
Helpe my good dedes for my pyteous exclamacyon! 
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Confessyon. I knowe your sorowe well, Everyman: 
Bycause with Knowlege ye come to me, 555 

I wyll you comforte as well as I can; 
And a precyous Jewell I wyll gyve the, 
Called penaunce, voyce voyder of adversyte; 
Therwith shall your body chastysed be 
With abstynence and perseveraunce in Goddes servyce. 560 
Here shall you receyve that scourge of me, 
Whiche is penaunce stronge that ye must endure. 
To remembre thy Savyour was scourged for the 
With sharpe scourges, and suffred it pacyently: 
So must thou or thou scape that paynful pylgrymage. 565 
Knowlege, kepe hym in this vyage. 
And by that tyme Good Dedes wyll be with the. 
But in ony wyse be seker of mercy, 
For your tyme draweth fast; and ye wyll saved be, 
Aske God mercy, and He wyll graunte truely: 570 

Whan with the scourge of penaunce man doth hym bsmde. 
The oyle of forgyvenes than shall he fynde. 

Everyman. Thanked be God for His gracyous werke; 
For now I wyll my penaunce begyn: 

This hath rejoysed and lyghted my herte, 575 

Though the knottes be paynfull and harde within. 

Knowlege, Everyman, loke your penaunce that ye 
fulfyU, 
What pasme that ever it to you be; 
And Knowlege shall gyve you counseyll at wyll, 
How your accounte ye shall make derely. 580 

Everyman, O eternal God, O hevenly Fygure, 
O Way of Ryghtwysnes, O goodly Vysyon, 
Whiche descended downe in a vyrgyn pure 
Bycause He wolde Everyman redeme 

(Whiche Adam forfayted by his dysobedyence), 585 

O blessyd Godheed electe and hye devyne, 
Forgyve my grevous offence! 
Here I crye The mercy in this presence! 
O ghostly Treasure, O Raunsomer and Redemer 
Of all the worlde, Hope and Conduyter, 590 

Myrrour of Joye, Foundatour of Mercy, 
Whiche enlumyneth heven and erth therby. 
Here my clamorous complaynt, though it late be! 



288 ENGUSH POEMS 



RcccTTC my pny tn ! onwortfay in this hery lyfe 

Thoogh I be, a syimer most ibhomyiiaMc^ 505 

Yet let my name be wrytcn in llojses tablet — 

Mary, praye to the Maker of all thynge 
Me for to helpe at my endjrngei 

And save me fro the power of my enenqr; 

For Deth assayleth me strongly! 600 

And, Lady, that I may be meane of thy prajrer 

Of yonr Sones glory to be partynere. 

Of yoor Sones glory to be partynere, 

1 beseche yoo, helpe my soole to save! — 

Knowlege, gyve me the scourge of penaonce; 605 

My flesshe therewidi shall g^-ve acqueyntance. 
I wyll now begyn, yf God gyve me grace. 

Knowlege. Everyman, God gyve yon tyme and space: 
Thus I bequeth yon in the handes of our Savyour; 
Now may you make your rekenynge sure. 610 

Everyman. In the name of the holy Trynjrte, 
My body sore punysshyd shall be. 
Take this, body, for the synne of the flesshe! 
Also thou de]>'test to go gay and freshe, 
And in the way of dampnacyon thou dyd me brynge, 615 

Therfore sufFre now strokes of punysshynge! 
Now of penaunce I wyll wade the water clcre. 
To save me from purgatory, that sharpe fyre. 

Good Dedes. I thanke God, now I can walke and 
go. 
And am dely\-ered of my sykenesse and wo: 620 

Therfore with Everyman I wyll go, and not spare; 
His good workes I wyll helpe hym to declare. 

Knowlege. Now, Everyman, be mery and glad: 
Your Good Dedes cometh now, ye may not be sad; 
Now is your Good Dedes hole and sounde, 625 

Goynge upryght upon the grounde. 

Everyman. My herte is lyght, and shalbe evermore; 
Now wyll I smyte faster than I dyde before. 

Good Dedes. Everyman, pylgryme, my specyall frende, 
Blessyd be thou without ende; 6jo 

For the is preparate the eternal glory. 
Ye have me made hole and sounde, 
Therfor I wyll byde by the in every stounde. 
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Everyman. Welcome, my Good Dedes! Now I here 
thy voyce, 
I wepe for very swetenes of love. 635 

Knowlege. Be no more sad, but ever re Joyce; 
God seeth thy lyvynge in His trone above. 
Put on this garment, to thy behove, 
Whiche is wette with your teres. 

Or elles before God you may it mysse 640 

Whan ye to your journeys ende come shall. 

Everyman. Gentyll Knowlege, what do you it call? 

Knowlege. It is a garment of sorowe; 
Fro payne it wyll you borowe: 

Contrycyon it is, 645 

That getteth forgyveness; 
He pleaseth God passynge well. 

Good Dedcs. Everyman, wyll you were it for your 
hele? 

Everyman. Now blessyd be Jesu, Maryes Sone, 
For nowe have I on true contrycyon; 650 

And lette us go now without taryenge. 
Good Dedes, have we clere our rekenynge? 

Good Dedes. Ye, in dede, I have them here. 

Everyman. Than I trust we nede not fere. 
Now, frendes, let us not parte in twayne. 655 

Knowlege. Nay, Everyman, that wyll we not, certayne. 

Good Dedes. Yet must thou leade with the 
Thre persones of grete myght. 

Everyman. Who sholde they be? 

Good Dedes. Dyscrecyon and Strength they hyght; 660 
And thy Beaute may not abyde behynde. 

Knowlege. Also ye must call to mynde 
Your Fyve Wyttes as for your counseylours. 

Good Dedes. You must have them ready at all houres. 

Everyman. Howe shall I gette them hyder? 665 

Knowlege. You must call them all togyder, 
And they wyll here you incontynent. 

Everyman. My frendes, come hyder and be present — 
Dyscrecyon, Strengthe, my Fyve Wyttes, and Beaute. 

Beaute. Here at your wyll we be all redy; 670 

What wyll ye that we sholde do? 

Good Dedes. That ye wolde with Everyman go, 
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Trxflogh ±oa wokie ai bstayie tnEbt <hi the groande. 605 
cju€ ^ rrtyf. And tiicnis^ ^ were Lhionh, tfac woride 

rimxde, 
'A'e vyil not departe car swete ne sonre. 

B^amZi. No mere wyH L mta dedxes boare; 
'A'hat-*:-»v«' ther-f befalL 

Zj'j^criz'D*in. E7*r7-nan. adTysc yoa. fyrst of all; 690 
Go -arith a. j-^cd i*i-/7«mex!t asd delyberaicyon. 
'A> ail 27Te yon v^rtnccs monycyon^ 
That all ihafl tc w-i 

£7^;^ipi<2ii. My frecdes. barken what I w>-ll tell: 
I prayc God reward* y:n in His hevcn spcrc. 695 

>'ow herlccn, all that be here. 
For I w>'II make my testament 
ffere before yon all present: 
[n almes, halfe my good I wyll g>'ve with my handes 

twa>T.e, 
In the way of charytc, with good entent; 700 

And the other halfe sty 11 shall remayne, 
fn rjueth to be retoumed there it ought to be. 
This I do in desp)rte of the fende of hell, 
To wy ouytc out of his perell 
I'.vcr after and this daye. 705 

Knmvlege. Everyman, herken what I saye: 
(Jr» to Prcsthodc, I you advyse, 
And rrccyvc of him in ony wyse 
The holy sacrament and oyntement togyder; 
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Than shortly se ye toume agayne hyder. 710 

We wyll all abyde you here. 

Fyve Wittes. Ye, Everyman, hye you that ye redy were: 
There is no emperour, kynge, duke, ne baron 
That of God hath commycyon 

As hath the leest preest in the worlde beygne; 715 

For of the blessyd sacramentes pure and benygne 
He bereth the keyes, and thereof hath the cure 
For mannes redempcyon, it is ever sure, 
Whiche God for our soules medycyhe 

Gave us out of His herte with grete payne, 720 

Here in this transytory lyfe for the and me. 
The blessyd sacramentes, vii there be: 
Baptym, confyrmacyon, with preesthode good, 
And the sacrament of Goddes precyous flesshe and blod, 
Maryage, the holy extreme unccyon, and penaunce; 725 

These seven be good to have in remembraunce, 
Gracyous sacramentes of hye devynyte. 

Everyman. Fayne wolde I receyvc that holy body, 
And mekely to my ghostly fader I wyll go. 

Fyve Wyttes, Everyman, that is the best that ye can 
do. 730 

God, wyll you to salvacyon brynge. 
For preesthode excedeth all other thynge: 
To us holy Scrypture they do teche. 
And converteth man fro synne, heven to reche; 
God hath to them more power gyven 735 

Than to ony aungell that is in heven; 
With v wordes he may consecrate 
Goddes body in flesshe and blode to make. 
And handeleth his Maker bytwene his handes; 
The preest byndeth and unbyndeth all bandes 740 

Bothe in erthe and in heven. — 
Thou mynystres all the sacramentes seven; 
Though we kysse thy fete, thou were worthy; 
Tliou arte surgyon that cureth synne deedly; 
No remedy we fynde, under God, 745 

Bute all onely preesthode. — 
Everyman, God gave preest that dygnyte. 
And setteth them in His stede amonge us to be; 
Thus be they above aungelles in degree. 
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Knoalege. If preestes be good, H is so, snerly. 750 

But whan Jesn hanged on the crosse, with grete smarte. 
There He gave oat of His blessyd herte 
The same sacrament in grete tonnnent; 
He solde them not to ns, that Lorde oomypotent: 
Therfore Saynt Peter, the aposteO, dothe saye 755 

That Jesns curse hath all they 
Whiche God theyr Savyonr do by or sell. 
Or they for ony money do take or telL 
Synfnll preestes g>-veth the synners example bad: 
Theyr chyldren sytteth by other mennes fyres, I have 

harde; 760 

And some hamiteth womens company. 
With nndene lyfe as Instes of lechery; 
These be with synne made blynde. 

Fyvf H'yttej. I tmst to God no suche may we fynde: 
Therfore let as preesthode honour, 765 

And folowe theyr doctryne for our soules socoure; 
We be the>-r shepe. and they shepeherdes be. 
By whome we all be kept in suerte. — 
Peas ! for yonder I see Everyman come, 
Whiche hath made true satysfaccyon. 770 

Gccd Dcdts. Me thynke, it is he in dede. 

EzTryman. Now Tesu be your alder spede! 
I have recej">-ed the sacrament of my redempcyon. 
And than myne extreme unccyon. 

Blessyd he all they that counseyled me to take it! 775 

And now, frendes, let us go without longer respyte; 
I thankc God that ye have tar>*«l so longe. 
Now set eche of you on this rodde your honde. 
And shortely folowe me: 

I go before there I wolde be. 780 

God be your gj'de! 

Strencfth. Everyman, we will nat fro you go 
Tyll ye have gone this \'>'age longe. 

Dyscrccyon. I, Dyscrecyon, wyll byde by you also. 

Knowlcge. And though this pylgrymage be never so 
stronge 785 

I wyll never parte you fro. 

Strength. Everyman, I wj'll be as sure by the 
As ever I dyde by Judas Machabee. 
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Everyman. Alas, I am so faynt I may not stande; 
My lymmes under me doth folde. 790 

Frendes, let us nat tourne agayne to this lande, 
Not for all the worldes golde, 
For in to this cave must I crepe, 
And tourne to earth, and there to slepe. 

Beaute. What, in to this grave, alas! 795 

Everyman. Ye, there shall ye consume, more and lesse! 

Beaute. And what, sholde I smoder here? 

Everyman. Ye, by my fayth, and never more appere! 
In this worlde lyve no more we shall, 
But in heven before the hyest Lorde of all. 800 

Beaute. I crosse out all this! adewe, by Saynt Johan! 
I take my tappe in my lappe, and am gone. 

Everyman. What, Beaute, whyder wyll ye? 

Beaute. Peas! I am defe; I loke not behynde me. 
Not and thou woldest gyve me all the golde in thy chest. 805 

Everyman. Alas! wherto may I truste? 
Beaute gothe fast awaye fro me; 
She promysed with me to lyve and dye. 

Strength. Everyman, I wyll the also forsake and denye; 
Thy game lyketh me not at all. 810 

Everyman. Why, than ye wyll forsake me all! 
Swete Strength, tary a lytcll space. 

Strengthe. Nay, sir; by the rode of grace, 
I wyll hye me from the fast. 
Though thou wepe to thy herte to brast. 815 

Everyman. Ye wolde ever byde by me, ye sayd. 

Strength. Ye, I have you ferre ynoughe conveydc: 
Ye be olde ynoughe, I understande, 
Your pylgrymage to take on hande. 
I repent me that I hyder came. 820 

Everyman. Strength, you to dysplease I am to blame; 
Wyll ye breke promyse that is dette? 

Strength. In fayth, I care not. 
Thou arte but a foole to complayne; 

You spende your speche, and wast your brayne. 825 

Go, thryst the in to the grounde. 

Everyman. I had wende surer I shulde you have founde: 
He that trusteth in his Strength, 
She hym deceyveth at the length. 
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Bothe Strength and Beaute forsaketli me» 8130 

Yet they promysed me fayre and lovynfl^. 

Dyscrecyon, Evcryinan, I wyll after Strength be gone; 
As for me, I will leve yon alone. 

Everyman, Why, Dyscrecyon, wyll ye forsake me? 

Dyscrecyon, Ye, in fayth, I wyll go fro the; Sl35 

For whan Strength goth before, 
I f ok>we after ever more. 

Everyman. Yet, I pray the, for the love of the Tiynyte^ 
Loke in my grave ones pyteously. 

Dyscrecyon, Nay, so nye wyll I not come. 840 

Fare well, everychone. 

Everyman. O, all thynge fayleth, save God alone — 
Beaute, Strength, and Dyscrecyon; 
For whan Deth bloweth his blast. 
They all renne fro me full fast 845 

Fyve Wyttes. Evenrman, my leve now of the I take; 
I wyll folowe the other, for here I the forsake. 

Everyman, Alas! than may I wayle and wepe. 
For I toke you for my best frende. 

Fyve Wyttes, I wyll no lengcr the kepe. 850 

Now fare well, and there an ende. 

Everyman. O Jesu, helpe! all hath forsaken me. 

Good Dedcs. Nay, Everyman, I wyll byde with the; 
I wyll not forsake the in dede. 
Thou shalt fynde me a good frende at nede. 855 

Everyman. Gramercy; Good Dedes, now may I true 
frendes se: 
They have forsaken me everychone; 
I loved them better than my Good Dedes alone. 
Knowlege, wyll ye forsake me also? 

Knowlege. Ye, Everyman, when ye to Deth shall go, 860 
But not yet for no maner of daunger. 

Everyman. Gramercy, Knowlege, with all my herte. 

Knowlege. Nay, yet I wyll not from hens departe 
Tyll I se where ye shall be come. 

Everyman. Me thynke, alas, that I must be gone 865 
To make my rekenynge, and my dettes paye. 
For I se my tyme is nye spent awaye. 
Take example, all ye that this do here or se. 
How they that I love best do forsake me. 
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Exceptc my Good Dedes that bydcth truely. 870 

Good Dedes. All erthly th)mges is but vanytc: 
Beaute, Strength, and Dyscrecyon do man forsake; 
Folysshe frendes and kynnesmen, that fayre spake, 
All fleeth save Good Dedes, and that am I. 

Everyman, Have mercy on me, God moost myghtyl 875 
And stande by me, thou moder and mayde, holy Mary! 

Good Dedes. Fere not; I wyll speke for the. 

Everyman. Here I crye God mercy. 

Good Dedes. Shorte our ende and mynysshe our 
payne ! 
Let us go and never come agayne. 880 

Everyman. In to Thy handes, Lorde, my soule I 
commende : 
Receyve it, Lorde, that it be not lost! 
As Thou me boughtest, so me defende. 
And save me from the fendes boost, 

That I may appere with that blessyd boost 885 

That shall be saved at the day of dome! 
In manus Tuas, of myghtes moost. 
For ever commendo spiritum meum. 

Knowlege, Nowe hath he suflFred that we all shall 
endure : 
The Good Dedes shall make all sure. 8go 

Now hath he made endynge: 
Me thynketh that I here aungelles synge. 
And make grete joy and melody. 
Where every mannes soule receyved shall be. 

The Aungell. Come, excellente electe spouse to Jesu! 895 
Here above thou shalte go, 
Bycause of thy synguler vertue: 
Now the soule is taken the body fro, 
Thy rekenynge is crystal! clere. 

Now shalte thou into the hevenly spere, 900 

Unto the whiche all ye shall come 
That lyveth well before the daye of dome. 

Doctour. This moral! men may have in mynde: 
Ye herers, take it of worth, olde and yonge, 
And forsake Pryde, for he disceyveth you in the ende; 905 
And remembre Beaute, Five Wyttes, Strength, and 
Dyscrecyon, 
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THE M-\RL\GE OF \MTT AXD WISDOME 

TH£ FOEST SOEXE 

Enter SeveniU ami his -scife Indulgence, and their sonnt Wit. 
Sez-eritie. My sonne, drawc oeare; give care to me. 

And marke the cause aright 
For which I call the to this place: 

Lett all thy whole delight 
Be still in serving God aright, 5 

And treading vertnes trace. 
And labour learning for to gett, 

Whilste thou hast time and space. 
I now have brought the on the way 

The thing for to attaine, 10 

Which, Sonne, if thou mightst hap to hit, 

Wil tume unto thy gaine. 
Thou knowest how chargiable a thing 

Thy learning is to me; 
Thou knowest also the care I take 15 

For to provide for the; 
And now since that thyne age drawes on 

To natures riper state, 
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My purpose is and full intent 

To find for the a mate, 20 

With whome thou mayest dispend the rest 

Of this thy life to come, 
And joye as I thy father have 

With this, thy mother, done. 
Indulgence. Indeed, good husband, that were good: 25 

We have no more but he; 
My hart, me thinks, wold be at rest 

Him matched for to see. 
But yet, my deare Severitie, 

Be headfull for your life, 30 

That she be able for to live 

That he shall take to wyfe. 
Severitie. Well, as for that I shall for-se; 

For why I knowe right well 
That she whome I doe meane is rich, 35 

And highly doth excell. 
Wherefore, sonne Witt, marke well my talc: 

Dame Wisdome is the wight 
Whome you shall laboure to espouse 

With all your maine and might; 40 

And if that she will be your wyfe, 

Looke what I leave behind. 
You shall possesse it full and whole. 

According unto kind; 
But if you find some worser haunt, 45 

And hap to run by rote, 
I promisse the, before these folke, 

Thoust never cost me grote. 
IVitt Deare father, for your grave advice 

Right humble thanks I give, 50 

Entending to obay your charge 

So long as I shall live. 
Now if that Witt with Wisdome may 

Be linked fast in love. 
Then Witt shall think him-selfe right blest 55 

Of God That sits above! 
Indulgence, Well said, good Witt, and hold the there. 

I tell the this before: 
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Indulgence, when thou maried art. 

Hath better pence in store. 60 

Severitie. Such pampring mothers doe more hanne 

Then ere thay can doe good. 
Indulgence. If you had felt the paine we feel. 

You then wold change your mood. 
Severitie, You showe that you the mother are 65 

Of this the outward man^ 
And not of mind; for if you ware. 

You wold be carefull then 
To give him counsell how to use 

Him-selfe for to aspire 70 

To Wisdomes frendship and her loove. 

The which we doe desire. 
Indulgence. Alas, good sir! Why« barken. Wit, 

What counsell I can give; 
When as thou commest to Wisdoms house, 75 

Then mayest thou it apprcve: 
Take heade that thou art nete and fine, 

And go straight bolt uppright, 
And cast a chearfuU looke on her, 

Smiling at the first sight. 80 

And when thou commest to talke with her, 

Forgett not for to praise 
Her house, herself e, and all her things, 

And still be glad to please. 
Be diligent to doe for her; 8$ 

Be pleasant in her sight; 
Say as she sayeth, allthough that she 

Doe say the crowe is white; 
And if she have minde to oght, 

Allthough it cost red gould, 90 

Provide it for her, and thou mayest be 

More welcome and more bolde. 
Severitie. Se, se, what counsell you can give! 

You showe your nature plaine. 
This counsell liketh Wit right well, 95 

And maketh him al-to faine. 
But, sirra, if thou list to thrive, 
Marke well what I shall say; 
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That Wisdome may become your wife, 

This is the redy waye: lOO 

Applie your booke, and still beware 

Of Idlenes, I say, 
For he an enimy hath bin 

To Vcrtue many a day. 
Beweare of Ircksomnis, I say, 105 

Which is a monster fell. 
And neare to Lady Wisdomes house 

Doth alwayes use to dwell; 
For he will have a fling at you. 

And so will Idlenes. no 

Therefore beware of these two folks. 

And God will sure you blesse. 
Wit, As dutie doth requier in me, 

I thank you humbly 
For these your fatherly precepts, US 

And purpose earnestly 
For to observe that you command, 

And these my foes to watch, 
Least they perhaps, ere I be ware, 

Me in their snares shuld catch. 120 

Indulgence, Well, yet before the goest, hold heare 

My blessing in a cloute: 
Well fare the mother at a neede; 

Stand to thy tackling stout. 
Wit, Mother, I thank you hartily, 125 

And you, father, likwise; 
And both your blessings heare I crave 

In this my enterprise. 
Bothe. God blesse the. Wit, our sonne. 

And send the good successe. 130 

Wit, I thank you both, and pray to God 

To send to you no lesscl 

[Exeunt Severitie and Indulgence.] 
God grant this my purpose may 

Come unto good effect. 
Well, now I must aboute this geare ; 135 

I must it not forgett. 

[Exit,] 
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THE SECOND SCENE 

Enter Idleness, the vice, 
Idlenes. A, sirra, my masters. 

How fare you at this blessed day? 
What, I ween, all this compony 

Are come to se a play! 
What lackest the, good fellow? 5 

Didest the nere se man before? 
Here is a gazing! I am the best man in the compony, 

When there is no more. 
As for my properties I am sure 

You knowe them of old: lo 

I can eate tell I sweate, and worke 

Tell I am a-cold; 
I am allwayes troubled with the litherlurden, 

I love so to linger; 
I am so lasy the mosse groweth 15 

An inch thick on the top of my finger! 
But if you list to knowe my name, 

I wis I am too well knowen to some men: 
My name is Idlenes, the flower 

Of the frying-pan! 20 

My mother had two whelps at one litter, 

Both borne in Lent; 
So we ware both put into a mussellbote, 

And came sailing in a sowes eare over sea into Kent 
My brother Ercsomnis and I catch the dogge; 25 

Being disposed to make mery, 

We gott us both doune to Harlowe-bery. 
But what is that to the purpose, 

Perhapes you wold knowe? 
Give me leave but a littell, 30 

And I will you showe. 
My name is Idelnes, 

As I tould you before, 
And my mother Ignorance sent me hether. 

I pray the, sirra, what more? 35 

Marry, my masters, she sent me 

The counterfait cranke for to play, 
And to leade Witt, Severities sone, 

Out of the waye: 
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He should make a marrige with Wisdome, 40 

In all hast, as thay talke. 
But stay thare awhile; 

Soft fier makes swete malt: 
I must be firme to bring him out of his 

Broune stodie, on this fashion; 45 

I will turac my name from Idlenes 

To Honest Recreation, 
And then I will bring him to be 

Mistris Wantonnes man, 
And, afaith, then he is in for a herd, 50 

Get out how he can! 
But soft yet, my masters; who is within? 
Open the dore and pull out the pin. 

Wantones entreth, and sayeth: 
What, Dol, I say, open the dore I 

Who is in the streate? 55 

What, Mr. Idlenes! lay a straw 

Under your feete. 
I pray you, and me may aske you, 

What wind brought you hether? 
Idelnes, A littell wind, I warrant you; 60 

I am as light as any fetherl 
But harke the. 
Wantonis. What! it is not so: 

Will he come indeade? 
Idelnes, Nay, if I say the word. 

Thou mayest believe as thy creed. 65 

But when he comes, you must 

Be curtious, I tell you, 
And you shall find him as gentell as a faulcon, 

Every fooles fellowe [Exit Wantonness.] 

Enter Wit 
Wit, My father he hath charged me 70 

The thing to take in hand. 
Which seames to me to be so hard 

It cannot well be scand; 
For I have toyled in my booke. 

Where Wisdome much is praysed, 75 

But she is so hard to find 

That I am nothing eased. 
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I woU I bad bin set to blowc; 

Or to some odier trade. 
And dwn I nd^ some leasme find, 80 

And better sbih have node: 
Bat nove I swinke and sweate in Tsine; 

M7 labonr hatb no end; 
And moping in usj study still 

My yootbf nil yeares I spend. 85 

Wold God that I migfat hap to hit 

Upon some good resort. 
Some pleasant pastime for to find. 

And use some better sporte. 
Idlenes. Mary, no better; I am even as fitt 90 

For that purpose as a rope for a theefe. 
And yon will be lusty, cry ''hay I" 

Amongst knaves I am the cheefe. 
irUt Wliat, good fellow, art thon? 

Wliat is thy name? 95 

Idlenes, In faith I am Ipse, he, 

Even the very same. .... 
Wit. Thou art a mery fellowe and wise. 

And if thou kepe thy-selfe wanne. 
Idlenes. In faith, I have a mother-wit, 100 

But I think no harme. 
Wit. I pray the, what is thy name? 

To me it declare. 
Idlenes. Nay, I am no nigard of my name. 

For that I will not spare. 105 

Ha! by the masse, I could have told 

You even now I 
What a short-brained villain am I ! 

I am as wise as my mothers sowe. 
I pray you, sir, what is my name? 1 10 

Cannot you tell? 
Is there any here that knowes where 

My godfather doth dwell? 
Gentellmen, if you will tarry 

While I goe look; 115 

I am sure my name is 

In the church booke. 
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Wit. I prethy, come of, and tell me 

Thy name with redynis. 
Idlenes. Faith, if you will neades knowe, 120 

My name is Idelnes. 
IVit. Mary, fie on the, knave 1 

I mene not thy compony. 
Idlenes. What, because I spoke in jest 

Will you take it so angerly? 12$ 

For my name is Honest Recreation. 

I let you well to witt 
There is not in all the world 

A companion for you more fitt. 
Wit. And if thy name be Honest Recreation, 130 

Xhou art as welcome as any in this laund. 
Idlenes, Yea, mary, is it! 

Wit, Why, then, give me thy hand. 
Idlenes. In faith, I thank you. You are come 

Of a gentell birth, I35 

And therefore I will bring you acquainted 

With a gentellwoman called Modest Mirth. 
Wit. Yea, mary, with all my hart, and God have 

mercy 

Idlenes. Gentellman, here is the gentellewoman. 

Kisse her, I say; I am a horson els! 140 

If I had knowne you wold not a kist her, 

I wold have kist her myself e. 
Wit. Gentellwoman, this shalbe to desier you 

Of more acquaintance. 
Wantonnes. Sir, a ought I may pleasure you, 145 

I will give atendence. 
To have many suters my lot dooth befall, 
But yet me think I lyk you best of all. 
Idelnes. Yea, she might have had many men 

Of knavery and of stellth. 150 

Wantones. What saist thou? 
Idlnes. Mary, you might have had 

Many men of bravery and wellth; 
But yet me thinkes there cannot be 

A match more fit 
Then between Mistres Modest Mirth 155 

And you, Master Wit 
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Wamiones^ Tlat is wdl siyed. 

Idbus. Yes. and tfait will be 

A redj carriice to tbe rape. 
Wamtoues, What sajcst thoa? 
Idtlmis, Tlat will be 

A spcij maiige^ I hope. i6o 

Wamioues. Bj my tiotli, I am so wery I must nedes 
sit down; 

My legges will not hold. 
IVUt. Then will I sit down hj joa. 

If I nay be so bold. 
Idlenis. Hcare is lore^ sir reverence; 165 

This geare is even fitL 
Oh, here is a bed hath a coonting-hoase- 

Foll of Witt 
IVii. I am sure yon are cnninge in mosick; 

And therefore, if you i^ease 170 

Sing US a songe. 
irantonis. That will I, 

If it were for your case. 

Here shall IVanfonis sing this song to the tune of "Attend the, goe 
playe the*' and, having sung him aslcepe upon her lappe, let 
him snort; then let her set a fooles hahle on his hed, and 
colling his face; and Idlenis shall steale away his purse from 
him, and goe his wayes. 

The Song 
Lye still, and heare nest the; 
Good Witt, lye and rest the. 

And in my lap take thou thy sleepe. 175 

Since Idlenis brought the, 
And now I have caught the, 
I charge the let care away creepe. 

So now that he sleepes full soundly, 

Now purpose I roundly, 180 

Trick this pretty doddy. 

And make him a noddy, 

And make him a noddy! 

Since he was unstable. 

He now wares a bable, 185 
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Since Idlenis led him away; 

And now of a scollar 

I will make him a colliar. 

Since Wantonis beareth the swaye. 

Well, now I have him chaunged, 190 

I neades must be rainging; 
I now must goe pack me. 
For my gossops will lack me, 
For my gossops will lack me I 

Enter Good Nurture, speaking this: 
I mervell where my schollard Wit 195 

Is now of late become. 
I feare least with il compony 

He happen for to run: 
For I, Good Nurture, commonly 

Among all men am counted; 200 

But Witt, by this his straying so, 

I feare hath me renounced. 
Severitie, his father, sure 

Is grave and wise withall. 
But yet his mother's pampring 205 

Will bring his sonne to thrall. 
Here he stayeth, stumbling at Wit as he lyeth asleep. 
Why, how now! howl what wight is this 

On whome we now have hit? 
Softe, let me se : this same is he ; 

Yea, truly, this is Wit! 210 

Here he awaketh him. 
What, Wit, I say! arise for shame! 

O, God! where hast thou bin? 
The compony made the a foole 

That thou of late wast in. 
Here he riseth, rubbing his eyes, and saying: 
O, arrant strumpet that she was 215 

That ran me in this case! 
Good Nurture. Nay, rather thou art mtich to blame 

To be with such in place. 
Here he washeth his face and taketh off the bable. 
Come on, I say; amend this geere; 

Beware of all temptation. 220 
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Enter Wit. 

Wit. Like as the silly mariner, 

Amidst the waving sea. 
Doth clime the top of mightie mast 

Full oft both night and day, 25 

But yet at last, when happily 

He come from ship to shore, 
He seakes to saile againe as fresh 

As erst he did before; 
So likwise I, which have escapte 30 

The brunts which I have done. 
Am even as fresh to venter now 

As when I first begun: 
A new adventure this I seek, 

Not having run my race. 35 

But who is this whome I behold 

For to appeere in place? 
Fancy. God save you, gentell Mr. Witt, 

And send you good successel 
Wit. Faire dame, I thank you hartily, 40 

And wish in you no lesse. 
What, may one be bolde to aske 

Your name without offence? 
Fancy. Yea, sir, with good will that you may. 

And eke my whole pretence: 45 

My name is Fancy; and the cause 

Of this my coming now 
From Lady Wisdome is to showe 

A message unto you. 
Wit. Then are ye welcome unto me, 50 

For Lady Wisdomes sake. 
Fancy. Here is the letter which she bad 

Me unto you to take. 
Here he receveth the letter, and readeth it to himself e. 
Wit. My ladyes will herein is this. 

That you should goe with me 55 

Unto a place with her to meete, 

As here she doth decree. 
Fancy. Even so, good sir; even when you will, 

I doe the same allowe: 
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7? "tViiorctfs h:::3e had gone, 
H- rxz:-* r:: :r<re. but God krowes where 

Tbii r;tjj:!es*e Witt is run. 
N'c icr.:we I where to seeke him now: 

Whereby I leame with paine 
There is no greefe so far gone past 

But may returne againe. 
Here Wit cryelh out in prison, and sayeth this. 
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The silly bird once caught in net. 

If she escape alive. 
Will come no more so nye the snare 

Her fredome to deprive, 
But rather she will leave her haunt 25 

The which she used before; 
But I, alas! when steede is stolen, 

Doo shut the stable dore: 
For, being often caught before, 

Yet could I not refraine; 30 

More foolish then the witlis birde, 

I came to hand againe. 
Alas! the chaines oppresse me sore 

Wherewith I now am lad, 
But yet the paine doth pinch me more 35 

Wherein my hart is clad! 
O, mightie Jove, now grant that some 

Good man may passe this place. 
By whose good helpe I might be brought 

Out of this wofull case! 40 

Good Nurture. What noysc is this? what pitious 
plaints 

Are sounding in my eare? 
My hart doth give me it is Wit, 

The which I now do heare. 

He commeth nere the prison. 
I will drawe nere and see 45 

What wight art thou, which doost lament 

And thus dost pine in paine. 
Wit, My name is Witt. My greefe is greate; 

How should I then refraine? 
Good Nurture. What, Wit! how camest thou heare? 50 

God! what chaunce is this? 

Wit. Dame Fancy brought me in this case; 

1 know I did amis. 

Good Nurture. What, Fancy? Where is she? 

Oh, that I once might catch her! 55 

Wit. Wold God you could, or else some one. 

That able weare to matche her; 
But she no soner heard your voyce. 

There standing at the dore. 
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Then she with all her folks hath fled, 60 

And will be seene no more: 
Bat I» poore sowie, I7 here in diatnes. 
Here entretk and reUasetk him Good Nurture, 
Good Nurture. Once more I have releast the of thy 

paines. 
JVit. Yonr most unworthy schollard 

Gives to yon immortall thanks. 65 

Good Nurture. I pray yoo now take better heed 

You play no more such pranckes. 
Pluck up your spirits: your marige day 

Is come even at hand. 
Tomorrow Wisdome shall you wed, 70 

I let you understand. 
Wit. Right so as you think good, 

I shall contented be. 
Good Nurture. Then let us goe for to prepare ; 

G)me on, I say, with me I 75 

[Exeunt.] 



THE TENTH SCENE 

Enter Severitie and Wit. 

Severitie. Well now, son Witt, the proofe is plainer 

The cloudes were nere so black 
But the brightnis of the sun 

At last might put them back; 
The wind did never blowe so much, 5 

Wherewith the bark was tore, 
But that the wether was so calme 

To bring the ship to shore. 
The danger now is past: 

Addresse thyselfe with speede 10 

To meete with Wisdome, thy deere wyfe. 

As we before deer cede. 
Wit. It shalbe done as dutie binds, 

And as I bounden stand. 
But se, good father! now behold, 15 

Dame Wisdome is at hand. 
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Enter Good Nurture and Wisdome; and Wisdome and Wit singeth 

this song: 

Wisdome. My joy€ hath overgrowen my greefe; 

My cure is past; 
For Fortune hath bin my relefe 

Now at last! 20 

Tantara tara tantara« 

My husband is at hand! 
His comly grace appeeres in place, 

As I doe understand. 
Wit, My lady, thrise welcome to me, 25 

Mine onely joy! 
The gentellnis, God give it the 

Without annoy. 
Tantara tara tantara. 

Welcome, my worthy wyfe! 30 

Thou art my parte; thine is my hart, 

My blessed lim of life! 
Wisdome. As dutie doth bind according to kind, 

I thanke ye much : 
Thy wife for the will spend her life; 35 

She will not gruch. 
Tantara tara tantara. 

The summe of all my blisse! 
The welcomest wight, my checfe delight. 

That shalbe and that is! 40 

Wit. Let me thy comly corpes imbrace, 

Dere Wisdome, now! 
Wisdome. Good Wit, I alwaics loved the place 

To be with you: 
Tantara tara tantara, 45 

Thou hast my hart in hold. 
Wit. Ne doe I faine, but tell the plaine 

I am thy owne, behold. 

Here endeth the song. 

Good Nurture. Well, now I am right glad 

To se you both well met. 50 

Scveritie. And so am I, with all my hart. 
That thay so sure are set. 

Both. We thank ye both right humbly; 
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z-umi^. >i:» C-«:ti -« r«r«- \\"!k> kepedi this place! 
N-TT. bj =7 :ari^ I ^ T- 
Of rsaa^c I mst 5<w f:r 
i[y rr^.«5 shcweth 3X n-rw so hotncly. 
V/h*r:: ycta* pardoc ax: azad voone. 5 

I KTT DOW. 25 ctxrts€y doth ice bjnde. 
To :ell this vhicke shall be bcgoone 
In order a^ may cooie beste in myndc. 
I am a palmer, as yoa se. 

Which of my life moche part hath spent 10 

In many a farre and fayre cmitre. 
As pylgrimes do of good intent. 
At Jerusalem have I bene 
Before Christes blessed sepulture; 
The Mount of Calvary have I sene, 15 

A holy place, ye may be sure; 
To Josaphat and Olyvete 
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On fote, God wotc, I wente ryght bare — 

Many a salt teare dyde I sweete 

Before this carkes wolde come thare; 20 

Yet have I been at Rome also, 

And gone the stacions all arowe, 

Saynt Peters shryne and many mo 

Then, yf I tolde, all ye do know — 

Except that there be any suche 25 

That hath bene there, and dilygently 

Hath taken hede and marked muche. 

Then can they speke as muche as I. 

Then at the Roodes also I was; 

And rounde about to Amias; jo 

At Saynt Toncomber; and Saynt Tronion; 

At Saynt Bothulph; and Saynt Anne of Bucston; 

On the hilles of Armony, where I sawe Noes arke; 

With holy Job; and Saynt George in Suthwarke; 

At Waltam; and at Walsingam; 35 

And at the good roode of Dagnam; 

At Saynt Corneles; at Saynt James in Gales; 

And at Saynt Winef rides well in Wales; 

At Our Lady of Boston; at Saint Edmundes-bery ; 

And streyght to Saynt Patrikes Purgatory; 40 

At Rydibone; and at the bloud of Hayles, 

Where pilgrimes paynes right muche avayles; 

At Saynt Davis; and at Saynt Denis; 

At Sainte Mathewe; and Sa3mt Marke in Venis; 

At Mayster John Shome; at Canterbury; 45 

The great God of Katewade; at Kynge Herry; 

At Saynt Saviours; at Our Lady of Sothwell; 

At Crome; at Wylsdom; and at Muswell; 

At Saynte Rycharde; and at Saynte Roke; 

And at Our Lady that standeth in the oke. 50 

To these with other many one 

Devoutly have I prayed and gone, 

Praying to them to pray for me 

Unto the Blissed Trinitie; 

By whose prayers and my dayly payne 55 

I truste the soner to obtajme 

For my salvacion grace and mercy. 

For be ye sure I thynke surelye 
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^lio sdcedx SAyn c ea for Cristia 

And aaxnely socfae as jfoyrx do tadbe 60 

On fbte to pmifslie tfaeir &aj1e body — 

Shall tiicrby merrts more Ektcjt 

Tlien by any tfaynge done by nan. 

Pardjmer. And wfaan ye have gone as farre as 
yov ran, 
For all your labonr and ghostly entent 65 

Yet welcome home as wy«e as ye went! 

Palmar. Wlxy. syr^ dispbe ye pylgryma^? 

Pardoner. \ay, fore God. syr, then dyd I rage! 
I thyncke ye ryg^ well ocmyy e d 
To seke these sayntes on every syde. 70 

Also yoor payne I not disprayse xt. 
Bat yet I dysconmicnde yoor wyt; 
And, or we go, even so shall ye, 
Yt yon in this wytl answere mee: 
I praye yon, shcwe what the canse is 73 

Ye went al these pylgrymages. 

Palmer. Forsoth this lyfe I dyd begyn 
To ryd the bondage of my syn. 
For which these sayntes rehersed or this 
I have both sought and sene, I wis, 80 

Besechyng them to be recorde 
Of all my pa>-ne unto the Lorde, 
That gyveth all rcmyssyon 
Upon eche mannes contricion; 

And by the>T good mediacion, 85 

Upon m>'ne humble submyssion, 
I trust to have in very dede 
For my soule helth the better speede. 

Pardoner. Now is your owne confession lyckely 
To make your-selfe a fole quickcly, 90 

For I perceyve ye woulde obtaj-ne 
Xo n other thynge for all your pa>'ne 
But onely grace your soule to save. 
Now marke in this what wyt ye have 
To seke so farre, and helpe so nye: 95 

Even here at home is remcdye. 
For at your dore my-selfe doth dwell, 
Who could have saved your soule as well 
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As all your wyde wanderyng shall do, 

Though ye went thrise to Jericho. 100 

Now, syns ye myght have spedde at home, 

What have ye won by ronning to Rome? 

Palmer. If this be true that ye have moved, 
Then is my wytte in-dede reproved; 
But let us heare first what ye are. 105 

Pardoner. Truely I am a pardoner. 

Palmer. Truely a pardoner — that may be trewe ; 
But a trewe pardoner doth not ensewl 
Ryght sclde is it seene or never 

That trewth and pardoners dwell together; no 

For, be your pardons never so great, 
Yet them to enlarge ye wyll not let 
With suche lyes that ofte tymes, Chryste wot. 
Ye seme to have that ye have not 
Wherfore I went my-selfe to the selfe thynge 115 

In every place, and, without faynynge. 
Had as muche pardon there assuredly 
As ye can promyse me here doutfully. 
How-be-it I thynke ye do but scoffe; 
But if ye had all the pardon ye speke of, 120 

And no whyt of pardon graunted 
In any place where I have haunted. 
Yet of my laboure I nothyng repent. 
God hath respect howe eche tyme is spent, 
And, as in His knowledge all is regarded, 125 

So by His goodnes all is rewarded. 

Pardoner. By the fyrst part of this last tale 
It semeth ye come to late from the ale, 
For reason on your syd so farre doth faile 
That ye leve resonyng and begyn to rayle; 130 

Wherin ye forget your owne part clerely. 
For ye be as untrewe as I; 
And in one poynt ye are beyonde me. 
For ye may lye by aucthoritie — 
And all that hath wandred so farre 135 

That no man can be theyr controller. 
And wher ye esteme your laboure so much, 
I saye yet agayne my pardons be suche 
That, yf there were a thousand soules on a hepe, 
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I valdt hryngt ^lem al ic* ht at c L as pyx. zstex Z40 

Is tiie least qoaxtc crf ytnxr Tract 
"Wliid] k farrt a ihk side bcsTcn. br Goc T 
There ycmr labonr and pardur li od. 
W'hh small cosie and miibc m i azrr pajTte 145 

Tbe&e pardons fanmgrdi then t:- beare:: ps^^-Dt: 
Gn-e me bin a peoj or two pence. 
And a» sane a£ the sonk depanexh bec&. 
Is faalfe a faonre, or three qnaners a: m^ste. 
The sonk is is bcaren with the Ho3t GboFie. 150 

PoHcaryc. Sende re asj sanies to bearez br 



PardcmiT. Yf we do. srr. what is the mater? 
Potycary. By God. I hare a dire socle shnlde 
thrihcr! 
I praj yua let oar sonles go to beaTcn tog3r[faer. 
So bnsT TOD twarne be in sonk helth. 155 

Maj not a potycarjr coBot in by stelth? 
Yes. thai I wj-ll. by Sayaie -^Jltony! 
And, by ibc leve of this company. 
Prove ye false knaves both, or we go, 
Ita pane of your sayingef. as this, lo: 160 

Thou by thy travayle thinkest heaven to get; 
And thou by pardons and reliques count est no let 
To sende thyne owne soule to heaven sure. 
And all o:ber whom thou lyste to procure: 
Yf I toke an action, then were they blanke; 165 

For lyke theves the knaves rob away my thank. 
All soules in heaven havinge relefe. 
Shall lhc3' thank your craftes? nay, thank myne chefe! 
No soule. ye knowe, entreth heaven gate 
Tyll from the body he be seperate; i;o 

And whome have ye knowne die honestli 
Without helpe of the poticarj-? 
Xay. all that commeth to our handlinge — 
Except ye hap to come to hangynge : 
That way. parchaunce, ye shall not mister 175 

To go to heaven without a glyster! 
But, be ye sure, I wolde be wo 
Yf ye should chaunce to begyle me sa 
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As good to lye with me a-nyght 

As hange abrode in the mone lyght! 180 

There is no choyse to flie my hande 

But, as I sayde, into the bande. 

Syns of our soules the multytude 

I sende to heaven, when all is vewed. 

Who should but I, then, all-together 185 

Have thanke of al their comming thither? 

Pardoner. Yf ye kylde a thousande in an houre 
space. 
When come they to heaven, dying from state of grace? 

Poticary. If a thousande pardons about your 
necks were tied. 
When come they to heaven yf they never dyed? 190 

Palmer. Longe lyfe after good workes in-dede 
Doth hynder mannes receit of mede. 
And death before one dewty done 
May make us thynke we dye to sone; 
Yet better tary a thynge, then have it, 195 

Then go to sone and vaynly crave it. / 

Pardoner, The longer ye dwell in communicacion. 
The lesse shall ye lyke this ymaginacion; 
For ye maye percejrve even at the fyrste chop 
Your tale is trapt in such a stop 200 

That, at the leaste, ye seme worse then we. 

Poticary. By the masse, I holde us nought all 
three ! v 

Pedler. By Our Lady, then have I gone wronge; 
And yet to be here I thought longe! 

Poticary. Brother, ye have gone wronge no 
whyt. 20s 

I prayse your fortune and your wyt. 
That can derecte you so discretely 
To plante you in this company: 
Thou Ja] palmer, and thou a pardoner, 
I a poticary. 

Pedler. And I a pedler. 210 

Potycary. Now on my fayth full well watched! 
Where the devyll were we foure hatched? 

Pedlef, That maketh no mater, syns we be 
matched. 
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I could be mery yf that I catch ed 

Some money for part of the ware in my packe. 215 

Potycary. What the devyll hast thou there at thy 
backe ? 

Pedler. Why, doest thou not know that every pedlcr 
In every trifull must be a medler? 
Specially in womens triflynges; 

Those use we chieflye above all thynges: 220 

Which thynges to se if ye be disposed, 
Beholde what ware here is disclosed. 
This gere sheweth it-selfe in suche bewte 
That eche man thinketh it sayeth, "G)me, by me!" 
Loke; where your-selfe can lyke to be choser, 225 
Your-selfe shall make pryce though I be loser I 
Is here nothyng for me father palmer? 
Have ye not a wanton in a corner 
For all your walkynge to holy places? 
By Chryst, I have herde of as straung cases! 230 

Who lyveth in love or love wolde wynne. 
Even at this packe he muste begynne; 
Where is right many a proper token, 
Of which by name parte shalbe spoken : 
Gloves, pinnes, combes, glasses unspotted, 235 

Pomanders, hookes, and lases knotted, 
Broches, rynges, and all manner bodes, 
Lace, rounde and flat, for womens heades, 
Nedels, thred, thimbels, shercs, and al suche knackes, 
(Where lovers be, no suche thynges lackes), 240 

Sipers, swathbondes, ribandes, and sleve-laces, 
Gyrdels, knyves, purses, and pyncaces. 



Pedlcr. Let womens matters passe, and marke 
myne! 
W^hat-ever theyr poyntes be, these pointes be fine. 280 
Wherfore, yf ye be wyllyng to bye. 
Ley downe money! come of quickelye! 

Palmer. Nay, by me trouth, we be lyke friers: 
We are but beggers, we be no byers. 

Pardoner. Syr, you may showe your ware for 
your mynde, 285 

But I thynke ye shall no profit fynde. 
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Pedler. Wcl, though this journey acquite no cost. 
Yet thmke I not my labour loste; 
For, by the fayth of my bodye, 

I lyke full well this companye. 290 

Up shall this packe, for it is playne 
I came not hither all for gayne. 
Who may not playe one daye in a weke, 
May thincke his thrift farre to sekel 
Devise what pastyme ye thinke best, 295 

And make ye sure to fynde me prest. 

Poticarye. Why, be ye so universall 
That ye can do what-so-ever ye shall? 

Pedler. Sir, yf ye lyst to appose me, 
What I can do then shall ye see. 300 

Poticary. Then tel me this: be ye parfit in drink- 
ing? 

Pedler. Parf)rt in drynkyng as may be wysht bi 
thinking I 

Poticarye, Then after your drinking how fal ye to 
winking ? 

Pedler. Syr, after drynkinge, while the shot is 
tinkynge. 
Some heades be swiming, but mine wil be sinking, 305 
And upon drinkyng myne eyes wyll be pinkynge. 
For wynkyng to drynkynge is alwaye linkynge. 

Poticarye, Then drynke and slepe ye can well da 
But yf ye were desyred therto, 
I pray you, tell me, can ye synge? 310 

Pedler. Syr, I have some syghte in syngynge. 

Potycary. But is your breste any-thynge swete? 

Pedler, What-ever my brest be, mi voice is mete. 

Poticary. That answere sheweth you a ryght 
syngyng man. 
Now what is your wyll, good father, than? 315 

Palmer, What helpeth wyll where is no skyll? 

Pardoner, And what helpeth skil wher is no wyl? 

Poticary. For wyll or skyll, what helpeth it 
Wher froward knaves be lacking wit? 
Leve of this curiosytie; 320 

And who that lyst, synge after me! 
Here they synge. 
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Pedler, This lyk«th me well, so mot I the! 

Pardoner. So helpe me God, it lyketh not me! 
Where company is met and we! agreed. 
Good pastime doth right wel in-dede; 325 

But who can syt in dalyatmce 
Men syt in suche a varyaunce 
As we were set or ye came in? 
Which strife this man did first beginne, 
Allegyng that suche men as use 330 

For love of God, and not refuse. 
On fote to goe from place to place 
A pylgrimage, calling for grace. 
Shall in that payne with penitence 
Obtayne discharge of conscyence, — 335 

Comparjrng that lyfe for the best 
Enduccion to our endlesse reste. 
Upon these words our matter grew; 
For, yf he coulde avowe them trewe. 
As good to be a gardener 340 

As for to be a pardoner. 
But when I heard hym so farre wide, 
I then approched and replyed, 
Sayinge this: that this indulgence, 
Havynge the forsayde penitence, 345 

Deschargeth man of all offence 
With much more profile then this pretence. 
I aske but two pence at the moste — 
I-wys, this is not very great coste, — 
And from all payne, without dyspayre, — 350 

My soule for his, — ^kepe even his chayre, 
And when he dyeth he may be sure 
To come to heaven even at pleasure. 
And more then heaven he may not get. 
How farre so-ever he lyst to jet. 355 

Then is his payne more then his wit 
To walke to heaven, synce he may syttel 
S3rr, as we were in this contencion, 
In came this dawe with his invention, 
Revilyng us, hym-selfe avauntynge, 360 

That all the soules to heaven ascending 
Are mooste bounde to the potycarye, 
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Because he helpeth moost men to dye; 

Before which death he sayeth, in-dede, 

No soule in heaven can have his meede. 365 

Pedler. Why, dooe potycaryes kyll menne? 

Poticary. By God, menne say so now and then! 

Pedler, And I thought you wolde not have mist 
To make men Ijrve as long as ye lyst 

Potycary, As long as we lest? nay, as long as they 
can I 370 

Pedler. So myght we lyve wythout you than. 

Potycary. Yea, but it is necessary 
For to have a potycary; 
For when ye fele your conscience redye, 
I can send you to heaven very quickly. 375 

Whcrfore, concemyng our matter here. 
Above these twayne I am best, clere; 
And, yf ye lyste to take me so, 
I am content you and no mo 

Shall be our judge as in this case, 380 

Which of us thre shal take the beste place. 

Pedler. I neyther wyll judge the beste nor 
worst ; 
For, be ye blyste or be ye curste. 
Ye knowe it is no whit my sleyghte 
To be a judge in matters of wayghte. 385 

It behoveth no pedlers nor proctours 
To take on them judgment as doctours. 
But if your myndes be only set 
To worke for soule helth, ye be wel met; 
For eche of you somwhat doth shew 390 

That souls toward heven bi you do grow; 
Then, if ye can so well agree 
To continue together all three 
And all you three obey one wyll. 
Then all your mindes you may fulfyll: 395 

As, yf ye came all to one man 
Who shuld goc pilgrimage more then he can? 
In that ye, palmer, as debyte. 
May clerely dyscharge him, parde; 
And for al other sins, once had contricion, 400 

Your pardon geveth him full remyssion; 
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And then ye, maister poticary. 

May sende hym to heaven by-and-by. 

Poticary. If he taste of this boxe nye about the 
prime. 
By the masse, he is in heaven or evensonge tymel 405 
My crafte is suche that I can ryght well 
Sende my frindes to heaven and my-selfe to hell. 
But, syrs, marke this man, for he is wise 
Who coulde devyse suche a devise; 
For yf we three may be as one, 410 

Then be we lordes everichone; 
Betwene us all coulde not be miste 
To save the soules of whome we lyste. 
But, for good order, at a worde, 

Twayne of us must waite on the third; 415 

And i;nto that I doo agre. 
For both you twayne shall wait on me. 

Pardoner. What chaunce is this that such an elfe 
Commaund to knaves, beside him-selfe? 
Nay, nay, my frende, that wyll not be; 420 

I am to good to wayte on thee 1 

Palmer. By Our Lady, and I wolde be lothe 
To waite on the better of you bothel 

Pedler. Yet be ye sure, for all this doute, 
This wayting must be brought about. 425 

Men cannot prosper, wilfully led; 
All thynge decayeth where is no hed. 
Wherfore, doubtles, marke what I saye: 
To one of you three twayne muste obey; 
And, sins ye cannot agree in voyce 430 

Who shalbe hed, there is no choyse 
But to devyse some maner thynge 
Wherein ye all be lyke connynge; 
And in the same who can do best. 
The other twayne to make them preste 435 

In every thyng of his intente 
Holly to be at commaundymente. 
And nowe I have founde one maystry 
That ye can do indeffercntli. 

And is nother sellynge nor byinge, 440 

But even onely very lyinge; 
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And all ye three can lye as well 

As can the falsest devyll in hell. 

And though afore ye herde me grudge 

In greater matters to be your judge, 445 

Yet in lyinge I can some skyll. 

And yf I shall be judge I wyll; 

And, be ye sure, without flattery. 

Where my conscience fyndeth the maystry, 

There shall my judgement strayght be founde, 450 

Though I myghte wynne a thousande pounde. 

Palmer. Syr, for lyinge, though I can do it. 
Yet am I loth for to go to it. 

Pedler. Ye have no cause to feare, beholde. 
For ye may be uncontrolled. 455 

And ye in this have good advauntage, 
For lying in your common usage. 
And you in lyinge be well spedde, 
For al your craft doth stande in falshed. 
Ye nede not care who shall begyn, 460 

For eche of you may hope to w)m. 
Now speake, all thre, even as ye fynde: 
Be ye agreed to followe my mynde? 

Palmer, Yea, by my trouth, I am content. 

Pardoner, Now, in good fayth, and I assent. 465 

Potycary. Yf I denyed, I were a nodye, 
For all is myne, by Goddes body! 
Here the poticary hoppeth. 

Palmer. Here were a hopper to hop for the 
rynge! 
But, syr, this gere goth not by hoppyngc. 

Potycary. Syr, in this hoppynge I wyll hop 

so well 470 

That my tonge shall hop as well as my hele; 
Upon whiche hoppyng I hope, and not doute it. 
To hop so that ye shall hop without it. 

Palmer, Syr, I wyll neyther boste ne braule. 
But take suche fortune as may fall; 475 

And if ye wyn this maistrye, 
I wyll obey you quietly. 
And sure I thynke that quietnesse 
In any man is great rychesse. 
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In any manner companye, 480 

To rule or to be ruled indifferently. 

Pardoner. By that boste thou semest a begger 
in-dede. 
What can thy quietnesse helpe us at nede? 
If we shulde sterve, thou hast not, I thynke. 
One peny to by us one potte of drinke. 485 

Nay, yf rychesse might rule the rostc, 
Beholde what cause I have to boste! 
Lo, here be pardons halfe a dosyn; 
For ghostly ryches they have no cosyn; 
And, moreover, to me they brynge 490 

Suffycient succour for my lyvynge. 
And here be relikes of suche a kynde 
As in this worlde no man can f3mde. 
Knele downe, all three, and when ye leve kyssynge. 
Who lyst to offer shall have me blessynge! 495 

Frendes, here shall ye se even anone 
Of All-Halowes the blessed jaw-bone: 
Kysse yt hardly, with good devocion! 

Poticary. This kysse shall brynge us muche promo- 
cion. — 
Fough ! by Sainte Saviour, I never kyst a 

wars! .... 500 

For, by Al-Halowcs, me thynketh 
That Al-Halowes breth stynketh. 

Palmer. Ye judge Al-Halowes breth unknowen; 
If any breth stynke, it is your owne. 505 

Poticary. I know myne own breth from Al- 
Halowes, 
Or els it were tyme to kysse the gallowes. 

Pardoner. Nay, sirs, beholde, here may ye se 
The great-tooe of the Trinitie: 

Who to this tooe any money voweth, 510 

And once may role it in his mouth, 
All his lyfe after, I undertake, 
He shalbe ryd of the toth-ake. 

Potuarye. I praye you tourne that relyke aboute! 
Other the Trinitie had the goute, 515 

Or else, because it is three tooes in one, 
God made it muche as thre tooes alone. .... 
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Pardoner. Marke well this relyke; Jiere is a 
whipper I 
My frinde unfayned, here is a slypper 525 

Of one of the Seven Slepers, be sure. 
Doutlesse thys kys shal do you great pleasure, 
For all these two dayes it shall so ease you 
That none other savours shall displease you. 

Poticarye, All these two dayes! nay, all these two 
yeare I 530 

For all the savours that may come heare 
Can be no ^orse. . . . , 

Pedler, Syr, me thynketh your devocion is but 
small. 

Pardoner, Smal? mary, me thinketh he hath none 
at all! 535 

Poticarye. What the devyll care I what ye thinke? 
Shall I prayse relikes when they stinke? 

Pardoner. Here is an eye-toth of the Great Turke: 
Whose eyes be ones set on this pece of worke 
May happely lese part of his eye-syght, 540 

But not all tyl he be blynde out-ryght. 

Potycary. What-so-ever any other man seeth, 
I have no devocion to Turkes teeth; 
For although I never sawe a greater, 
Yet me thinketh I have sene many beter. 545 

Pardoner. Here is a boxe full of humble-bees 
That stonge Eve as she sat on her knees 
Tastyng the frute to her forbidden: 
Who kisseth the bees within this hidden 
Shall have as muche pardon, of ryght, 550 

As for anye relyke he kist thys nyght. 

Palmer. Syr, I wyll kysse them, with all my harte. 

Potycary. Kysse them agayne, and take my parte, 
For I am not worthy — nay, let be; 
Those bees that stonge Eve shall not sting me! 555 

Pardoner. Good frendes, I have yett here-in this 
glasse, 
Whiche on the drinke at the wedding was 
Of Adam and Eve undoutedly; 
Yf ye honour this relike devoutly. 
Ail-though ye thurst no whit the lessc, 560 
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Yet shall ye drinke the more doubtlesse; 
After whiche drynkyng ye shalbe as mete 
To stande on your head as on your fete. 

Potycary. Ye, mary, now I can you thanke; 
In presens of this the reste be blanke. 565 

Wold God this relike had come rather! 
Kysse that rclycke well, good father! 
Suche is the payne that ye palmers take 
To kysse the pardon-bowle for the drynkc sake. 

holy yest, that loketh full sowre and stale, 570 
For Goddes bodye, helpe me to a cup of ale ! 

The more I beholde thee, the more I thurste; 

The oftener I kysse, the more I lyke to burste! 

But syns I kisse thee so devoutlye, 

Hire me, and helpe me with drinke till I die! — 575 

What, so muche prayinge and so lytel spede? 

Pardoner. Ye, for God knoweth when it is nede 
To send folkes drinke, but, by Saint Antoni, 

1 wene He hath sent you to much al-readie. 

Poticary. If I have never the more for thee, 580 
Then be the relikes no riches to me 
Nor to thy-selfe, except they be 
More beneficial! then I can se. 
Richer is one boxe of thys treacle 

Then all thy relikes that do no myracle. 585 

Yf thou haddest prayed but halfe so muche to me 
As I have prayed to thy rclykes and thee, 
Nothinge concernyng myne occupacion 
But streyght should have wrought on operacion. 
And as in value I passe you an ace. 590 

Here lieth much riches in a Ijrttle space: 
I have a boxe of rubarde here, 
Whiche is as deynty as it is dere; 
So helpe me God and hollydam, 

Of this I woldc not geve a dram 595 

To the best frende I have in Englandes grounde 
Though he wolde geve me xx pounde; 
For though the stomacke do it abhor. 
It pourgeth you clene from the color, 
And niaketh your stomake sore to waiter, 600 

That ye shall never come to the halter. 
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Pedler. Then is that medecinc a soverain thyng 
To preserve a man from hangyng. 

Poticary. Yf ye wyll taste but thys crome that 
ye se, 
Yf ye be hanged, never trust me! 605 

Here have I diapompholicus, 
A spetial ointment, as doctours discusse; 
For a fistcla or a canker 
Thys oyntment is even shot-anker. 
For this medicine helpeth one and other, 610 

Or bringeth them in case that they nede no other. 
Here is a syrapus de Bizansys; 
A lyttell thynge is ynough of thys. 
For even the weyght of one scrippull 
Shall make you stronge as a crippull. 615 

Here be other; as diosfialios, 
Diagalanga, and sticados, 
Blanka manna, diospoliticon. 
Mercury sublime, and metridaticon, 
Pelitory, and arsefetita, 620 

Cassy, and coloquintita. 
These be the thynges that breke all stryfe 
Betwene mannes sickness and his lyfe; 
From all payne these shall you delyver. 
And set you even at rest for-ever. 625 

Here is a medezine — no mo like the same! — 
Which commenly is called thus by name: 
Alikakabus or alkakengy; 
A good thynge for dogges that be mangy. 
Such be these medecines that I can 630 

Helpe a dogge as well as a man. 
Not one thynge here particulerly 
But worketh universally. 
For it doth me as much good when I sel yt 
As all the byers that taste it or smell it. 635 

Now, since my medecines be so speciall. 
And in operacion so generall. 
And redy to worke when-so-ever they shal, 
So that in rychcs I am principall, 
Yf any reward may entreat ye, 640 

I beseche your maship be good to me, 
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And ye shall have a boxe of marmelade 
So fyne that ye mai digge it with a spade. 

Pedler. Syr, I thanke you, but your rewarde 
Is not the thynge that I regarde; 645 

I must and wyl be indifferent: 
Wherfore procede in your entent 

Poty carte. Now, yf I wyste this wishe no synne, 
I wolde to God I might begynne! 

Pardoner. I am content that thou lye fyrstc. 650 

Palmer, Even so am I; and say thy worst! 
Now let us heare of all thy lyes 
The greatest lye thou mayst devyse. 
And in the fewest wordes thou can. 

Poticary, Forsoth, ye be a honest man. 655 

Palmer. There sayd ye muche, but yet no lye. 

Pardoner. Now lye ye both, by Our Ladye: 
Thou lyest in boste of his honestye. 
And he hath lyed in affirmyng thee. 

Poticary. Yf we both lye and ye say trewe, 660 
Then of these lyes your part adewe! 
And yf ye wyn, make none avaunte; 
For ye arc sure of one yll servaunte. 
Ye may perceyve by the wordes he gave 
He taketh your mashyp but for a knave. 665 

But who tolde trewe or lyed in-dede. 
That wyl I knowe or we procede: 
Syr, after that I fyrste beganne 
To prayse you for an honest man, 
When ye affyrmed it for no lye, 670 

(Now, by your faith, speake even trewlye), 
Thought you your affyrmation trewe? 

Palmer. Ye, mary, I ; for I wolde ye knewe 
I thynke my-selfe an honeste man. 

Potycary. What thought you in the contrary 
than ? 675 

Pardoner. In that I sayde the contrary, 
I thyncke from trouth I dyd not vary. 

Poticary. And what of my wordes? 

Pardoner. I thought ye lyed. 

Poticary. And so thought I, by God That dyed! 
Nowe have you twayne eche for him-selfe layde 680 
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That none hath lyed but both trusayed; 

And of us twayne none hath denyed. 

But both afFyrmeth, that I have lyed: 

Now, sins [ye] both your trouth confesse. 

And that we both my lye so w)rtnes 68$ 

That twaine of us thre in one agree, — 

And that the Iyer the wynner must bee, — 

Who coulde provyde suche evidence 

As I have done in this pretence? 

Me thynketh this matter sufficient 690 

To cause you to geve judgement 

And to geve me the maistrye, 

For ye perceive these knaves can not lie. 

Palmer. Thoughe nother of us as yet had lyed. 
Yet what we can do is untryed; 695 

For yet we have devysed nothynge. 
But answered you and geven hearynge. 

Pedler. Therfore I have devised one waye 
Wherby all three your myndes maye saye; 
For eche of you one tale shall tell, 700 

And whiche of you telleth most mervaile 
And moste unlyke to be true, 
Shall moste prevayle, what-ever ensewe. 

Pardoner. Well, syr, marke what I can say. 
I have bene a pardoner many a day. 
And done greater cures gostely 
Then ever he dyd bodely: 

Namely this one which ye shall heare, 775 

Of one departed within this seven yere; 
A friende of myne, and lykewyse I 
To her agayne was as fryendly; 
Who fell sycke so sodeynly 

That deade she was even by-and-by, 780 

And never spake with priest nor clarke, 
Nor had no whit of his holy warke. 
For I was thens, it coulde not be; 
Yet harde I saye she asked for me. 
But when I bethought me how this chaunced, 785 

And that I have to heaven avaunced 
So many soules to me but straungers 
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And coulde not Icepe my frynde from daung«rs, 

But she to dye so daungerously, 

For her soule helth specyally, g^ 

That was the thynge that greved me so 

That nothynge colde release my woe 

Tyll I had tryed even out of hande 

In what estate her soule dyd stande; 

For whiche tryall, shorte tale to make, 795 

I toke this journey for her sake. 

Geve eare, for here begynneth the story. 

From hence I wentc to purgatory, 

And toke with me this geare in my fyste, 

Wherby I may do there what I lyste. 800 

I knocked, and was let in quickely; 

But, Lord, how low the soules made curtsy! 

And I to every soule agayne 

Dyd geve a becke them to retayne, 

And asked them this question than: 8q5 

Yf that the soule of suche a woman 

Dyd late amonge them there appere. 

Wherto they sayd, "Shee came not here." 

Then fearde I muche it was not well; 
"Alas," thought I, "she is in helll" 810 

For with her lyfe I was so acqueinted 

That sure I thought she was not saynted. 

With this it chaunced me to snese: 
"Chryst helpe !" quoth a soule that laye for his fees. 
"Those wordes," quoth I, "thou shalte not lease." 815 

Then with these pardons of all degrees 

I payed his tole, and set hyra so quight 

That streyght to heaven he toke his flyght. 

And I from thens to hell that nyght. 

To healpe this woman yf I myght, 820 

Not as who sayth by auctorite 

But by the waye of entreate. 

And fyrst to the devyll that kept the gate 

I came, and spake after this rate: 

"All hayle, syr devyl!" and made lowe curtesy. 825 
"Welcome !" quoth he thus smilyngly. 

He knew me well, and I at last 

Remembred hym sins long tyme past; 
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For, as good hap wold have it chaunce, 

This devyl and I were of old acquentance, 830 

For ofte in the play of Corpus Cristi 

He hath played the devill at Coventry. 

By his acquentance and my behavoure 

He shewed to me ryght frendly favourc. 

And, to make me retourne the shorter, 835 

I sayd to this devyl: "Good maister porter, 

For all olde love, if it lye in your poure, 

Helpe me to speke with my lorde and your." 
"Be sure," quoth he, "no tonge can tell 

What time thou couldest have com so wel, 840 

For thys daye Lucifer fell; 

Whiche is our festivall in hell. 

Nothinge unreasonable craved thys day 

That shall in hell have any naye. 

But yet beware thou come not in 845 

Tyll tyme thou mayst thy pasporte wyn; 

Wherfore stande styll, and I wyl wyt 

Yf I can get thy save-condyt." 

He taryed not, but shortely gat it. 

Under scale and the Dyvyls hand at it, 850 

In ample wyse, as ye shall here; 

Thus it began: "Lucifer, 

By the power of God chife devyll of hell. 

To all the devyls that there do dwel. 

And every of them, we sende gretynge, 855 

Under streyght charge and commaundynge, 

That they aidinge and assystent be 

To suche a pardoner" — and named me, — 
"So that he may at lyberte 

Passe save without his jeopardye 860 

Tyll that he be from us extincte 

And clerely out of belles precincte; 

And, his pardons to kepe in savegarde. 

We wyll they lye in the porters warde. 

Gcven in the fornes of our palays, 865 

In our bye court of matters of malys. 

Such a day and yere of our raine." 

God save the Devyll!" quoth I, "for playne, 

I trust this wryting to be sure." 
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'Then put thy trust," quoth he, "in eure, 870 

Syns thou arte sure to take no harme." 
This devyl and I walked arme in arme 
So farre tyll he had brought me thyther 
Where all the devyls of hell together 
Stode in aray in suche apparayle 875 

As for that day there metely fell: 
Their homes well gylte, their clowes full cleane, 
Theyr tayles well kempte, and, as I wene, 
With sothery butter their bodyes anoynted; 
I never sawe devyls so well appoynted. 880 

The maister devyll sat in his jacket, 
And all the soules were playing at racket: 
None other rackettes they had in hande 
Save every soule a good fyre-brande; 
Wherwith they played so pretely 885 

That Lucifer laughed merely. 
And all the resedew of the fendes 
Dyd laugh full well togytther lyke frendes. 
But of my frende I sawe no whyt. 
Nor durst not aske for her as yet. 890 

Anone all this route was brought in sylens, 
And I by an usher brought in presens. 
Then to Lucyfer lowe as I coulde 
I kneled; whiche he so well alowed 
That thus he beckt, and, by Saynt Antony. 895 

He smyled on me well-favoredly, 
Bendyng his browes, as brode as barne-durres, 
Shakyng his eares, as ruged as burres, 
Rolyng his eyes, as rounde as 11 bushels, 
Flastyng the fyre out of his nosethrels, 900 

Gnashyng his teath so vaingloriousle 
That me thought time to fall to flattery; 
Wherwith I tolde, as I shall tell: 

plesaunt pecture ! O prince of hell, 

Feutred in fashion abominable! 905 

And syns that is inestimable 
For me to prayse the worthyly, 

1 leve of prayse, as unworthy 

To geve the prayse, besechyng thee 

To heare my sute and then to be 910 
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So good to graunt the thyng I crave; 

And, to be shorte, this wolde I have — 

The soule of one which hither's flitted 

Delivered hens and to me remitted. 

And in this doinge, though all be not quit, 915 

Yet in some parte I shall deserve it; 

As thus: I am a pardoner, 

And over soules as controller 

Through-out the erth my power doth stand. 

Where many a soule lyeth on my hand, 920 

That spede in matters as I use them, 

As I receyve them or refuse them; 

Wherby, what tyme thy pleasure is 

Ye shall requyre any parte of this. 

The least devyl here that can come thyther 925 

Shal chose a soule and bring him hyther." 
"Ho! hoi" quod the Devyll, "we are well pleased. 

What is his name thou woldest have eased?" 
"Nay," quoth I, "be it good or evyll, 

My commyng is for a she-devyll." 930 

"What calste her?" quoth he, "thou horsen!" 
"Forsoth," quoth I, "Margery Coorson." 
"Now, by our honour," sayd Lucyfer, 

No devyll in hel shall with-holde her; 

And yf thou woldst have twenty mo, 935 

Were not for justice, they should go. 

For all the devyls within this den 

Have more to do with to women 

Then with al the charge we have besyde. 

Wherfore, yf thou our frende wyl be tryed, 940 

Aply thy pardons to women so 

That unto us there come no mo." 

To do my best I promysed by othe; 

Which I have kept, for, as the fayth goth. 

At these dayes to heaven I do procure 945 

Ten women to one man, be sure. 

Then of Lucifer my leave I tooke. 

And streyght unto the maister cooke; 

I was had into the kytchen. 

For Margeryes offyce was therin 950 

And or the meat were half rosted in-dede. 
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I toke her then fro the spyt for spede. 960 

But when she sawe this brought to pas, 

To tell the joy wherin she was. 

And of all the devyls, for joy how they 

Dyd rore at her delyvery, 

And howe the chaynes in hell dyd ringe, 965 

And how all the soules therin dyd synge. 

And how we were brought to the gate, 

And howe we toke our leve therat. 

Be suer lake of tyme suffereth nat 

To rehearse the xx part of that: 970 

Wherfore, this tale to conclude brefely, 

Thys woman thanked me chefely 

That she was ryd of this endles death; 

And so we departed on New Market Heath. 

And yf any man do minde her, 975 

Who liste to seke her ther shall he fynde her! 

Pedler. Syr, ye have sought her wonders well; 
And where ye found her, as ye tell, 
To here the chaunce ye found in hell, 
I fynde ye were in great parell. 980 

Palmer. His tale is all much parellous, 
But part is much more mervaylous; 
As where he sayde the devyls complayn 
That women put them to such payne 
By theyr condicions so croked and crabbed, 985 

Frowardly fashioned, so wa3rward and wrabbed, 
So farre in devision, and sturryng suche stryfe. 
That all the devyls be wery of theyr lyfe. 
Thus in effect he told for trouth; 
Wherby muche marvell to me ensueth, 990 

That women in hel suche shrewes can be 
And here so gentyll, as farre as I se. 
Yet have I sene many a myle 
And many a woman in the whyle; 
Not one good citye, towne, nor borough 995 

In Cristendome but I have bene thorough; 
And this I wolde ye should understand: 
I have sene women five hondred thousande. 

And ofte with them have longe time taried; 1000 
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Yet in all places where I have bene. 
Of all the women that I have sene, 
I never saw nor knew, in my conscience, 
Any one woman oute of pacience. 

Poticary. By the masse, there is a greate lye! 1005 

Pardoner. I never heard a greater, by Our Lady! 

Pedler, A greater? nay, know ye any so great? 

Palmer, Syr, whether that I lose or get, 
For my part judgement shall be prayed. 

Pardoner, And I desyre as he hath sayde. loio 

Poticary, Procede, and ye shal be obeyed. 

Pedler. Then shall not judgement be delayde. 
Of all these three, if eche mannes tale 
In Poules Churche Yard were set on sale 
In some mannes hand that hath the sleight, 1015 

He should sure sel these tales by weyght; 
For as they wey so be they worth. 
But which weyeth best, to that now forth! 
Syr, al the tale that ye dyd tell 
I beare in m3mde; and yours as well; 1020 

And, as ye saw the matter metely. 

So lyed ye both well and discretely 

Yet, by these ten bones, I could ryght well 
Ten tymes soner all that have beleved 
Then the tenth parte of that he hath meved. 

Poticary. Two knaves before i lacketh 11 knaves 
of fyve; 103S 

Then one, and then one, and both knaves a-lyve; 
Then two, and then two, and thre at a cast; 
Thou knave, and thou knave, and thou knave, at last! 
Nay, knave, yf ye tri me by nomber, 
I wyll as knavyshly you accomber. 1040 

Your mynd is all on your prevy tythe. 
For all in ten me thynketh your wit lyethe. 
Now ten tymes I besech Hym That hie sittes 
Thy wyves x commandements mayo serche thy v 

wittes; .... 
And twenty times ten thys wysh I wold, 
That thou hadst ben hanged at ten yere old. 
For thou goest about to make me a slave — 
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I wyll thou know I am a gentyll knave! 1050 

And here is an-other shall take my parte. 

Pardoner. Nay, fyrst I beshrew your knaves harte 
Or I take parte in your knavery! 
I wyll speake fayre, by Our Lady! 
Syr, I beseche your maship to be 1055 

As good as ye can be to me. 

Pedler. I wolde be glade to do you good 
And him also, be he never so wode; 
But dout you nat I wyl now do 

The thynge my consciens ledeth me to. 1060 

Both your tales I take farre impossible 
Yet take I his farther incredible. 
Not onely the thynge it-selfe alloweth it, 
But also the boldenes therof avoweth it. 
I knowe not where your tale to try, 1065 

Nor yours but in hell or purgatory; 
But his boldnes hath faced a lye 
That may be tryed even in this company — 
As, if ye lyst, to take this order: 
Amonge the women in this border, 1070 

Take three of the yongest and thre of the eldest. 
Three of the hotest and three of the coldest, 
Thre of the wysest and three of the shrewdest, 
Thre of the chastest and thre of the lewdest. 
Three of the lowest and thre of the hyghest, 1075 

Three of the farthest and thre of the nyest, 
Three of the fayrest and thre of the maddest, 
Three of the foulest and thre of the saddest; 
And when all these threes be had a-sunder. 
Of eche three two justly by nomber 1080 

Shall be founde shrewes — excepte this fall, 
That ye hap to fynde them shrewes all. 
Hym-selfe for trouth all this doth knowe. 
And ofte hath tryed some of this rowe; 
And yet he swereth by his conscience 1085 

He never sawe Woman breke pacience. 
Wherfore, consydered with true entent 
His lye to be so evydente, 
And to appeare so evydently 
That both you affyrmed it a lye, 1090 
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And that my consciens so depely 

So depe hath sought this thynge to tryc. 

And tryed it with mjmde indifferent, 

Thus I awardc, by waye of judgement. 

Of ail the lyes ye all have spent 1095 

His lye to be most excellent. 

Palmer. Syr, though ye were bound of equite 
To do as ye have done to me. 
Yet do I thanke you of your paine, 
And wyll requite some part agayne. iioo 

Pardoner, Marye, syr, ye can no lesse do 
But thanke him as much as it cometh to; 
And so will I do for my part: 
Now a vengeaunce on thy knaves hart I 
I never knew pedler a judge before 1105 

Nor never wil trust pedlynge-knave morel — 
What dost thou there, thou horeson nody? 

Poticary. By the masse, lerne to make curtsyc. 
Curtsy before, and curtsy behynd hym. 
And then on ech side, the devill blind hym! 11 10 
Nay, when I have it perfitly. 
Ye shall have the devyl and al of curtsy I 
But it is not sone lerned, brother, 
One knave to make curtsy to another; 
Yet, when I am angry, that is the worste, 11 15 

I shal cal my mayster knave at the fyrste. 

Palmer. Then would some maister perhappes 
clout ye, 
But as for me ye nede not dout ye; 
For I had lever be without ye 
Then have suche besincs about ye. 1120 

Pardoner. So helpe me God, so were ye better I 
What should a begger be a jotter? 
Yt were no whit your honestye 
To have us twaine jet after ye. 

Poticary. Syr, be ye sure he telleth you true; 1125 
Yf we should wayt, this would ensewe: 
It would be sayde, trust me at a worde. 
Two knaves made curtsy to the thyrde. 

Pedler. Now, by my trouth, to speke my mynde, 
Sins they be so loth to be assined, 1130 
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To let them lose I thynke it best. 
And so shal ye lyve best in rest 

Palmer. Syr, I am not <mi them so fonde 
To compel them to kepe thcyr bonde; 
And syns ye lyst not to waite on me, 1135 

I clerely of waytinge discharge ye. 

Pardoner, Mary, syr, I hartely thanke you. 

Poticary. And I lykewyse, I make God avow. 

Pedler. Now be ye all even as ye begone; 
No man hath lost nor no man hath wone. 1140 

Yet in the debate wherewith ye began, 
By way of advise I will speke as I can. 
I do perceyve that pilgrimage 
Is chief e the thinge ye have in usage; 
Wherto, in eflPecte, for the love of Christ 1145 

Ye have, or should have, bene entist; 
And who so doth with such intente 
Doth wel declare his tyme well spente. 
And so do ye in your pretence, 

Yf ye procure this indulgence 1150 

Unto your neyghbours charitably 
For love of them in God only. 
All thys may be ryght well applied 
To shewe you both wel occupy ed ; 
For though you waike not bothe one way, 11 55 

Yet, walkyng thus, this dare I saye: 
That both your walkes come to one ende. 
And so for all that do pretende, 
By ayde of Goddes grace, to ensewe 
Any manner kynde of vertue: 1160 

As some great almoyse for to geve, 
Some in wylfull povertie to Ijrve, 
Some to make hye-wayes and such other warkes. 
And some to maintayne priestes and clerkes 
To synge and say the sarvyes apoynted. 1165 

These, with all other vertues well marked. 
Ail-though they be of sondry kyndes. 
Yet be they not used with sondry myndes; 
But as God onely doth all those move, 
So every man, onely for His love, 1170 

With love and drede obediently 
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Worketh in these vertues uniformely. 

Thus every virtue, yf we lyst to scan, 

Is pleasant to God and thankeful to man; 

And who that by grace of the Holy Ghoste 1175 

To any one vertue is moved moste. 

That man, by that grace, that one applye. 

And therin serve God moste plentyfullyl 

Yet not that one so farre wyde to wreste. 

So lykyng the same to mislyke the rest; 1180 

For who so wresteth his worke is in vayne. 

And even in that case I perceyve you twayne, 

Lykinge your vertue in suche wyse 

That eche others vertue you do despise. 

Who walketh this way for God wold fynd hym, 11 85 

The farther they seke Him, the farther behynd Hym. 

One k)mde of vertue to despyse another 

Is lyke as the syster myght hange the brother. 

Poticarye. For feare leaste suche parels to me 
myght fall, 
I thanke God I use no vertue at all! 1190 

Pedler, That is of all the very worste waye; 
For more harde it is, as I have herde sayc, 
To begyn vertue where none is pretended 
Then, where it is begon, the abuse to be amended. 
How-be-it, ye be not al to begynne; 1195 

One sygne of vertue ye are entred in; 
As this: I suppose ye dyd say true 
In that ye sayd ye use no vertue; 
In the which wordes I dare well reporte 
Ye are well beloved of all this sorte, 1200 

By your raylyng here openly 
At pardons and reliques so leudly. 

Potycarie. In that I thynke my faut not great. 
For all that he hath I know counterfete. 

Pedler. For his and all other that ye knowe 
fayned 1205 

Ye be nother councelled nor constrayned 
To any suche thynge in any case 
To geve any reverence in any suche place. 
But where ye dout the truth, not knowynge, 
Belev3mge the best, good may be growinge; 1210 
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In judgynge the best, no harme at the least; 

In judginge the worste, no good at the best 

But best in these thynges it semeth to me 

To take no judgement uppon yee; 

But as the Churche doeth judge or take them, 1215 

So do ye receyve or forsake them; 

And so, be sure, ye cannot erre, 

But may be a fruitfull folower. 

Poticarye, Go ye before, and, as I am a true man, 
I wyll folowe as faste as I can. 1220 

Pardoner. And so wyll I; for he hath sayde so 
well, 
Reason wolde we should folow his counsel. 

Palmer. Then to our reason God geve us His grace, 
That we may folow with faith so fermly 

His commaundimentes, that we may purchase 1225 
His love, and so consequently 
To beleve His Churche fast and faythfully; 

So that we may, according to His promyse. 

Be kept out of errour in any wyse. 

And all that hath escaped us here by negligence, 1230 

We clerely revoke and forsake it. 
To passe the tyme in this without offence, 

Was the cause why the maker dyd make it; 

And so we humbly beseche you take it; 
Besechynge Our Lorde to prosper you all 1235 

In the fayth of His Churche Universall! 

I530f About 1545. 
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NOTES 

OLD ENGUSU POEMS 

(i) Beowulf. Lines 189-498, 66»-8s3, 1232-1650, 1787-1919, 2200-2820, 3120-82. 
The translation is based on the text of Wyatt's edition. The poem probably took its present 
form about the beginning of the eighth century, but the materials of which it is composed are 
much older. The opening lines of the first passage translated are as follows: 

Swa Oa m«l-ceare maga Healfdenes 
singala seaO; ne mihte snotor haeleO 
wean onwendan; wcs I>aet gewin to swyO, 
lal> ond kmi^nim, t>e on Oa leode becom, 
nyd-wracu nil>-grim, niht-bealwa nuest. 
Part fram ham gdrumx Higelaces l>egn, 
god mid Geatimi, Grendles daeda; 
se wcs nuMi-cynnes margenes strengest 
on I>cm daege I>y8ses lifes, 
aFl>ele ond eacen. Het him jrO-lidan 
godne g^^yrwan; cwacO, he guO-cyning 
ofer swan-rade secean wolde, 
maeme |)eoden, t>ft him waes manna I>earf . 

(x) The Cleansing of Hecrat. The scene of the action is Denmark. Hrothgar, the 
Danish king, had built a great hall called Heorot; here he and his thanes feasted, while the 
gleeman sang to the music of the harp. But Grendel, a monster of the fens, offspring of Cain, 
ravaged Heorot, slaying many thanes as they lay asleep after the feast; and fcnr twelve years 
the hall had stood desolate by night. At this point the selection begins, y z. Healfden4*s 
son: Hrothgar. H 5. thane of Hygdac: Beowulf, nephew of Hygelac; Hygelac, king of the 
Geats, was a historical character, who died about 520 a.d. in the invasion of "Friesland" 
referred to later in the poem. ^ 6. Geais: a people living in the south of Sweden; perhaps 
the Jutes. \ 25. Weder-folk: Beowulf and his men; " Wedere" is one name for the Geats. 
y 29. Scyldmgs: the Danish royal house, also the Danish people; from " Scyld," the name 
of the founder of the dynasty. 

(3) 3. Wedermark: the land of the Weders, or Geats. \ 7. Boar4%kenesses: images 
of boars on the crests of the helmets, cheek-guards: helmets. ^ 38. Wendlas: perhaps 
Vandals. 

(5) 4. eotens: giants, nickers: water-demons. % 20. Hrelhmen: Danes; literally, '*tri- 
umph-men." 

(6) 40. gave them webs of war-speed: i. e., wove for them a destiny of success in war. 
(xo) 18. Ring-Danes: Danes wearing ring-mail; an allusion to their warlike character, 
(xx) 5. Ingwines: a name for the Danes. 

(X4) XT. prince of rings: {mnce who dbtributes rings, or treasure. 

(X7) 2X. spear-hoU: spear-shaft, spear. ^ 39. ring-hark: ship with rings on its prow. 

(xg) The Fight with the Dragon. H 1-5. The wars and quarrels between the Geats 
and their neighbors referred to in this part of Beovmif (the fights of Hffthcyn and Heardrcd 
against the Swedes, the story of the Swedish exiles Eanmund and Eadgils, and the expedition 
of Hygelac against the West Frisians, Franks and Hugs) doubtless formed the subjects of 
other long tales, similar to Beowulf, with which the hearers were perfectly familiar; now that 
the tales are lost it is impossible to make frcun these tangled references any clear or precise 
account of what happened. Heardred: son of Hygelac, whom he succeeded as king of the 
Geats. Battle-Scylfings: the Scylfings were the Swedish royal family; the name was also 
used for the Swedish people, nephew of Hereric: Heardred. \ 10-14, t9-3i« The MS is 
defective here. The words in brackets are translations of conjectural emendations. 
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(35) 34- Wagmundings: the family to which Beoinilf and WigUf bekxnged. 

(39) 5. Whale's Ness: the name of a headland. H 36-38. The MS is defectire here. 
The words in brackets are translations of conjectural emendations. 

(30) Charms. The Old English Charms are clearly survivals from a very early time, 
when the Angles and Sajc<Mis were heathen. The "mighty women*' of the second diarm 
here given are the Valksrrie of Northern mythology, one of whose spears b supposed to have 
caused the "stitch." ^ 33. wounded with uon strongly: i. e., hammered heavily. 

(31) The Feisian Wife. From the Gnomic Verses in the Exeter Book, some ci which 
are very ancient. 

(31) Riddle. From the so-called Riddles of Cynevmlf, the authorship of which is now 
considered doubtful; most of the riddles belong, however, to Cynewulf's age, the ei^th 
century. H 4. wall's roof: the horizon. 

(31) The Wanderer. Probably of the eighth century. 

(33) 6. veall place: the earth. 

(33) The Banished Wife's Lament. Probably of the eighth century. 

(34) CiEDMON's Hymn. The earliest of the extant religious poems in Old English. 
The vases are at the end of the Moore MS of Bede's Ecclesiastical History, and must have 
been written there about the year 737. 

(34) The Phoenix. Lines 1-84. The poem was written in the eighth century, 
and probably by Cynewulf . The first half, including the passage here translated, is based upon 
a Latin poem. Carmen de Phtenice, by I^ctantius (fl.300 A.D.). 

(36) Genesis. Lines 338-441 of the so-called Genesis B, which belongs to the seoood 
half oi the ninth century. 

(38) 16. The MS is here defective, and the words in brackets have been added in the 
present translation to complete the sentence. 

(38) Judith. The poem is of the last half of the ninth century or the beginning of the 
tenth. The author is unknown, but evidently belonged to the school of Cynewulf. The 
fragment that has survived is only the last part of a poem apparently covering the whole 
story of Judith as told in the Old Testament Apocr>'pha. Nebuchadnezzar, king of Assyria, 
sent a great army against the land of the Jews because they had refused to help him in his war 
with the Medes. The advance of the army on Jerusalem was stayed at the city of Bethulia, 
which commanded the passes in the hill country: and the Assyrians encamped in the plain 
and besieged the city. At the end of four and thirty days the distress of the BethuUans was 
intense; the people demanded that the city be surrendered, and the rulers with great difficulty 
persuaded them to wait five days more for deliverance at the hand of Jdiovah. At this crisis 
arose Judith, a widow, "exceedingly beautiful to behold," and called the rulers before her and 
said, "Hear me, and I will do a thing which shall go down to all generations." She revealed 
to them a part of her plan and bade them hold the city till her return. That night she went 
forth, with her maid, and entered the camp of the Assyrians. To the guards who tot* her 
she said, " I am a daughter of the Hebrews, and I flee away from their presence, because they 
arc about to be given you to be consumed; and I am coming into the presence of Holcf ernes. - 
the chief captain of your host, to declare w^ords of truth; and I will show befcwe him a way 
whereby he shall go and win all the hill country, and there shall not be lacking of his men one 
person nor one life." Holof ernes was captivated by her beauty, and sought 'from the first to 
betray her; but she craftily protected herself, and also won the privilege of leaving the camp 
every night to pray. On the fourth day Holofemes made a feast, and here the extant pot- 
tion of the poem begins. 

(44) The Battle of Maldon. The poem is a fragment, being incomplete both at the 
beginning nnd at the end. It is based upon a historical event, an invasion of the east coast of 
England by Danish Vikings, in qqi, and their defeat of Earl Byrhtnoth and his forces at 
Maldon. In the narrative the terms "earl," "prince," "^Ethelred's thane," "stronghold of 
heroes," "lord of warriors," etc., always refer to Byrhtnoth. The warriors whose names are 
givei^ are all on Byrhtnoth 's side; the Vikings were all strangers to the narrator. 
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EARLY MIDDLE ENGLISH POEMS 

(49) PoEMA Morale. Lines 1-27, 90-101, 224-31, 244-51, 352-7*. Poema Morale^ 
"Moral Poem"; the title b often given as "Moral Ode/' With the exceptions noted below, 
the text is that of the Jesus College MS as edited for the Early English Text Society. 

(50) 14. The'='he who. H 15. hit^lt; the antecedent b the preceding clause, not 
"hist." y 21. eye'' awe. fy»o»'«to man. The sense of the whole line b, Man stands mcnre 
in awe of man than of Chrbt. y 22, 26. TAe— he who. ^ 2ft-33. These Hnes are from the 
Trinity G>llege MS, taking the place of seven rather confused lines in the Jesus College MS. 
H 28, 30. /A«<-who. H 43. //mi/ -"those that, y 46. blysse: the reading of the Trinity Col- 
lege MS. H 49. Avene .... Sture: the rivers Avon and Stour; probably those in Hamp- 
shire, not those in Warwickshire. H 51. /Aa/->to whom. 

(51) 53- Understand "to whom" before "was." thencke: understand "evil" as the 
object. \ ST. o/Aer— each other. ^ 63. hever: the reading of the Trinity College MS. 
H 68. godes^cd good, nys Him nowiht w»/A-M/e« there b nothing that He is without. 
H 69. godes^dL good, uvm^— want, lack. 

(51) The Brut. The text b that of the Cottonian MSS, Otho, C. xiii, as edited by 
Sir Frederic Madden, including hb emendations in the footnotes. The MS b fragmentary 
in places, and the lines have not been numbered; but the selection here given corresponds to 
U* 13.785-14.064 in the Cottonian MSS, Caligula, A. ix — a longer version. The title of the 
poem b derived from the name of the legendary first king of Britain, Brut, grandson c^ Aoieas. 
The sdection describes the coming to Britain of a band of Angles, in the fifth century a.d., 
and the aid they gave the British king. Vortiger, against the Picts ("Peutes"), a barbarous 
peoi^ living in the north of the bkind. survivors of the earliest inhabitants. 

(53) 35* Alemaine: Germany (from "Alemanni," the name of an early Teutonic 
tribe); the term b here used for a wide territory, including the region south of Denmark 
from which the Angles came. 

(54) 90. Thonre: Thor, god of " thunder." 

(55) 14a- I7m^«»Humber; an estuary on the northeastern coast of Britain. 

(56) A Bestiary. Lines T-52. The text b that of the Eariy Englbh Text Society 
edition. Natura leoftM-* "nature of the lion." Significacio prime natttre"" meaning oi the 
first nature." y 12. he: the hunter. M»them; the antecedent is "fetsteppes," 1. 7. 

(57) 39- manne'^ol men. 

(57) The Owl and the Nightinoale. Lines 1-94. 253-64, 315-52. The text b 
that of Morris and Skeat, in their Specimens of Early English, from the MSS. 

(58) 21-23. he^lt', the antecedent is "drcm." H 28. tkarcd the. H 31. thare" 
the. H 34. Me: indirect object after "wcrs." f 43. gret: swollen with wrath. 

(59) 56. (are: exposed, UDprotected. ^6$. fugH-kunne: indirect object after "loth." 
II 70. Hire thonkes^oi her own thoughts, i.e., willingly. ^ 85. TA^— that. II94. on: 
to be taken with "fode." 

(60) 110. heo^it\ the antecedent b "stefne." 1| 128. Ae-it; the antecedent b 
"crci." y 130. TAkM-of the. y 134. heo^if, the antecedent is "murhthe." 

(61) 138, 139. A«— it; the antecedent b "song." y 141. Alvred: King Alfred the 
Great; the so-called Proverbs of Alfred was a popular work at this time. 

(6x) Cursor Mundl Lines i237-i43>- The text b that of the Trinity College MS 
as edited for the Early Englbh Text Society, except for a few readings from the other MSS. 
Cursor if wuft- " Course of the World." 

(63) 81. Fiiiwi— Phison, or Pison. Gison^Glhon. Ji^e— Tigris. EufraU" 
Euphrates. Cf . Gen. 2:11-14. 

(64) 114. Kaym'^Csim. 

(65) 188. ATtfe-Nooh. 

(66) 192. Afoyiei-* Moses. 

(66) The Pearl. Lines 1-120, 157-276, 301-60, 1x53-76. The text b that of the 
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Early English Text Sodety edition^ except for some of Golkncz' pmendationa. The loogest 
omitted passage (lines jdx'xxsa) consists chiefly of a rdigioua homQy put into the mouth of 
the maiden. \2. to dotUy clos: " 'Too cleanly enclosed,' i. e., for earthly nriitcncr.** — 
Gollanca. 

(67) 4x. /kt^-itself. 

(6q) Z39. con shere^Yias refined. 

(70) x6a. ii^oM—open. 

(71) 188. in hii mesure: in its measure, adequately, y aoo. m wommcn lart: in 
the way that women are taught 

(73) 336. " It is proved to be a pearl of price." 

(73) 377' noght hoi dod dystrtsse: sorrow naught but distress. \ 289. Demt Drygk*ym, 
ever Hym adyte: let the Lord decree, ever let Him ordain. 

(74) 398. of lyghdy leme: i. e., lyghUy leme of, " may lightly glint away."— OoUanaE. 
Osgood translates " lurez " as " frowns," and " leme " as " drive. ' \ 306. tak€ me huUe: 
" Strike me halt, or maimed." — Gollancz. 

(74) The Peoverbs of Hendyno. Lines 79-zio. The text b that of the HarWan 
MS, as edited by Morris and Skeat in their Specimens of Early English, 

(75) 3C. B4 thou^ii thou art. H ai. nwrnen. y 2a. Gtst thou nout'^thaa wilt 
not go. 

(76) Alvsodn. The text is that of the Harleian MS as edited by T. Wright, m Sped- 
meiu of Lyric Poetry, tor the Percy Sodety. ^ 7, 15, 17. A«— she (O. E. ** heo," she). 

(77) 37* «iu2er ^ore—under dothes, i. e., alive. 

(77) Springtime. The text comes from the same source as the preceding poem. 

(78) aa. nwrnoTC, many others, y 29. Deores: supply "come" as predicate. 
y 34. " If I shall feel the need of joy from one of them. " 

(79) The Viroin's Song to Her Baby Christ. The text fa that ol the Harieton MS 
as edited by F. J. Fumivall, in Political, Religious, and Love Poems, for the Early English 
Text Society. 

MIDDLE ENGLISH METRICAL ROMANCES 

(79) The Lay op Havelok the Dane. Lines 537-662. The text fa that of Morris 
and Skeat in their Specimens of Early English. The romance fa a translation of a French 
poem, Le Lai d' Havelok le Danois, which probably was based upon a lost Anglo-Saxon original. 
The story in brief fa as follows. In the time of Athelwold, king of England, Birkabeyn, 
king of Denmark, died and left his three children in the care of hfa friend Godard, who was 
appointed regent. Godard shut up the children in a castle, and usurped the throne; before 
long he cut the throats of the two daughters, and ordered a fisherman, Grim, to drown the 
son, Havelok, in the sea. The inddents in the selection followed. Grim then fled with the 
royal child to England, and settled in the place which was afterward named Grimsby in his 
honor. When Havelok came of age he returned to Denmark, and by a series of incredibly 
heroic achievements Trained the throne of hfa father. 

(80) 31, 32. Skeat suggests a change of order, to get a rhsrme: "And caste the knave 
so harde adoun That he crakede there hise croun." ^ 36. That" so that. 

(81) 63. He" they. 

(83) Syr Gawayn and the Grene Knyght. Lines 130-466, 2160-2478. The text 
is that of the Early English Text Society edition, except that a few emendations suggested in 
the footnotes of that edition have been incorporated in the text. The romance opens with 
the description of a New Year banquet at the court of the legendary King Arthur, where occur 
the incidents narrated in the first selection. The middle portion of the storjr — here omitted — 
is briefly as follows. When New Year's day again approaches, Gawayn sets off upon hfa 
horse Gringolet in search of the Green Chapel. He comes at last to a great castle, whose lord 
assures him that the chapel fa near by and induces him to stay at the castle until the appointed 
day arrives. Gawayn and hfa host make an agreement that every night each will give the 
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other what he has got during the day. Several days pass. Each moming the lord of the 
castle goes hunting, and during his absence his wife makes love to Gawayn. The knight 
yields so far as to accept a kiss from her each day; but at night, when the lord returns and 
gives Gawayn the game he has killed, Gawayn gives him the kiss. On the last day of his 
stay, the lady prevails upon the knight to accept a girdle, and this he does not give to her hus- 
band. On New Year's moming Gawayn sets out for the Green Chapel, and has the experi- 
ences described in the second selection. 

(83) The Stranger at King Arthur's Court. 

(89) 935* the kyng wyth crouu: i. e., the crowned king. 

(91) Sir Gawayn at the Green Chapd. 

(ga) la. a launde: supply "saw" as the governing word. Kjo. Wowayn^Gawzyn. 

(93) 46-48. The sense is obscure. Miss Weston translates, " I trow that gear is pre- 
paring for the knight who will meet me here." me^my. Bi rote: the meaning is doubtful; 
Morris gives '* cheerfully, confidently." 

(95) ia9> Hal at the: i. e., I have a strdce at thee, so take care. 

(98) 258. Salamon^SoXaaum. Hasp. i>a/yda— Ddilah. JDavyUk— David. 5a6o. 
Barsabe — Bathsheba. 

(99) 301. Gaynour: Guinevere, Arthur's queen. 5 306. r^rwAigeUr— Tintagd; in 
Cornwall. £//«r— Uther, the father of Arthur. 

JOHN GOWER 

(zoo) CoNFBSsio AicANTis. Book II. 291-372. Con/essio Amantis^'* Cotdcaaaa of 
a Lover." The text is that of the Early English Text Society edition. 

WILLIAM LANGLAND 

(zoa) Piers the Plowman. The text is that of 1377 (the so-called B text), as edited 
by W. W. Skeat for the Early English Text Society. 5 5* Maiveme huUes: in the west 
of England. K 14. toure. Cf. I England's explanation, in Passus I. ia-14: 

" The toure up the toft," quod she, " Treuthe is there-inne. 
And wolde that ye wroughte as Hb word techeth; 
For he is Fader of Feith, fourmed yow alle." 

H 15. dongeon. Ci. Passus I. 59-64: 

" That dongcoun in the dale, that dredf ul b of sighte. 

What may it be to mene, madame, I yow bisecne ? " 
"That is the (Castle of Care: who-so cometh therinne 

May bamie that he borne was to body or to soule. 

Therinne wonieth a wighte that Wronge is yhote. 

Fader of Falshed, and founded it hym-selve." 

(X03) 17. fdde. a. Matt. 13:38: "The field is the world." The tower, the dale, 
and the field thus include the whole universe — ^heaven, hell, and earth. 5 37* "Yet" should 
be understood before " ban." ^ 38. That Poule precheth. Apparoitly the reference is 
to n Thess. 3 : 10: "If any would not woric, neither should he eat." ^ 39. Qui turpUoquium 
loquitur^" he who speaks slander." 1(44. roberdes knaves: lawless vagabonds (literally, 
"Robert's knaves or men"; by some regarded as originally Robin Hood's followers). H 46. 
PUgrymes and palmers. Pilgrims were people who made pilgrimages to some sacred spot 
and then returned home to their usual occupations. Palmers were originally pilgrims to the 
K<Aj Land, who brought back palms as symbols of victory; but the term came to be applied 
to professional, or chronic, pilgrims, whatever the shrines they visited; cf . The Foure PP, 
11. 9 ff., p. 31a. ^ 47. Seynt James: his shrine in Galicia, Spain, was popular with pilgrims. 
^ 54. Walsyngham: an English village, near Norwich, where was a celebrated shrine of 
the Virgin. 

(Z04) 58. foure ordres: the Carmelites (white friars), Augustines (Austin friars), 
Jacobins or Dominicans (black friars), and Franciscans or Minorites (gray friars); they were 
all mendicant orders. 1 68. pardoner: cf . the Prologue to The Canterbury Tales, 11. 669 £f. 
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p. 143. ^ 84. pestilence tyme: probably the reference b to the Black Death, the first and 
greatest of the pestilences of the fourteenth century, which occurred in 1348-49; others fol- 
lowed in 1361-62, 1369, and 137S-76. 5 8s, 86. Cf. the Prolocue to The CamUrkmty Tales, 
11. 507-10, p. 139. and the note, p. .15a. ^87. backeUrs: novices in the chtirdL doctmws: 
i. e., teachers, doctors of divinity. ^ 93, 94. The sense is that these ecdesiastics served in 
the courts of chancery and the exchequer, claiming for the king the debts due him from the 
various wards of the dty and also waifs and strays. 

(xos) 99. consistorie: usually a church council, but here the assembly at the \asI 
Judgment. ^ loi. See Matt. 16:18, 19. ^103. foure vertmes: prudence, temperance, 
fortitude, and Justice. ^ 104. dosyng gaiis: the poet makes a play upon " cardinals," which 
is derived from Latin ' cardo," a hinge. H 126. *»— so that, /ni/e— k>ya]ty; i. e., thy liege- 
men, /wye— may love. ^ 130. thai: i. e., that which. ^ i3»-38. The first four words 
are supposed to be spoken by the king, to whom the angel then replies. The whole passage 
may be translated thus: " *I am king, I am prince.* Perhaps neither, hereafter. O thou 
who adrainisterest the special laws of Christ the King, that thou mayst do this the better be 
merciful as well as just! Naked justice craves to be clothed by thee with mercy. What 
sort of grain thou wishest to reap, such sow! If justice is made naked, may naked justice 
be meted to thee: if mercy is sown, mayst thou reap mercy!" 

(106) 139. Gdiardeys: the word is based upon "Golias," the name off an imaginary 
bishop, the fictitious author of certain anonymous Latin poems of the twelfth century that 
expre:is sentiments similar to those here put into the mouth of Goliardeys. 5 141. X4^. The 
sense of the Latin, including the play upon " rex " and ** regere," may be rendered thus: "Since 
a ruler is said to get his name from the fact that he rules, he has the name without the thing 
unless he is zealous to maintain the laws." H 145. "The king's precepts are to us the chains 
of the law." K 146-209. The poet here applies the fable of belling the cat to political condi- 
tions of the day: the old King Edward III (the cat) was hated and feared; his grandson 
Richard, the heir apparent, was but a child (the kitten); and there was much discontent among 
the common people high and low (the rats and the mice), which culminated a few years later 
in Wat Tyler's rebellion, in 1381. 

(107) iQi. See Eccles. 10:16: "Woe to thee, O land, when thy king is a child!" ^199. 
I^gre^vrerc it not for, K 203. costed: i. e.. would have cost. 

(108) 224. Dieu vous save, dame £mm« — "God save you, dame Emma"; apparently 
a line from a low song. ^ 228. 0«y« = Alsace, in Germany, Gascoigfte'^GsLSCony, in 
France. H 220. /?y»« =» Rhine. Rochel: a river and district in France. 

GEOFFREY CHAUCER 

(108) The text follows closely the best MSS, as published by the Chaucer Society; 
readings from the poorer MSS have been substituted where the better MSS are clearly corrupt, 
and a few emendations by modem editors have been adopted. 

(108) The Book oftheDuchesse. Lines 291-442. The text is based on the Fairfax 
MS. The p(H'm is in honor of the Duchess Blanche, wife of the Duke of luincaster (John of 
Gaunt), who died in September, 1369. The selection — which gives no idea of the scope of 
the poem as a whole — is here printed as an example of Chaucer's descriptions of Nature in 
his first period. 

(109) 20. r«i^c5 = Tunis. H 38. £f /or =■ Hector, the Trojan hero. ^39. Lamrdcn'^ 
Laomedon, the father of Priam. ^ 40. Medea: the daughter erf Aetes. in whose kingdom 
was the Golden Fleece, guarded by a sleepless dragon; when the Argonauts came there she 
fell in love with their leader, Jason, by her magic arts aided him to secure the Fleece, and then 
Qed with him. II 4 t . Elcyne = Helen , the love of Paris and cau.«ie of the Trojan War. Latyne 
— I^vinia; the second wife of iCnca.s and daughter of Katinus. king off Latium. ^ 43. text 
and glose: the walls are likcne<l to the pagers of a book, in which the text occupies the center, 
and the gloss, or commentar>', the margin; the sense is. therefore, that the walls were covered 
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all over with scenes from The Romance of the Rose. % 44. Romamue 0/ the Rose: the famous 
French allegorical poem, of the latter half of the thirteenth century; Chaucer translated it. 

(xxo) 72. relayes: i.e., reserve packs of hounds. U 78. themperour Odovyen: **A 
favorite character of Carolingian legend." and here "probably a flattering allegory for the 
King" (A.W. Ward). 

(zzz) 118. seven: an allusion to the seven planets — all that were then known. 

(zza) 145. i4r^iiJ«Algus. " Algus" is from Old French "algorisme," a French adapta- 
tion "from the Arabic 'al-Khowaragmi,' .... surname of the Arab mathematician Abu 
Ja'far Mohammed Ben Musa, who flourished early in the ninth century, and through the 
translation of whose work on algebra the Arabic numerals became generally known in Europe" 
{A New English Dictionary). 

(xxa) The Hous of Fame. Book II. 21-160, 452-545; Book III. 20-xio, 266-328. 
The text is based on the Fairfax MS. In Book I, after an introduction and an invocation, the 
poet describes a dream, in which he found himself in the temple of Venus and saw painted on 
the wall the adventures of i£neas; coming out of the temple into a large field, he dreamed 
that he spied, close by the sun, a huge eagle all of gold, that began to descend; at this point, 
after a few introductory lines to Book II, the selection begins. 

(zx3) 34. oon: apparently the dreamer's sharp-tongued wife; cf. U. 37, 38. Chaucer's 
marriage is supposed to have been unhappy. 

(1x4) 58. Joves: a peculiar form of "Jove," due (says Skeat) to the influence of the 
Old French nominative, as in "Jacques." ^ 60. Eiiiw*— Enoch; see Gen. 5:24. f/ye—Elias. 
or Elijah; see II Kings 2:11. ^61. Romulus: the Roman legend was that the founder of 
Rome did not die but was carried up to heaven by his father. Mars. Ganymede: a beautiful 
youth, whom the eagle of Zeus carried to Olympus to be the cup>-bearer of the gods. % 88. 
C«^«(i0— Cupid. H 90. goddesse: the word is Skeat 's conjecture. \ 95. cadence: perhaps 
rhythmic prose, in distinction from rhyme; it might more naturally mean unrhymed verse, 
but it is not known that Chaucer wrote any. 

(xx5) 108. The sense is, "And in helping people who serve Cupid." 

(xx6) 146. ayerishe testes: the signs of the zodiac, as the Ram, the Bull, etc. ^ 153. 
Boesse'^Botce, or Boethius (47o?-525), whose De Consdatione Philosophiae ("Of the Con- 
solation of Philosophy"), partly in verse, was a favorite work in the Middle Ages; Chaucer 
translated it; the passage referred to b in Book IV, Metre i. ^ 166. J/orryoff^Martianus 
Minneus Felix Capella (fifth century a.d.), a satirist, author of De Nuptiis Philohgiae el 
Mercurii ("Of the Nuptials of Philok)gy and Mercury"); it includes treatises on the Seven 
Sciences, and "gives a hint of the true system of astronomy " (Oilman). H 167. Anteclaudian: 
"Anticlaudianus" is a Latin poem by Alanus ab Insulis (iii4?-i202?), which contains 
descriptions of the regions of the air. 

(1x7) 185. Ravene: the constellation Corvus. eyther Bere: the constellations Ursa 
Major and Ursa Minor, or the Great Bear and the Little Bear, t 186. Arionis harpe: the 
constellation Lyra. Arion was a musician of early Greek mytli. ^ 187. Castor, Polux: 
the sons of Leda, wooed by Zeus disguised as a swan; they became the constellation Gemini. 
Delphyne: the constellation Delphinus, or Dolphin. K 188. Athalantes^Aths* (from "At- 
lante," ablative case of "Atlas"), doughtres sevene: the constellation (^ the Pleiades. ^203. 
Seynt Julyane: Julian was the patron saint of hospitality; cf . the Prologue to The Canterbury 
Tales, 11. 339, 340. p. 135. ^215. Peter: i. e,, by St. Peter. 

(xx8) 256. Seynt Thomas: Thomas i Becket, at Canterbury, in the county of Kent. 

(x2o) 308. Gyie— Giles. T j3i. Sit: infinitive, depending on "saugh," 1. 334. 
If 337-62. Cf. the jEneid^ iv. 173 ff. 

(xax) 355. See Rev. 4:6. 

(laa) 384. Hercules put on a shirt which had been smeared with the poisonous blood 
of the Centaur Nessus. 

(laa) The Legehtd of Good Women. Lines 1-202 of the later version. The text 
b based on the Fairfax MS. H 16. Bemarde: St. Bernard was famed for his learning. 
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(124) 7a. An alhisioo to a famous and loog-maintained dispute as to whether the leaf 
or the flower deserved the greater hmor; cf . the poem, "The Flower and the Leal/' fonnerly 
attributed to Chaucer. 

(125) 114. Agenores dcghtrt: Europa, daughter of AgcDor, the mythical founder of 
the Phoenician race; she was loved by Zeus, who, in the shape of a bull, swam with her 
on his back to Crete. 

(x27) The CAKTULBraY Tales. The text b based on the EDesmere MS, and fcdlows it 
doaely. 

(127) The Prologue. ^ ?• The sun is called "young" because it has run through only 
the first sign of the zodiac, Aries, or the Ram. \ 8. kdlfe comrs: the second half of the 
sign of the Ram lies in the month of .\priL The pilgrims met, then, about the middle of 
the month; the Prologue to "The Tale of the Man of Lawe," 11. 1-6, fixes the date more 
exactly as the sixteenth. ^17- martir: Thomas i Becket, archbishop of Canterbury, who 
was killed in the cathedral at Canterbury, in 1 1 70; his shrine was long visited by hosts of 
pilgrims. % 20. SoiUkvrrk: a suburb of London, south of the Thames. Tabard: the name 
of an inn. 

(128) 51. silisaumdre: Alexandria, in Egy-pt. ^sa- haddt the herd higtmme: had been 
honored with a seat at the head of the table. % 53. Fmce: Prussia. ^ 54. Lettow: Lithuania. 
Rmce: Russia. \ 56. Gemade: Granada. ^57- Algair: Algedras, a Moorish city, taken 
by the Christians in 1344. Belmarye: a Moorish kingdom in Africa. ^ 58. Lyeys: Layas, 
a town in Armenia; it was wrested frc»n the Turks about i367> Satalye: Adalia, a seaport 
of Asia Minor. ^ 59. Crete See: the Mediterranean. ^ 6a. Tramyssene: Tramessen, a 
Momish kingdom in Algeria. ^ 65. Palatye: in Asia Min<»r; "one of the lordships held 
by Christian knights after the Turkish conquests" (Tyrwhitt). 

(129) 87. as of so litd space: i.e., considering the short time. ^ 88. Wy* lady's. 
% loi. he: i. e., the knight. 

(130) III. bracer: a leathern covering for the foreann (French "bras," arm; cf. "brace- 
let"). ".\ bracer serveth for two causes, one to save his armc from the strype [-'Stroke] of 
the strynge and his doublet from wearynge." — .\scham, Toxophilus, Book II. ^115. Cris- 
tofre: a figure of St. Christopher, worn as a brooch for good luck. ^ 118. Pricresse: ihc 
head of a priory of nuns. ^ 120. Seinte Lay: St. Eligius (Old French "Eloy"), the 
fKiiron saint of goldsmiths, farriers, etc. T 124-^6. 'There b nothing to show that 
Chaucer intended a sneer; he merely states a fact, viz., that the prioress spoke the 
usual Anglo- French of the English court, of the Englbh law-courts, and of the English 
ecclesiastics of the higher rank." — Skeat. On the other hand, the whole sketch of the 
prioress is satirical. 

(131) 159- gauded al with grene: i. c., the larger and more ornamental beads, called 
gauds, were Rrecn. ^161. crowned: surmounted by a crown. "The crowned *A' b sup- 
posed to represent Amor, or charity, the greatest of all the Chrbtian virtues." — Skeat. % i6a 
'*Amor vincit omnia^': "Love conquers all things"; a quotation, with transposition of the 
first and the last word, from Virgil, £f/o^««, X. 69. ^ 173. Seint Maure .... SeitU Beneii: 
St. Maur, St. Benedict; their "rule" was the earliest form of monastic discipline in the Roman 
Church. •! 179. recheltes: Harleian MS, "cloisterlees." % 187. Austyn: St. Augustine 
(354-430). the church father; in the monastic order modeled on his ideas and named aftor 
him, very strict discipline was maintained. 

(132) 192. no cost: in no way. 1 209. lymytour: a friar who had permission to beg 
within the limits of a certain district. ^ 210. ordres foure: see note on "Piers the Plowman." 
1- 58, p. 347. H 216. frankeleyns: freeholders, "landowners of free but not noble birth and 
ranking next below the gentry" (.4 I\^ru> English Dictionary), f 220. he u*as licentiat: i. e,, 
he had receivctl a license from the Pope to forgive all kinds of sins; a curate had to refer 
certain ca.ses to his bishop. 

(133) 254- "^w principio^\- the first two words of John's gospel in the V^ulgate; limi- 
tours were accustomed to quote Scripture as they made their rounds. % 258. love-dayes: 
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** Days fixed for settling di£Ferences by umpire, without having recourse to law or violence. 
The ecclesiastics seem generally to have had the principal share in the management of these 
transactions. " — Wright. 

(234) 376. kept: i. e., guarded from pirates, fof^tot fear of. ^ 2^^. Midddbwgh: 
a port in the Netherlands. OrewtUe: formerly the name of a port at the mouth of the river 
Orwell, in England, just across the Channel from Middelburgh. ^ 285. Clerk: usually a 
cleric, or clergyman (Latin *'clericus"), but here a student preparing for the church. Oxen- 
ford: Oxford. ^ 2S6. logyk: the logic of Aristotle, as developed by the schoolmen, was the 
chief study in the universities of the Middle Ages. ^ api. benefice: a "living" in the church. 
^ 397, 393. There b a playful allusion to the fact that alchembts were scMnetimes called phi- 
losophers; the cleric was not that kind of philosopher, and, instead of searching in books to 
learn how to change the baser metals into gold, he changed his gold into Ixxdu. 7 310. 
parvys: "The church-porch, or portico of St. Paul's, where the lawyers were wont to meet 
for consultation." — Morrb. 

(135) 31 5« Patente: a document conferring certain restricted rights or privileges, pleyn 
commissioun: a warrant or other instrument conferring full authority. ^ 3i8'-ao. "The 
learned sergeant was clever enough to untie any entail and pass the property as estate in fee 
simple." — W. H. H. Kelke, Notes and Queries, 5 S., vi. 487. ^ 323. In termes: i. e., in the 
proper language. 5 324- ^y>*f WUliam: William the Conqueror, who became king of Eng- 
land in 1066. ^331. Prankdeyn: see note on 1. a 16. 1(333. According to mediaeval 
physiology a person's temperament, or bodily habit (" complexioun ^), was determined by 
the fwopOTtion of the four "humors" — blood, phlegm, yellow bile, black bile; one in whom the 
first predominated had a "sanguine" temperament. ^ 340. Seint Julian: Saint Julian was 
the patron saint of hospitality and good cheer. 

(136) 353- f^Me dormant: literally "table sleeping"; the sense is that his table stood 
always undisturbed, instead of being taken away after each meal as was common. ^ 355. 
sessumns: sessions of court. ^ 363, 364. lyveree .... fraternitee: the trade guilds were 
allowed to wear a distinctive dress. H 366. chaped: having chapes, or metal caps, at the tip 
of the sheath. "Tradesmen and mechanics were prohibited from using knives adorned with 
silver, gold, or precious stones; so that Chaucer's pilgrims were of a superior estate." — 
Skeat. H 377, 378. "It was the manner in times past, upon festival evens, called vigiliaet 
for parishioners to meet in their church-houses, or church-yards, and there to have a drinking- 

fit for the time Hither came the wives in comely manner; and they which were of 

the better sort had their mantles carried with them, as well for show as to keep them from cold 
at table." — Speght. al bifore: before all the others. ^ 381. poudre-marchant tart: a tart 
flavoring powder, galyngale: an aromatic root much used in cooking. ^ 384. mortreux: 
"A kind of soup or pottage,^made either of bread and milk or of various kinds of meat." — 
A New English Dictionary. ^ 387. blankmanger: "A dish composed usually of fowl, but 
also of other meat, minced with cream, rice, almonds, sugar, eggs, etc." — A New English 
Dictionary. K 389. Dertemouthe: Dartmouth, in the southwestern extremity of England; 
then a seaport of some impcnrtance. \ 390. as he couthe: sailors are notoriously bad 
horsemen. 

(X37) 397* Burdeux-ward: the neighborhood of Bordeaux, the center of the French 
wine-trade. H 400. The meaning is that he threw his pris<mers overboard. H 403. J0<2e- 
mma^r* pilotage. H 404. HuUe: Hull, a thriving seaport on the east coast of England. 
Cartage: Carthage, the famous seaport on the north coast of Africa. ^ 408. Gootlond: 
Gottland, an bland in the Baltic Sea. cape of Fynystere: on the northwest coast of Spain. 
K 414. astronomye: i. e.. astrology. K 415-18. The sense b. He watched over the welfare 
of hb patient largely by observing the fortunate astrological hours, knowing well how to deter- 
mine the favorable moment for making images by means of which he could help the sick man. 
The expression b clearer in Chaucer's Rous of Fame, Til. 175-80: 

And derkes eek, which conne wel 
Al thb magyke naturel. 
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Tittt cijfltij dm BT cBtcBteSy 
To makf, wk cstcfv Ayrodfam, 
bnaccs, lo, th r o u g n vhidi nac?^ 
To make a man bea bool or sfk. 



^ 417. tfjfwrfffil—aymdant; an astrolocical term, mfanmg '^'die point of the ecfiplic, cr 
decree of the aodiac. which at aay mrmmt .... is jost risiBcabove the eaatcm hocuon'* 
(A Ngm Emgiisk Dicthmti j)\ there was sappoaed to be an aarrwiant most faTorable for each 
event or imdertakmg. ^ 410. Accordmc to mediaeral mcdidDe; founded lafsdj <n the teach- 
ing of Galen, the heakh of the body depended npon the proper miatui e of these foor elements, 
an excess of any one canning certain djseasrs. ^ 429-54. Esculapias was the Greek god of 
healing. Dioacorides was a Greek medical writer of the first centmy AS>. "Rnfns was a 
Greek physidan .... of the age of Trajan; Haly, Serapion, and ATiccn were Arabian 
phjscians and astrooomers of the drtenth century; Rhasis was a Spanirfi Arab of the tenth 
century; and Avcrroes was a Moorish scholar who flourished in Morocco in the twdf A century. 
Johaxmes Damascenus was also an Arab physician, .... probably of the ninth century; 
Constantinus Afer, a natiTe of Carthage, .... hred at the end of the derenth century: 
Bcmardus Gordooius, professor of medicine at Montpellier, appears to have been Chaucer's 
contemporary; John Gatisden was a distinguished physician of Oxford in the earlier half 
of the fourteenth century; GQbertyn is supposed by Warton to be the cdebrated Gilbcrtus 
Anglicus." — Wright. (Gilbertus Anglicus wrote a compendium of medicine, about 1200.) 
Hippocrates ("Ypocras'O. the "Father of Medicine,'' was a Greek of the fifth century b.c 
Galen (130-200 ? a.d.), the second great name in the history of Greek medicine, was the fore- 
most medical authority in the Middle Ages. 

(138) 442. festUence: England was visited by pestilence screral times in the fourteenth 
century, the last time in 1376. ^ 443. For^because. cordial: a medicine; it was believed 
that liquid gold was a remedy for some diseases. ^ 447. 448. "The West of England, and 
especially the neighborhood of Bath, .... was celebrated till a c(Mnparatively recent period, 
as the district of cloth-making. Ypres and Ghent were the great clothing-marts on the ccmti- 
nent." — Wright. ^ 450. ojfrynge: the offering of gifts before sacred relics, especially on 
Relic Sunday. % 465. BMoigne: there was a famous shrine of the Virgin Mary in Boulogne. 
% 466. Galice: Galicia, in Spain, where was a shrine of St. James. Coioifnt: the bcmes of 
the three Wise Men of the East were supposed to be pweserved at Cologne. I1 472. foot- 
mantel: an outer skirt, to keep the gown clean. 

(139) 486. cursen: "Refusal to pay tithes was punishable with the lesser excommunica- 
tion." — Bell. % 489. his offryng: voluntary contributions to him, in dbtinction from the 
compulsory tithes. ^ 503. if a preest take keept: \. e., if it b the office of every priest to take 
care of his flock. *i 507. The sense Is, He did not hire a curate to care for his parish. ^ 510. 
chaunterie: an endowment for the support oi priests to sing mass for the soul of the founder 
or other specified persons; also the company of priests enjoying the endowment. ^511. 6r«<A- 
erhed: brotherhood or company of monks; some of the monasteries were very rich and luxuri- 
ous. 

(140) 526. 5^»ff</™ seasoned, over-nice, corrupt; the last b the meaning here. \ 548. 
ram: "Thb was the usual prize at wrestling-matches." — Morris. * 

(141) 563. h( hadde a thomhe of gold: the phrase originally meant that a miller had a 
fine sense of touch and could tell accurately the fineness of the meal by rubbing it between his 
thumb and finger; such a miller could grow rich by his skill, and need not cheat. ^ 567. 
MauncipU: an officer who bought the provisions for a college or (as here) of an inn-of-court 
where lawyers lived, temple: an inn-of-court; so called from the Temple, in London, once 
the headquarters of the Knights Templars, and afterward converted into an inn-of-court. 
% 570. by faille: i. c., on credit (French "tailler," to cut; cf. "tally," a score kept by cutting 
notches in a stick). H 586. sette hir aller cappe: over-reached, cheated, them all. ^ 587. 
Reve: a steward of an estate. 

(14a) 623. Somnour: an officer who summoned persons before the ecclesiastical courts. 
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(143) 640. **WaUe*\- a proper name. ^ 646. "Qnestio quid juris": one of the law 
terms that he had picked up; it means, "The question is, what is the law ?" ^ 652. a fynck 
eek coude he puUe: he could also swindle an unsuspecting person; cf . "pluck a pigeon." ^ 662. 
signifKovii'^" it has been signified "; the first word of a writ issued against an excommunicated 
person. ^ 667' ale-stake: a pole projecting horiz<Hitally from a tavern, 00 which was often 
hung a garland. 

(144) 685. vemyde: "A diminutive of 'Veronike.' (Veronica), a copy in miniature of 
the picture of Christ, which b supposed to have been miraculously imprinted upon a hand- 
kerchief preserved in the church of St» Peter at Rome." — ^Tyrwhitt. ^ 693. Berwik: in 
the north of England on the Scottish border. Ware: in the south of England. \ 695. Lady^ 
Lady's. K 710. offertorie: "An anthem sung or said in the mass, .... while the offerings 
of the people are being received." — A New English Dictionary. 

(z45) 741- /''OI0 seith. Chaucer's authority is Boethius, De Conseiatione PhUosaphiae^ 
Book III, Prose xa: "Sin thou hast lemed by the sentence of Plato that 'nedei the wordes 
moten be cosines to the thinges of which theys peken.' " — Chaucer's translation. ^ 754. 
Chepe: Cheapside, a business street in London. 

(146) 781. /a<2er— father's. ^ 785. make it wys: make it a subject of deliberation. 
^ 791. sh<frte with our weye: shorten our way with. ^ 799. oure oiler cost: the cost of us all. 

(247) 810. swore: understand "we" as subject. ^ 8a6. wateryng of Seint Thomas: 
a watering-place about two miles from London, on the Canterbury road. 

(148) The Nonne Preestes Tale. The tale of one of the priests who accompanied the 
prioress; see "The Prologue," 1. 164, p. 131. It is based upon a fable in verse, "Dou Coc 
et dou Werpil," by Marie de France (13th century), and upon the metrical romance, Rom€m de 
Renartt chap. 5. ^12. sooty: early cottages often had no chimneys, hour .... halle: the 
words strictly mean the inivate apartments and the large assembly room of a castle or 
maiKyr; Chaucer playfully uses them here for the two rooms of the "iuutow cottage," in one 
of which slept the widow and her daughters, while the cock and his wives perched in the c^her 
(see 1. 64)* 

(149) 3S~38. "The cock knew each ascension of the equinoctial, and crew at each; 
that is, he crew every hour, as is* of the equinoctial make an hour." — Skeat. auencioun: 
ascending degree, equinoxial: "The celestial equator; so called because, when the sun is 
on it, the days and nights are of equal length in all parts of the world." — A New English 
Dictionary. 

(150) 104. fume: "A noxious vapor supposed formerly to rise from the stomach to 
the brain." — A New English Dictionary, complecciouns: see note on "The Prologue," 1. 333, 

p. 351- 

(z5x) 105. humours: the fluids of the body, especially blood, phlegm, yellow bile, and 
black bile; mediaeval physiology made much of them in explaining health and disease; see 
note just cited. H 108. rede coUra: red bile; the same as yellow bile, one of the "humors" 
(see note just cited). % lao. Ca/<m «Cato; the supposed author of a work in Latin verse, 
De MorHms ("Of Morals"), very popular in the Middle Ages; it has been attributed to 
Seneca and to Boethius; the story referred to is in Book ii, Dist. 33. % 133. as: an expletive, 
used to intraduce the imperative sentence. ^ 138. /okm* enclosure, yard (O. £. "tun"). 
% 135. See notes on 1. 108 and on "The Prologue," 1. 333, p. 351. ^ 139. terciane: a tertian 
fever, so called because it recurs every third day. ^ 143. centaure: centaury, a medidnal 
plant; so called because its virtues were supposed to have been discovered by Chiron, the 
centaur. 

(152) 148. /<u/cr— father's. % 156. /ilie«— prosper. % 164. Oon of the gretteste auc- 
tours: Cicero, De divinaiione, lib. i, cap. 37, and Valerius Maximus, lib. i, cap. 7, sect. 10, 
both tell the story; Clhaucer apparently means the former (cf . note on 11. 344, 345). 

(254) 344, 345. Cicero tells this story in the work cited in the note on 1. 164, but earlier 
in the same chapter, not in a later one. 

(155) >90- Kenelm became king of Merda, the midland region of early England, in 
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819, at the age of seven; he was murdered by an agent of hit sbter Qucndrida. who desired 
the throne. He dreamt that a fair and noble tree stood before his bed; it reached to the stan, 
and shone bright with Uoasoms and fruit; he climbed the tree, and whik l|e stood upon it one 
of his best friends felled it to the ground, and the young king became a bird and flew to heaven. 
(See the life of Kenehn, in Early English Poems, ed. by F. J. FumiraU, and published with 
the transactions of the Philological Society, 1858.) ^ 305. Maerobems: a writer of the fifth 
century aj>.; he wrote a commentary on Cicero*s Scmnimm Sciptenis ("Sdpio's Dream**). 

(156) 310. Joseph: see Gen., chaps. 37, 40, 41* 5 318. Lyirff Lydia. Isai-sS. 
The story is told by Dares Phrygius, De exddio Trojae Hisioria, cap. 24. ^ 343. **/ii ^rtMt- 
pio**: the first two words of John^s gospel in the Vulgate. ^ 344. A Latin prorerb, «"***w*g 
"Woman b man's confusion." 

(157) 367. 368. The year. Old Style, began on March as\ and it was a beUcf of the 
early fathers that the first day of creation was March x8. ^ 369, 370. One would suppose, 
at first that Chaucer meant that thirty-two days had passed unce the beginning of Mardi, 
i. e., that it was now April a; but IL 374, 375 show that it was May 3, for that is the day on 
which the sun would have passed the twenty-first degree in the sign Taurus. 5 377< pryme: 
anMuently here nine a.m., or the end of the first quarter of a day of twdre hours JM yiiiij i^ 
at 6 A.M. K 393. Lauticdot de Lake: the romance of King Arthur's greatest knight. Sir 
Launcdot of the Lake. 

(zs8) 402. umderu: "The time of the mid-day meal."— Skeat 5 407. ScoHet: Judas 
Iscariot. Genylon: the traitor who caused the defeat of Charlemagne's rear-guard and the 
death of Roland at Roncesvalles. ^ 408. Syium: the crafty Greek who hdped to ptTPWrfft 
the Trojans to luring the wooden horse inside the walls; see the Mneid^ ii. 57-359. ^ 421. 
Augustyn: St. Augustine, the church father. ^ 43a. Boec^^Boethius; see note on **The 
Hous of Fame," 1. 153, p. 349. Bradwardyn: professor of divinity in Oxford University; 
he died in 1349. 

(ISO) 451- Phisiologus: a mediaeval Latin poem on animals; see p. 56 for a selection 
from an EnglUh traiLslation. 

(x6o) 49a. daun Bumtl the Asse: not an author, but a story in a mediaeval Latin poem. 
H 496. lese his benefice: the cock forbore to crow at the usual time, and the priest awoke too 
late on the morning when be was to have been ordained. ^ 509. Ecdesiaste. The apocryphal 
book Ecdesiasticus, ia:i6: "And the enemy will speak sweetly with his lips, and in his 
heart take counsel how to overthrow thee into a pit." 

(161) 537-33. Chaucer is slyly ridiculing a poem by GeoflFrey de Vinsauf on the death 
of Richard I. ^ 543. Hasdrubales: Hasdrubal, king of Carthage, and his wife killed them- 
selves when the Romans took Carthage in 146 B.C. 

(163) 574. Jakke Straw: a leader in Wat Tyler's rebellion, in 1381. 

( 163) 613. /Arc prosper. ^631. Seint Paul seith: see II Tim. 3:16. ^635. my 
lord: a marginal note in the Ellesmere MS reads, "Srilicet dominus Archiepis(x>pus Cantuari- 
ensis"; the reference, therefore, b doubtless to William Courtenay, who was archlMshop of 
(Canterbury at the time the talc was written. 

(163) Truth. The text of 11. 1-3 1 is based on the Ellesmere MS; that of the envoy, 
on Additional MS 10340. ^ 9. hyr: Fortune. 

(164) The Complavnt of Chaucer to His Purse. The text is based on the Fairfax 
MS. % 4. fr«/« unless. H 5. Me were as leef be: it were as agreeable to me to be; or, I had 
as soon be. 

(z6s) 33. conquerour: Henry IV, who came to the throne in 1399. Brutes: Brut was a 
legendary early king dt Britain. Albyoun"* h\\i\on\ Britain. 

THOMAS HOCCLEVE 

(165) Mi Maister Chaucer. From The Regement of Princes, 11. 1961-74, 2079-aio7. 
The text is that of the Early English Text Society edition. \ 4. JTMwce— knowledge. 

(166) ao. TuUius: Marcus Tullius Cicero. 
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JOHN LYDGATE 

(x66) London Lyckpeny. The text is that of the Harleian MS, as edited by W. W. 
Skeat in his Specimens of English Literature. It is doubtful if the poem is really by Lydgate, 
but it has long been attributed to him. Lyckpeny: "Some call haadoa a Uck-peny .... 
because of feastings, with other occasions of ezpence and allurements, which cause so many 
unthrifts among countrey gentlemen and others, who flock into her in such excessive multi- 
tudes." — ^James Howell's Londitwpolis^ 1657. 

(267) II. Kynges Bench: a law court. % 18. Rychard, Robert, and John: sample 
names of country gentlemen who were wasting their substance in lawsuits in London. % aa. 
Common Place: court of Common Pleas. K 33. sylken hoode: seigeants-at-law, or pleaders, 
wore silk hoods. ^ 39. RoOes: the G>urt of Chancery. H 36. Wesimynster Hall: here sat 
Parliament. 

(168) 46. Flemynges: Flemish tradesmen abounded in London at this time. K 51. hyghe 
Pryme: nine a.m.; cf. n(^e on "The Nonne Preestes Tale," 1. 377, p. 000. ^ 57. London: 
i.e., the city proper; Westminster, where he has been hitherto, was outside the walls (cf. 
the reference to Westminster Gate, L 50^ ^ 64. Chepe: Cheapside, one of the great business 
streets of London (O. £. "ceap," barfcr). ^71. London stone: an old Roman milestone, 
from which distances from London were reckoned; it was in Canwick (Condlewick) Street, 
now Cannon Street, where it may still be seen, built into the wall of St. Swithin's Church; 
cf. // Henry VI, IV. vi. 

(169) 83. Jenken and Julyan: these subjects of street ballads are obscure; Julyan 
may be St. Julian. ^ 85. ComhyU; Comhill, a street. ^ 99. Belyngsgate: Billingsgate, on 
the north bank of the Thames; now the site of the famous fishmarket. ^ 106. Kent: the 
county southeast of London. 



JAMES I OF SCOTLAND 

(170) The Kingis Quaik. Stanzas 30-67- The text is that of the Scottish Text 
Society edition, which is based on the unique MS of the poem in the Bodleian Library. The 
poem describes the love of the royal poet for Lady Jane BeaufcHt, whom he first saw walking 
i n the garden while he was imprisoned in Windsor Castle, and whom he finally married. H 3 ?• 
of: Skeat 's ccmjecture for "on" of the MS. next: i. e., which comes next, follows. ^ 30. 
Kalendis: the Calends were the first day of any month in the Roman calendar, and hence the 
term came to be used as a general measure of time. 

(173) 124. round crokettis: Skeat 's conjecture for "floure-jonettb" of the MS. 

(174) 168. were him: were it for him. H 177. Proigne^'Procnc. She was the wife 
of Tereus, king of Thrace, who pretended that Procne was dead and married her sister Philo- 
mela; when the latter discovered the truth, Tereus cut out her tongue, but she wove the story 
of her wrongs into a robe and sent the robe to Procne; the sisters then took revenge upon the 
king by serving up his son to him at table; the gods finally changed them all into birds, Philo- 
mela into a nightingale. 

(176) 341. a^one. v/de is us begone: well has it happened to us. 

ROBERT HENRYSON 

(177) The Testament or Cresseid. Stanzas 45-59. 66^86. The text is that of the 
Scottirii Text Society edition which follows the Chartcris edition of 1593. Cressida, a beauti- 
ful widow of Troy, daughter of the priest Calchas (who had left the city and gone over to the 
Greeks because he foreknew the fall of Troy), became the mistress of Troilus, a son of King 
Priam; she forsook him for the Greek hero Diomede, and afterward sank lower and lower; 
becoming resentful against Venus and Cupid, she was doomed by the gods to be changed into 
a leper, and the events narrated in the selection then follow. Henryson's poem is a continua- 
tion of Chaucer's Troilus and Criseyda, which ends with Cressida's faithlessness to Troilus. 
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(ito> iiS. Im: Skmfi csmcmiataaB; Bk MS has "Idr.** 
(i83> 190. adf^i 

VklLJJAM DUXBAR 

(184^ The text is that of the Scottish Text Society editkn, except that the few saggfiSttd 
hare be«B inoarparated. 

ii84^ SA3tCT SALVATorm. Sexd Sil^-es Soutow. I. Samct Sahfai»t$r: St. Salvator. 
anM Smvet jtarrw.' seira aonov to suvn*. 

<i85^ 3J. mj Uri: Bk Scottish kii«. 

<i85> The Goldtx Tasgb. Stanas 1, 2, 6, 7. 12. 13. 16-18, 21-29, 5 2. Lmcjmt^ 
Lacina. the mooa. 

(186) x>. rwil/.- tobetakcn vith"bT." rmt: undostand "which** as subject. If 21. 
F i m ^is ^ FkraV ^ 44- faMwr.- Nature, who is one of the ladies. % 48. Wemus^XfOOS. 
^ 51. sphme: the spken was regarded as the seat of the affections. 

(189) The Dadscx of the Se\-im Deidly Synns. The deadly sins are those which, 
if onrepentcd ol in this life, condemn the sool to eternal death in hell; they are thus dis- 
tinsuished from Tenial sins, which may be atoned for in purgatory. 

(iQO^ 6. Maktmm: the DeviL The word b a corruption at "Mahommed"; in the 
Middle Ages il was befiered that Mahonmicd was worshiped as a god, and hence his name 
came to be used for any fake god and even for the Devil. ^ 8. Fastermis evim: the ercning 
of ShroTe Tuesday, the day before the beginning of the fast of Lent; it was often given to 
merry-making. 5 50. BUk BeOy amd Bawsy Br^um: popular names of imps. 

(191) 74- 5«</iii//- Belial; he was an indolent de%-il (d. Paradise Lost, II. 108-17). 

(i93> 100. Hd«aiMf" Highland. Dunbar, as a Lowlandcr, loved to satirize the BSgb- 
Unders. 5 no. J/aJt/d4/s«2»^=>Macfadyen; a Highland contemporary. \ 113. Erschemen^ 
Ersemen; Hi^hUnders, who spoke Erse, en* Gaelic, the original language of the Scotch. 

G.WMN DOUGLAS 

(i93> The Proloi'c or the XII Buk or Ekeados. Lines 21-80. The text is that 
of W. \V. Skeat in his Specimens of English Literature, from a MS in Trinity College, Gun- 
briiige. •[ 5. Eaus: one of the horses of the sun; cf. Greek itw«, dawn. ^ 10. Pheion 
= Phaeton; he was the son of .\po!lo, and iM'esumptuously essayed to drive the chariot of 
the sun-god. T 15. /**<*« J— Phoebus. 

(194) 45-47. enhroud .... obumhrat .... porturat: the copulatives "is" and 
"arc" should be understood. 

SIR DAVID LYXDSAY 

(194) The Dreme. The text is that of D. Laing's edition of Lyndsay, which is based 
on the earliest editioas. % 1. Calendis: the first day of the month. 1 2, 3. The meaning b 
that the sun. in its apparent annual motion through the zodiac, had left the sign Capnconi 
and entered upon the sign Aquarius. 

C195) 13- Tytane: Titan, the sun. Hyperion, god of the sun, was one of the Titans 
in the early Greek mytholog>'. 

STEPHEN HA WES 

(197) The Pastime of Pleasure. Cap. xxxviii; cap. xUi. stanzas i, 10-12. The 
text, by the courtesy of Professor A. K. Potter, is from his rotc^raphs of the Eari of Dy- 
sart's unique copy of the 1509 edition. 

(197) How Graunde Amoure Was Receyved of La BeUe Pucell. Graunde Amoure, 
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after long discipline and encounters with many foes, reaches the " 8ol«nn mansion " of his 
lady love; at this point the selection Ix^ns. 

(198) 45. knottes: carvings of intricate design. K 51. geometry: i.e., geometrical 
design. % 53. mysty: Hawes seems to have conceived of the odors as mists or exhalations. 

(199) 6j. tynst: probably a misprint for " tinct." ^ 80. The sense seems to be, And 
changed my mood to a complacent one 

JOHN SKELTON 

(201) Why Come Ye Nat to Court. Lines 396-491- The text is that of A. Dyce's 
editi(m of Skelton, which is based on the earliest editions. The selection attacks Cardinal 
WoLsey, then at the height of his power. ^ 6. Hampton Court: the palatial residence of 
Wolsey. K la. Yorkes Place: the residence of Wolsey as archbishop of York. ^18. lawe 
canon: the law of the ecclesiastical courts* 

(aoa) 37. Flet€: Fleet Prison, in Fleet Street. ^31. Towre: the Tower of London, 
a state prison. % 32. Saunz aulter rem«(/y'" "without other remedy"; i. e., without means 
of avoiding imprisonment. H 34. Marshalsy: the Marshalsea, both a prison and a law court; 
here the reference b to the court, where the prisoner from the Tower will be tried. ^ 35. 
Kynges Btnche: a law court. K 54. beretk . ... on hand: " Leads on to a belief, per- 
suades." — Dyce. 

(a03) 73-76. See Gen., chap. 19. ^ 77, 79. The quotation b from the Litany: "From 
blindness of heart deliver us. Lord!*' ^80. Amalecke^ AsnaX€k\it\ see I Sam., chap. 15. 
^ 81. ifaineM*- Mameluke. The Mamelukes were mercenary soldiers in the employ of the 
Turks. % 96. bochers stall: Wolsey was the son of a butcher. 

BALLADS 

(203) St. Stephen and Herod. In a MS of about 1450; the ballad may itself be 
of the thirteenth century. 

(204) 4. Bed^em- Bethlehem. % ao. Cristus natus ejl— "Christ is bom." ^34. 
St. Stephen's Day Is December a6, and the eve of it is therefore Christmas Day. 

(204) A Gest or RoBYN Hode. The whole ballad, which " may have been put together 
as early as 1400 or before" (Professor Child), combines several different adventures of Robin 
Hood and is d(»ibtles5 based upon still older ballads. The earliest known reference to the 
Robin Hood ballads is in Langland's Piers the Plowman (the version of 1377) V. 400, 401, 
where Sloth says, 

I can noughte perfitly my Pater-noster, as the west it syngeth, 
But I can rymes of Robyn Hood and Randolf , Erie of Chestre. 

The two "fits," or parts, here printed were first published by W^ynkyn de Worde, Lopdon, 
between 1493 and 1534. Robin Hood was not a historical character, but a popular idealiza- 
tion of an outlaw. 

(204) The vii. Fytte. i. Noiynghame'^'Sottiagltajn; it is near Sherwood Forest, the 
favorite haunt of Robin Hood. % 3. thai gentyll knight: Sir Richard at the I.ee (cf. 1. 38); 
he and Robin had befriended each other in extremities, and Robin had recently killed the 
sheriff in order to release the knight, imprisoned in his own castle. 

(205) 43. best hall in his hode: a humwous expression for the head. 

(208) 148. Austyn: Augustine. 

(209) 177. Apparently the garland was hung on each wand as a target. 
(2zz) 353. BM^*-unle9s. lyke'^pleaac. 

(2ZI) The via. Pytte. 

(212) 17. Lyncolne grene: the best green cloth was formerly made in the town of Lincoln. 
It is supposed that foresters adopted this color in order that they might not be easily seen by 
the deer. 
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(axa) 44. UfU^wadiA leave. Hso. agaym: nipply "cnme"; some veraiaiis read 
"to come" instcmd of ''agayne.*' 

(ai4) 89. B«niyjdale«Banisda]e; a woodland re^oa in Yorkahtre, another haunt of 
Robin Hood. 

(2x6) The Hunting of the Cheviot. In the Ashmole MS, 1550 or later; the ballad 
was composed much eaiiier, as the language shows. It seems to have been founded upon an 
actxial occurrence, the Battle of Otterburn ( 1388), although it does not give the facts so accor- 
atdy as the ballad of that title. K i. Per si: Earl Percy, the famous Henry Hotspur, io 
called; he was warden of the marches, or bcmler, between England and Scotland; he was 
not really killed until fifteen years later, at the battle of Sirewsbury (1403). Norikcmbar- 
lande: an English county bordexing on Scotland. ^4. CAyvia/— Cheviot. The Cheviot 
Hills are partly on the Scottish side of the border. K 5. Dtf^Jrf^ Douglas; James Douglas, 
the secotid earl, who was killed at Otterburn by Percy. ^ xi. JSafi60r««w~Banborough. 

(ai7) 49. ri&y(ie« Tweed; a river fonning a part of the boundary between England 
and Scotland. ^ 50. rtvt^o/e— Teviotdale; the valley of the Teviot, which flows into the 
Tweed. 

(ax8) 80. do: understand "let us" before it. ^ 91. 5«lA€- Kng^MM^f— South England. 

(2ao) 166. Monggmkbyrry^lAotiXgiaauxy. K 168. Skeat reads, "a spear a trusti tre'* 
— "a spear of trusty wood." 

(aax) 186. sttU: i. e., the steel head. H 188. jo/— set. ^ 201. Child suggests that 
the missing word in the MS is "rest **; Gummere, that the reading should be "The tocke them 
off," i. e., they retreated. 

(aaa) ai6. HeorMie^ Heron. H 2x7. />«iR/^*-Lumley. K 2x9. l^aj^— Ralph. K aax. 
WelkarryHgt<m^W\\henagXoia. K aay. Lwdale: in later versions, "Lambwell." K 229. 
Murri'^ Murray. 

(a33) 241. £<2(^eff^f«iT(m«'" Edinburgh. ^ 245. weal and wryng: Skeat suggests 
"wryng, and weal"— "wring, and wail." ^262. Homhyll-doum'^Homildaa; here the 
English won a victory over the Scotch, in 1402, but it could not have been fought to avenge 
the death of Percy, for he took part in it and died a year later. ^ 265. GUndaU: the district 
in which Homildon is. ^ 268. The line has not been satisfactorily explained. Skeat says, 
"This is said to be a proverb, meaning 'That tear, or pull, brought about thb kick.* " Child 
suRKests that the meaning is, "Alas, that e'er began this spurn," or that "possibly 'that tear' 
is for 'that there,' meaning simply 'there.'" 

(224) JoHNiE Cock. In the Percy Papers, communicated by a Scotch lady in 1780. 
The ballad is certainly early in its origin, as appears from internal evidence. 

(225) 33. three quarters: i. e., of a yard. 

(226) 82, 86. boy: Child says thb is evidently a corruption for "bird," which occurs in 
some version.s. 

(226) Jock o the Sioe, In the Percy MS, about 1650. There was a Jock (or John) 
of the Side, a marauder of the Scotch border, in the time of Mary Queen of Scots. ^ 9. There 
is a line missing here in the MS. 

(227) 28. ryr/u/o/f— Teviotdale; the valley of the river Teviot, in southern Scotland. 

(231) Sir Patrick Spens. In Percy's Reliques, 1765; based on MSS sent him frwn 
Scotland. The ballad may be founded on the historical incident that in 128 1 many Scotch 
nobles were drowned on the return voyage from Norway, whither they had gone as escort to 
the daughter of their king, bride of the king of Norway. % i. Dttm/rr/wi^— Dunfermline; 
a town near Edinburgh, formerly containing a royal palace. % 9. braid letter: a letter on a 
broad sheet. 

(232) 32. The line means that they were over head in water, f 41. Aberdour: a sea- 
port near Dunfermline. 

(232) Sir Hugh, or The Jew's Daughter. In Jamieson's Popular Ballads, x8o6. 
The ballad is an old one, and is founded upon an incident reported to have occurred in the 
town of Lincoln in 1255. 
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(334) The Three Ravens. In Ravenscrolt's Mdumata, 161 1. 

(a35) Edwaed. In Percy's Reliques, 1765; communicated to him by a Scotch noble- 
man. 

(337) The Twa Sisters. This version was made by Child from versions in several 
MSS(i783-i8oi)andJamieson'sP0^«AirBaZ^(u^, 1806. H a, 4. Edinburgh .... Stirling: 
the sisters were royal princesses (see I. 57), and apparently for this reason the refrain mentions 
Edinburgh, the capital, and Stirling, formerly a favorite residence of the Scottish kings. % 7. 
Saini Johnston: apparently the residence of the knight. Tay: a Scottish river, somewhat to 
the north of Stirling. ^ ai. sea stran: cf. "mill-dam," 1. 37; such naive inconsistencies are 
characteristic of the old ballads. 

(339) The Cruel Brother. In Kinloch's MSS; this ballad was communicated to 
him in 1827. ^ 3a. There are a few words missing here in the MS. 

(240) Babylon, or The Bonnie Banks o Fordie. In Motherwell's Minstrelsy, 
1837. 

(242) Sweet Willlam's Ghost. In Ramsay's Tea-Table Miscellany, 1740. H 56-64. 
"These are clearly modem, but very likely represent original stanzas not remonbered in 
form." — Sargent and Kittredge. 

(243) Lord Thomas and Fah Annet. In Percy's Rdiqnes, 1765; thb ballad was 
sent him in MS from Scotland. An English version was printed in the latter par* of the 
seventeenth century. 

(345) 5Q- halland: linen; so called because the finest was then made in Holland. 

(247) Kemp Owvne. In Motherwell's Minstrelsy, 1827. 

(249) Thomas Rvmer. In Tytler's Brown MS, sent him by a Mrs. Brown in x8oo. 
The ballad b an old one, and b probably based on a poem, "Thomas of Erceldoune," of the 
fifteenth century. Thomas was an actual personage, of the thirteenth century; he was credited 
with prophetic powers, the gift of the queen of the elves, who had carried him off to elfland. 
K I. True: i. e., truthful in hb proi^ecies. f 16. There b a gap here in the MS. 

(251) The Wee, Wee Man. In Herd's MSS, 1776. H 11. Wallace: i. e., very stroog; 
William Wallace (1274?- 1305), the hero of Scotch hbtory and romance, was of prodigious 
strength. 

(252) Mary Hamilton. In Sharpe's Ballad Book, 1824. "The ballad must .... 
have arisen between 1719 and 1764" (Child); it seems to be based on incidents connected 
with the court of Mary Queen of Scots and of Peter the Great of Russia. ^ 3. Marie HamH- 
ten: one of the ladies-in-waiting of Queen Mary, f 4. Stewart: the Scotch king. H 13. 
auld Queen: Queen Mary. ^ 29. Cannogaie: a main street of old Edinburgh; Holyrood 
Palace b at the lower end, and the Parliament House at the upper end. 

(254) Bonnie George Campbell. In Motherwell's Minstrelsy, 1827; a combination 
of several versions. ^ a. Tay: a river in Scotland, near the Highlands. 

MIRACLE PLAYS 

(254) The Deluge. From the Chester Plays. The text b that of the Eariy English 
Text Society edition. The MS on which thb edition b based b dated 1607, and the earliest 
extant MS b only sixteen years earlier; the language, too, b comparatively modem; but the 
MSS " appear to be based on a text of the beginning of the fifteenth century," and "the com- 
position of the cycle probably dates from scxne fifty or sixty years earlier "(Pollard). ^ 5-8. 
Cf. Gen. 6:3. 

(355) 8. blynne'^ctsae, i.e., from sin. ^17. Noe^'Soeth. 

(356) S3. 5ei»»- Shem. Has. Uxor iVoe— "wife of Noah." H 80. Stage direction 
following thb line: 'Then they shall make motions as if they were working with various toob." 

(257) 93- to^caslU: a protected place at the masthead, from which missiles were thrown. 
1(96. Stage direction following thb line: "Then Noah and hb whole family shall again 
make motions of woriung with various tools." ^ 103. By Christ: such anachronisms as 
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thb and the one in L iia an not tmmmmrm in the minde and monlitj plays. 1 loS. 
yow: the spectators. 

(359) 160. Stage direction foDoiring thb Une: '*Thm Noah shall enter the aifc. and 
his family shafl give him aD the animals, repreaented by pktaiea, redting their names; and 
after each one has spoken his part he shall go into the aik, Noah's wife cacepted; and the 
pictures of the animals ought to ooindde with thcirnamea; and the first son diall begin thus.** 

(361) a4o. Stage direction foDowing this Hne: "Then she shall go.** ^ 341. Ikal: 
see the stage direction that follows: "And gives him a fivdy slap ?** 1 aso. 7ft«l-"he who. 

(36a) 956. Stage direction foDowing this Une: "Then Noah shall shut the window 
of the arlc; and for a moderate space of time let them sing, within, the paafan 'Save me, O 
God'; and [then], opening the window and looking out, [Noah shall say]." ^ 264. Stage 
direction following this line: "Then shafl he send forth a raren, and, taking n dove in hb 
hands, let him say." K 9^l. Stage directian following this line: *'Then. he shall send out a 
dove, and there shafl be in the ship another dove bearing an olive branch in her month, vrhich 
[someone] shafl send from the mast akmg a cord into the hands of Noah; and then let Noah 
say." 

(363) 303. Stage direction following tins Hne: "Then, going out of the aifc with his 
whole family, he shafl take the animals and birds, and shafl offer them up and slay them." 

(36s) Abiaham*s Sacuficz. From the Coventry Plays. The text is that of the old 
Shakespeare Society edition. Most of the MS of the Gyventry Plays was written in 1468, 
and the cycle was probably composed early in the same century. K JmtroUmt Ahralu, ek.^ 
"Enter Abraham and the others." K 1$. wcUk: apparently an error for "molde," eardi. 

(a66) 37. par amMire— "by love.* 

(267) 73- i4iife/i«- "angel.' 
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MORALITY PLAYS 

(373) Everyman. Except for a few emendations, the text b that of the Britwell 
Library copy of Skot's edition (pubUnhed about 1529), as edited by Greg in MakfiaUn tur 
Kunde (Us dlteren englischtn Dramas. The play b probably based on a Dutch original; 
the Englbh version dates from the latter part of the fifteenth century. ^ 3. By fygurf^'m 
form. 

(373) 3i« hvo: i. e., the two thieves at the Cnicifixicm. 

(375) III* adc^to do; literaUy, "at do." ^ iia. make none aUonmay: have no 
deputy, or substitute. 

(378) a45. Adonay: God (plural of Hebrew "Adon," lord). 

(380) 290. brynge me /0ncwd«« accompany me. 

(381) 356. 0%ur Lady: the Virgin Mary. 

(384) 454. Mary: a mild oath by the Virgin; the same as "marry" in Shakspere. 
(38s) 494. Myssyas^^cs&XdAi. f 495. do by m««act according to my advice. % 500. 
of" lor. 

(386) sa6. 6>— be. Crea/«r«-" Creator. 

(388) 601. be mcanr*" by means. 

(389) 663. Pyve Wyties: the five senses. 

(393) 788. Judas Mackabee^Judaa Maccabeus; the heroic leader of the Jews in their 
struggle against the Romans in the second century B.C. (see the book of the Maccabees in 
the Old Testament Apocrypha). 

(393) 796. more and Itsse: high and low, i. e., all people. 

(395) 887, 888. In manus Tuas .... commendo spirUum meifm'""Into Thy hands I 
commend my spirit "; see Luke 23 : 46. ^ 904. take U of ttw/A™ value it. 

(396) 9x6. "//<>, maledicti, in ignem e/er»iim"«"Go, ye cursed, into everlasting fire": 
cf. Matt. 25:41. 

(396) The Mariage of Wrrr and Wkdome. The text b that of the oki Shakespeare 
Society edition (from a unique MS), considerably emended. The pUy cannot be dated at 
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all precisely, but seems to bdong to the age of Elizabeth. The first, fifth, and tenth scenes 
are here given entire; two short passages in the second scene are omitted, and 46 lines at the 
end of the eighth scene. fTttf—mind, intelligence. 

(300) The Second Scene. H 37. counier/aii cranke: "A rogue who feigned sickness 
in order to move compasuon and get money." — A New English Dictionary. "Cranke* 
is thieves* slang; cf. German "krank," sick. 

(301) 50. in for a herd: deluded, trapped. 

(302) 90. Mary: the name of the Virgin, used as an exclamation or mild oath. K xio. 
sir: one in the audience. 

(3x0) The Tenth Scene. 

(313) 55. turtle: the turtle-dove. 

JOHN HEYWOOD 

(3x2) The FotTSE PP. The basis of the text is a black-letter edition in the Bodleian 
Library, Oxford University. The edition b undated; but it was printed at London by Wil- 
liam Copland, who was in the publishing business from 1547 to 1569. It has some of the 
readings of the edition of 1569, but (m the whole is closer to the so-called first edition of i545( ?). 
Some of the readings of these last two editions, and some of Professor Manly's emendations, 
have been adopted in the present edition; in some other cases Manly*s conjectures are con- 
firmed by the Copland text. ^ i. The punctuation, which makes better sense than the 
traditional punctuation of the line, is Professcn- Manly's. ^ a. you: the audience; the palmer 
is alone on the stage. Hi?. Josaphat: the vale (rf Jehosaphat, outside the walls of Jerusalon ; 
here stood a church to St. Stephen, the first martyr (see Acts, chaps. 6, 7). Olyvete: Mount 
Olivet. 

(3x3) aa. stacions: "A station may be defined as the appointed visitation of some 
church, altar, shrine, or other the like ecclesiastical locale, for pious purposes and with certain 
spiritual graces annexed." — ^W. M. Rossetti. ^ ag. Roodes: the islands of Rhodes in the 
Mediterranean; in the fourteenth century it was the headquarters of the Knights of St. J<^. 
Hjo. Amias: periiaps for EmmatB, near Jerusalem; see Luke a4:i3. ^31, 3a. Shrines 
in Great Britain. ^ 33. Armony: Armenia. Cf. Maundevile's Voiage and TravaHe (1371), 

chap. 13: "And so passe men be this Ermonie, and entren the see of Persie And 

there besyde is another Hille, that men depen Ararathe [—Ararat], .... where Noes Schipp 
rested, and yit is upon that Monta]me; and men may seen it a ferr in deer Wedre; and that 
montayne is wd a 7 Myle highe." ^ 34-43* British shrines, with the exceptions noted. 
37. Comeles: a Roman saint, beheaded in 350 a.d., for refusing to sacrifice in the temple 
of Mars. Gales: Galida, in Spain. K 40. Saynt Patrikes Purgatory: a smoking pit in a 
wild region of Ireland. ^ 41. bloud of Hayles: blood with miraculous powers, kept in a 
crystal vessd at the abbey of Hales, in Gloucestershire. 5 43* Denis: patron saint of France; 
bis body was sui>posed to be enshrined in the Abbey of St. Denis, at Paris. ^ 45-48* British 
ihrines again. % 45. Shome: nothing is known of this saint; he certainly was not at Canter- 
bury, where it was the shrine of Thomas i Becket that drew the pilgrims. (The punctuation 
of the line is Professor Manly's.) ^ 46. Katetoade: "Catwade Bridge is in Samford Hundred, 
in the country of Suffolk, where there may have been a famous chapd and rood.*' — Gilchrist. 
^49. Rycharde: perhaps the same Saint Richard that Drayton speaks of {Poly-OUnon, 
Song xxiv) as having died at Lucca, Italy, where his relics wrought many mirades. Roke: 
St. Roch; there was a church in his honor in Lombardy. 

(3x4) 64. The pardoner evidently has entered while the palmer was speaking the last few 
lines. 

(3x6) 140. as good chepe: in as good maricet, i. e.. as cheaply. "Chepe,** or "cheap**— 
market, buying and selling place (O. E. "ceap"). ^ 144. There" whtte. od^aX variance. 
5 151* The poticary evidently has entered in time to hear the preceding sentence or two. 
^ 165. toke an action: equivalent to the modem legal phrase "bring an action*'; d. "rob," 
t x66. H 171. honesUi: the reading of the Copland edition, confimung the coniecture <£ 
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Dodsley and other editors. K 176. glysUr "dysUx, an injectioo; as giren in early times it 
often did more harm than good. 

(317) 1S2. bande: i. e., rope. ^ x88. /rom—out of. ^ 203. The pedJer evidently 
has entered as the preceding line was being spoken. 

(318) 227. me^my. 

(319) 305. rwiming: 1569 ed., "swynking." 

(320) 34a. wide: i. e., wide of the truth. K 347* Pretemce: i. e., the claim of the 
palmer. K 351. The punctuation, which puts sense into an obscure line, is Professor Manly '^ 
The meaning b that by the pardons of the pardoner (who wiU wager his soul on the resuh) a 
man may go to heaven easily, sitting in his chair as it were; cf . 1. 347. 

(331) 377- c^tf'-clearly. 1(386. procUmrs: proctors, in English o^eges, are dts- 
ctplinary officers, not teachers. K 387. doclours: the word b used in its original sense of 
"teachers" (Latin "docere," to teach). ^ 398. dd)yte: a corruption of "depute/" deputy. 
If 401. Your: i. e., the pardoner's. 

(333) 404. prime: 9 a.u. ^ 4x8, 419. All the early editions assign these lines to the 
poticary; Dodsley made the correction. K 427* decayeth: Manly 's emendation; the early 
editions have "decayed.** % 43a. mantr Ihynge: manner of thing. 

(333) 454* beholde: 1545 ed., "be bokie." If 455- ^" rs6Q cd., "lie." ^456. ye: 
the pardoner. ^458. you: the poticary. 

(334) 480. manner: i. e., manner of. K 497- i4tf-H'al<m«f"- "all saints"; the ignorant 
pardoner takes the words to be the name of some particular saint. 

(335) 536. Seven SUpers: the Seven Sleepers, according to legend, lived at Ephesus 
in the third century; on account of persecution for their Christian faith they fled to a cave, 
where they slept for some two or three centiuies; upon awaking, they told of the miracle and 
died. H 557- Whiche on: i. e., in which. 

(326) 564. m4xry: a mild oath, from the name cA the Virgin Mary; the same as the oath 
or cxclamiition "marry." Ij 589. of»— in. ^ 590. in =» to. / passe you an ate: i. c. 1 
overplay you, my medicine having higher value than your pardons. H 594. hoUydam: the 
Virgin Mary. The correct form b "halidom," meaning "holiness," "sacred relic," etc., 
but popular etymology explained the word as "holy dame." 

(327) 637. The early editions have "one" after "in"; the emendation b Prof cssor Manly 's. 

(338) 656. The early editions give thb line to the pedlcr, but 11. 670-74 show it is spoken 
by the palmer. Professor Manly made the correction. U 679. God: i. e.. Christ, f 080. 
you twaync: the pardoner and the palmer. 

(339) 682. us hvayne: the pardoner and the poticary. % 684. ye: inserted by Prcrfessor 
Manly. ^ 703. In the following omitted passage the poticary tells a coarse tale of a wonderful 
cure which he wrought. 

(330) 703- oui of hande: at once. If 799. geare: hb pardons and relics. % 813, 814. 
It was a popular .superstition that to sneeze was a bad omen, which could be averted in the 
way illustrated in the text. 

(331) 831. 832. The allusion b to the cycle of miracle plays given at Coventry every 
year, on Corpus Christi Day. the Thursday after Trinity Sunday. % 835. m*=«my. 

(333) 802. in presens: i. e., into the presence of the Devil; "in presence" b the regular 
court phrase for an audience with a monarch. 

(334) 999- A line has evidently dropped out, as the rhyme shows; it is missing in all 
the editions. 11 1000. taried: the reading of the 1569 ed.; 1545 and Copland eds.. "maried." 

(335) 10 1 4. Ponies Churche Yard: an indosure near St. Paul's Cathedral. Londcm, 
a center for the book trade. If 1032. ten hones: fingers. H 1041. prevy tytke: an insinua- 
tion that the pedler has been bribed by the palmer. If 1044, Thy wyves x commandements: 
"Ten commandments' seem to have been cant terms for the naib of the hands." — Dodsley. 

(338) 1 144- ><••■ the palmer, t 1149. ye: the pardoner, f 1165. say the sarvyes 
apoynted: 1545 ed., "praye for soule departed." 

(339) 1185. *y»»— himself. 
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Note. — ^Words spdled with either "i" or "y" are not always given in both forms. 
Words having the following peculiarities of form are usually not explained: 

(x) Plurals in "is" or "ys." instead of "s" or "es." 

(a) Present participles in "and" or "ande," instead of "ing." 

(3) Preterites and past participles in "it," instead of "ed." 

(4) Past participles indicated by the prefix "i" or "y"— as "ido." "idon," for "done* ; 
"i-beo," "y-be," for "been"; "y-bore," for "borne." 



At have. 

Af in, on, of. 

il'.all. 

AbaisU, abashed. 

Abai€t overthrow, surprise. 

AbkomynabU, abominable. 

AbUgheH, appareled. 

Abiten, bite. 

AUr, suitable, seemly; adapt, make ready, 

empower. 
Abodi abode, waited. 
A-bof, abuf, abttven, above. 
AboH^ abane, aboone, above. 
Abrayd4, abreyde, awake, awoke. 
Abrodt, abroad. 

Abusyowi, misuse, deceit, wrong. 
AbiUe, abulen, about. 
Abyde^ tarry. 
Ac^ but. 

Accombtr, encumber, overwhelm. 
Achat4t buying; achaUmr, caterer, buyer. 
Ackuvtt succeed. 
AcoUn^ unbrace. 
Accrd^ agreement; acorde, agree, beseem; 

acordaunt^ in accordance with. 
Accrst^ curse. 
Acqueme, squirrel (fur). 
Acqueynce^ acquaintance. 
AcquUe, pay. 
Adai^ aday, by day. 
Adaunt. daunt. 
Added, a-dead, dead. 
Adihttt order. 

AdouH, a-doume, down, adown. 
Adradf afraid; adrede, dread, fear. 
AdubmenU, adubbement, adornment. 
Adunest, dinnest. 
AdvysenuHi, consideration, deliberatioa. 



AdyU, prepare, ordain, dispose. 
Ae, one. 
Aengtes, angels. 
A/erd, afraid. 
Afi, off. 

Afleir, conduct, demeanor. 
AffUe^ file, polish. 
Affray, fear, fright; affright. 
AfiyauMce, trust. 

After, afterward; behind, akmg, accord- 
ing to. 
Aganis, against, in preparation for. 
Agaste, make aghast, frighten. 
Agayne, ageyn, agens, against. 
Agen, ageyn, again. 
Aghlegh, fearless. 
Aghlkh, fearful, dreadful. 
AglyghU, slipped from. 
Ago, agon, gone. 
Agu, ague. 

AgitU, been guilty, sinned. 
Ain, own. 
Aither, either. 
Al, all; wholly. 
Al, although. 
A I, awl. 

Alace, aUace, alas. 
Alane, alone. 
A-lttwe, below, down. 
Albe, albeit, although. 
Alderbest, best of all. 
Algate, always, in any case, assuredly. 
Alichtyn, light. 

Alkin, allkin, of all kinds, every sort of. 
AU, altogether, wholly. 
i4tfc,all. 
Almaist, almost. 
Ahmms, almoyse, alms, pittance. 
Aire, of all; alre-worste, worst of alL 



36s 



36<J 



EXGUSH POEMS 



Ala, mL m, abo. 

AU, aist, ais», «^J*, as, Bke. so. 

AUtnU^ahend. 

AkJUrjksi, first of all, at first. 

Alikjug, aB tlttiigs. 

Al-M,Mntoo, 

Alygki, aligjbted. 

AmMJlie, enarad. 

AmhUrt, ambler, easy-paced bone. 

Amtut, •mujm, mild, pfeasanc 

Atmtmf. ajRMifr, at intenrab; ail tbe while. 

Amartttis, kyw-knots. 

A-wuntt, oo tbe morrow. 

Ampitre. love. 

Amys, amiss. 

A; a, an, one. 

A; in, on, at; «■ •yghi, by night 

i4», and. 

Anam^U, anamayU^ enameled; ^namalymg, 

ma mating. 
Ancty once. 
Ancres, anchorites. 
Amdy an. 
^iMf. if. 
Ane, a, one. 
i4«tfaK:A», enoogh. 
Anhanged, hanged. 
Aniht, anight, by night. 
Ants, once. 
Anker, anchor. 
Anias, dagger. 
Anom, anoon, anon, at once; anon-right, 

ano<m-ryght, straightway, immediately. 
Anoynt, anointed. 
Ant, and. 
An under, under. 
Anwolde, power, 
Apayede, satisfud, pleased. 
A pert, openly, manifestly. 
A piked, trimmed. 
Apon, upon. 
A port, deportment. 
A ppayreth, grows worse. 
Appose, question (oppose with a question). 
A ppreve, approve. 
Aqwhyte, acquit, pay. 
Ar, ere 

Aras, arras, tapestries. 
Archar, archer; archares, archearis, archer is, 

archers. 
Archery, archers in a body. 
Are, ere, before. 
Areir, behind, in the past. 



i4rcs<r, anesi, arrest, stop. 

Argh€, timid, afraid; bftxwic timid. 

AHghl„ exactly, just, whoOy. 

Anm€„ poor. 

Amumye, harmony. 

Armypo4emi, poverfu] in arms. 

Am, are. 

Ar»s. araae. 

Ar0s, orriM, arrows; ormr. arrow. 

A-r9um€, at a distance. 

Arrerage, arrears. 

Arsomia, saddle-bows. 

AriUye, artillery. 

Artave, art thou.. 

Arvts, UTviw^^ 

^5, as if ; according to; in mder to. 

A say, essay, try. 

Au, as. 

Aseni, assent, concord. 

AspUU, spin, rain. 

Aspyit, espied. 

Assay, trial, experiment; assayit, essayed. 

tried, attacked. 
AssenU, agree to. 
- Assined, assigned. 
AssoiUn, absolve; assoiUyng, absolution. 
Ast, hast. » 

Astert, escape, start, start aside.v/ 
Astonied. astonished. 
A stored, stored. 
Asitre. azure. 

A -s'urz'ed, dazed (as if asleep). 
Asyse, form, fashion. 
Ate. at the. 
At-flitk, flioth away. 
Athel, noble. 
At-h4}lde, reliiin. 
AtJed, aimed, designed. 
Atones, at once. 
Atount, astonished. 
A tour, over. 
At-schet, shot away. 
A Item pre, temperate. 
Attoumay, attorney, deputy. 
Auctoritee, authority, 
Auctour, author. 
A ufuU, awful, inspiring awe. 
Auhte, ought. 
Auld, old, 
Aumayl, enamel, 
Auncian, ancient, old. 
Aureat, golden 
Austeir, austere, cruel. 
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AtUh€r, either. 

Avance, avaunce, advance. 

Avaunt, boast; avauntynge, boasting; 

avattntowr, boaster. 
AvayU^ sink. 

AverUure^ adventure, happening, luck. 
Avisioun^ vision. 
Avowe^ vow. 
Avoy, fie I 

Avys, avyst, advice, consideration. 
Aw, all. 
Awa, away. 
Await, ambush. 
Awe, ewe. 
Awei, a-wfy, away. 
Awen, own. 

A-wkaped, amazed, stupefied with fear. 
A-whar/, whirled round. 
Awoik, awoke. 
A-wreke, avenged. 
Awyn, own. 

Axt, ask; axt, asked; axinge, asking. 
Axis, accession of sickness, pain. 
Ayein, again. 
Ayen, ayenst, against. 
Aytrishe, aerial. 

B 

B<x, ball. 

Bdbewynfus, grotesque architectural orna- 
mentations. 

BabU, bauble. 

Bachder, a novice in arms, a young knight. 

BagU horss, stallion. 

Baid, abode. 

BaiU, bale, woe. 

Bair, bare. 

Bait, feed. 

Baiih, hoith, both. 

Bakbyttaris, backbiters. 

Bake^ prepare, make ready; baked. 

Balas, a kind of ruby. 

Baldly, boldly. 

BaU^ sorrow; balfuU, baleful, destructive. 

Balgh, round, smooth. 

Balke, ridge of ground. 

Batt€d,\ial^. 

Ballet, ballad; hallattis, balUUis, ballads, 
songs. 

Balys, troubles, evils. 

Bandis, bindings, ties. 

Bane, bone. 

Bane, death. 



Baneist, bauyst, banished. 
Bauer, banner. 
Bonis, murderers. 
Bar, bare. 
Barbe, axe-edge. 
Bare, thoroughly, completdy. 
Baren, bore, conducted. 
Baret, strife. 
Barganeris, wranglers. 
Barlay, by Our Lady. 
Barm, bosom. 
Barmkyn, rampart. 
Borne, bairn, child. 
Bamth, bumeth. 
Borres, bars, stripes. 
Bosnetes, basnites, basinets, helmets. 
Basse, lower. 

BotaHle, battle; bataHled, having indenta- 
tions like a battlement. 
Bathe, both. 

Baundoun, dominion, control. 
Bawdrik, baldric, belt. 
Baxtfe, bow. 

Baxsteres, bakers (female). 
Bayly, baily, district. 
Bayne, prompt. 
Boysmeni, abasement. 
Bayst, is abashed. 
Baythen, grant. 

Be, by; be, be that, by the time that. 
Be, been. 
Beameth, bum. 
Beau, beautiful, fair. 
Beche, valley. 
Be-com, went. 
Bede, bid, offer; offered. 
Bedis, in^yers. 
Bedone, worked. 
Beer, bore. 
Beere, clamor, noise. 
Beestly, like a beast. 
Befalle, befits. 
Be/e, beef. 
Beft, struck. 

Beggestere, fonale beggar. 
Begouth, begowth, began. 
Beholding, beholding. 
Behet, behite, promi.se. 
Be-hoves, behooves, is necessary. 
Beighe, collar. 
Beir, bear. 
Beir, boar. 
Bekes, beaks. 



368 



ENGLISH POEMS 



Be<«, boil, burn. 

Bdive, bdyvt, quickly. 

B4IU, beauUful. 

BeBy-hmddrotmt ilugganL 

Bcfy. belly. 

Bern, beam; hemes, bemet, bemys, beams. 

Bememetht means, rignifies. 

Bemes, horns, trumpets. 

Ben, be, are, been. 

Bende, bent. 

Bene, fair, wdl, gracious. 

BenedicUe, bless you. 

5m/, coarse grass; grassy field. 

Beo, be, are; beoth, be, are, there are. 

Ber, beore, bore. 

Berand, neighing. 

Berd, beard; berdUt, beardless. 

Bere, bier. 

Bere, beren, bear, bore; beret, bears; bere 

the face, turned the face. 
Bergen, shelter, preserve. 
Bergh, hUl. 
BeriaU, beryl-like. 
Beris, barley's, of barley. 
Berkyng, barking. 
Bern, bairn, child. 
Berye, berry. 

Besene, furnished, arrayed. 
Bfste, best; aite beste, in the best way. 
Besie, beast; bestys, beasts. 
Besy, busy. 

Bet, belere, better, rather. |( 
Bet, bete, beat. 
Betake, commit. 
Bete, amend, cure. 
Beteicke, bequeath 
Beth, be, are. 

Betydde, happened, befallen. 
Beugh, bough; bewis, bev/ys, boughs. 
Bewsprytt, bowsprit. 
Beyn, pleasant, fair. 

Bi, by, during, in, about, in regard to. 
Bicoom, became. 
Bidder, beggar. 
Bi/alU, befallen, happened; bifel, bi-/ul, 

(it) befell. 
Biforen, bifome, before. V 
Bighes, collars. 
Bigott, begun. 
Bigredet, cry out at. 
Bi-growe, overgrown. 
Bi-grypte, gripped. 
BigyU, beguile. 



Bikai, 

B<-Jbs0M. bdidd. 

Bih&vet behoove, beoeedfoL 

Btkentten, oommcnd. 

Bikkir, attach; bikkerii, ftttedwL 

Bikncwe»t eudknawhedgt, oonfcH 

coof eased. 
Bad;M,baikL 
BOe^hOL 

Bi4edet, punoe, diaae. 
Bi4efeth, beUeve; biUfves, M4n«. bdic£s. 
BUefve, bSeve, abide, remain; remain silent 
BiUie, comrade, mate. 
Biime, within, into the inno- room. 
Birk, beech. 
Bimyng, burning. 
Bi-schrickelk, shriek at 
Bi^seo, see. 
Biseite, used. 
BisUy, busily. 

Bismotered, besmutted. v/^ 
Bi-steten, stolen. 
Bi^svnketh, betrays, deceives. 
Bit, cutting blade or edge. 
fii;r,bids. 
Bi-taU, shaken. 
Biiauete, gave to. 
Bt-ielle, justify. 

Bithenche, bethink; bi-thonht, bethought. 
Bitwixe, betwixt, between. 
Biwreyest, betrayest. 
Bi-wyled, beguiled, tricked. 
Bloc, blake, bUck. 
Blaght, white. 

Blaiknil, made bleak, deprived. 
Blane, stopped. 

Blanke, nugatory, of no effect. 
Blate, exposed, bare. 
Biaunner, a kind of (white ">) fur. 
Blayke, white. 
Ble, color. 
Bleaunt, linen robe. 
Blende, blent, mingled. 
Blenk, shine, glisten. 
Blenk, blink, glance; hienking, look. 
Blente, blinds. 
Bleo, complexion. 
Blered, bleared, blurred. 
Blesand, blazing. 
Blewe, blue. 
Blc, blue, pale. 

Blome, bloom, blossom; hlowtet, bhmys, 
blossoms; bhmyt, covered with bloasoms. 
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Blanks hone. 

Biosme, blosmm, bloaaoms. 

Bhu,bkm. 

Bhweth^Uoometh, 

BMirtd, foamed. 

B/wi, blood. 

Bltmk^ hone. 

BhaU, faint. 

Bluiheiiche, blithely. 

Blwe, blue. 

Blycande, gHttering; fr^Aibed, shone. 

BfyJMiMf , bHtheness. 

Blymne, cease. 

Blysnandt^ shining. 

Bf75M, bless; blyssyd, biyssit, biysU, blest. 

bleffied. 
«><*«, joy. 
B/yiw, quickly, socm. 
BobbCt bough. 

Bocktr^ butcher; lochtres, butchers. 
Bodki, bought. 
.BmI, abode. 
£0^. body. 
BodeH^ prayed, asked. 
Bode-toords^ tidings. 
Bodm, prepared, airajred. 
Bogh^ bogh€t bend one'i steps, go, walk. 
Bcgh, bdioovea, is neceisary. 
Bchti bough. \ 

BokeUr, buckler, shieki.' 
Ba<r5, bulls. 

Bolks, boles, tree-trunks. 
Bolne, swelL 

Bffituit, bowmen, archers. 
Aw, good. 
Ban, bone. 
Bone, bank. 

Bonched, banged, struck. 
Bond, bound; honde, band. 
Bone, boon, prayer. 
Bon^, bonnet; bonnets, bonnets. 
Bonk, bank, height; bonkkn, banks. 
BmiW, bold. 
Boon, bone. 
Boote, remedy. 
Boras, borax. 
Bord, board. 

Bordos, borders; bordonr, border. 
Bore, bom. 
Bordych, burly, huge. 
Boris, boar's. 
Bom, borne. 
Borne, bum, brook; homes, brook's. 



Bomyst, burnished. 

Borrow, ransom, set free; lay in pledge, 

forego. 
Boste, boast; hostaris, boasters. 
JB0I, bit. 

Bot, bote, but, unless; hot and, and also. 
Bole, remedy. 
Bokrfiye, butterfly. 
B(^es, bootes, boots. 
Botiler, butler. 
Botme, bottom. 
BoUnmM, buttons. 
Bought, requited, atoned for. 
BoK^, bolt. 

Bonn, botme, ready, prepared. 
Bounden, boundin, bound. 
Bounte, goodness, kindness. 
Bour, boure, boivr, bower, bedroom, inner 

private apartment in a castle or mansion. 
Bout, without. 
Box, boxwood. 
Boxomnesse, submisdon. 
Boys, bows. 

Brae, brow; hillside, river-bank. 
Braggarts, braggers. 
Braid, broad, open. 
Brak, broke. 
Brande, sword. 
Brandeist, swaggered. 
Branschis, branches. 
Brast, burst; brastyng, bursting. 
Brathe, hrathet, fierceness, eagerness, violence. 
Braule, brawl. 
Braundysch, brandish. 
Brow, brave, fine, handsome. 
Brawden, woven. 
Brayde, awoke, started; threw; braydea, 

draws. 
Brayden, anlxoidered. 
Braye, slope, river-bank. 
Brayn, mad. 
Bred, breed, bread. 
Brede, breed; have whims. 
Breek, would break. 
Breem, bream, a kind of fish. 
Bref, brief. 

Breid, breadth; on breid, abroad, out. 
Brei!, write; letter, writ. 
Breird, blade; on breird, on the increase. 
Breist, breast. 
Breke, break, open. 
Breme, clear, distinct, loud. 
Breme, fierce; bremly, fiercely, boldly. 
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Bren, brmn. 

Brendt, hrenden, borned; ftrcmiei, bnrns; 
hrennynge, burninc; hrtiU, burnt. 

Breni, high, steep. 

Brerd, surface. 

Bresed, rough. 

Brest, voice. 

Bret Jul, brimful. 

Breved, toM, related. 

Breivesteres, brewers (female). 

Brief, brighte, briht, bright: brightness. 

Briddes, bridis, birds. 

Brist, burst. 

Broche, hrotth, brooch. 

Brod, brode, brood, broad. 

Brode, brood. 

Bronde, brand; brondes, hearth-fires. 

Brook, brouke, brouken, use, enjoy. 

Brolke, angry, fierce; brothely, angrily. 

Brouct, brought. 

Broun, broune, brown. 

Browd, broad; browd arrovf, arrow with a 
broad head. 

Bruke, brook. 

Brukka, brittle. 

Brunt, blow. 

Brycht, brygt, bryht, bright. 

Bryddrz, birds. 

BrydiJl, bridle. 

Brymme, river, stream; hank. 

firyttlynge. breaking up. cutting up. 

Burn, 1)0, been; bueth, be. are. 

Bu^fie, buy. 

Buit, help. 

Bukis, b(K)ks. 

Bukkfs, bucks. 

Biillur, bull(Kk. 

Bullf. lx>lt. 

Bumbard, lazy, stupid. 

Bur, hurrr, blow, assault; force, hitting 
power. 

Burd, lK»ard; hard on burd. close alongside. 

Burde, ought, it l)ehoovc<l. 

Burdoun, burden, musical accompaniment. 

Burden, burgrys, burgess, citi/en. 

Burne, man, knight; burncz, men. 

Burned, burnyst, burnished. 

Bus, buss, busk, hush. 

Busk, make ready. 

Buskcz, gf>cs. 

Busyez, husies, Iroubles. 

But, bute, buten, but, unless, except, with- 
out; b%tt if, unless. 



BMfAr, butler. 

BiuQMK, faixMiM, li c Mim , obedient. 

By. be. 

By, to; «r 67, as to, as regards. 

By, byt, buy. 

By a$td by, at once, immediately. 

By-coil, recalled. 

Byckarte, skirmished. 

Byddys, bydet, bydis, abides, 

bide. 
By-dene, bydeen, quiddy, at once. 
Byears, faters. 
Byers, buyers. 
BygaU, begoc 
By-gonme^ b^un. 
By. biU. 
Bylis, boils. 

ByUe, bill halberd, swocd. 
Byn, been, be. 
Byneihe, beneath. 
Bynne, bin. j 

By-qytetke, bequeath. ^ 
Byre, cow-house, bam. 
Byseme, beseem, become. 
Byside, aside. 
Byte, take hold of. touch. 
Bytte, see bit. 
Byttour, bitterns. 
Byynge. bu>ing. 



Caas, cases. 

Cace, case; in cace, perchance. 

Cach, cat«h. take, acquire; cachtz, takes; 

caght, caught. 
Cdtf, care; cairful, full of care; cairm, 

care. 
Cold, cold; colder, colder. 
Calling, beharior. 
Calste, callest. 
Calx-e, calf. 
Cam, came. 
Can. know, knows. 
Can, gan, began, did. 
Capados, hood, cap. 
Caple, horse. 
Capoun, capon, fowl. 
CarefuU, causing care. 
Car/, carved. -J 

Carioun, caroyne, carren, carrion, flesh. 
Carkes, carca.se, body. 
Carp, speech; carpe, talk, chatter, say. 
Cos, chance. 
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Cast, throw; speak; plan, intend, conjec- 
ture, contrive; castf, purpose; casUn, 
planned; caslen hem, purposed. 

Casudly, by chance. 

Catapuce, lesser spurge. 

Cative, caitiff, wretched; caytyfe, caitiff; 
catyvis, cowards. 

CaUts, cattis, cat's. 

Caught of, received. 

Cauld, cold. 

Cavmtyl, calmed. 

Ceint, cincture, girdle. 

Celesiyne, celestial. 

CelicaU, heavenly. 

Cemmed, folded, twisted. 

Cerges, wax tapers. 

Ceruce, white lead. 

Cever, reach, attain. 

Chaffare, trading. 

Chaist, chaste. 

Chapman, merchant, huckster. 

Char, chariot, car. 

Chays, chase. 

Cheere, cheir, cheer. 

Cheffe, chtfttn, chief, chieftain. 

Cheke, cheek. 

Chekke, evil turn or trick. 

CheU, chiU, cold. 

Chemie, chain; chenyeit, covered with 
chain-armor. m/ 

Cher, chere, face, countenance, mttn, appear- 
ance, behavior. 

Cherising, cherishing. 

Cherle, churl, peasant. 

Chest, choose; chus, chone. 

Cheseiys, pebbles. 

ChevaUere, chevalier, man-^-arms, knight. 

Chevcn, thrive. / 

ChevisauHce, borrowings. >l 

Cheyne, chain. 

Chift, chiftane, chief, chieftain. 

Chiknes, chickens. 

Chilce, childishness. 

Chist, chest, ark. 

Chivachye, campaign. 

Chop, stroke. 

Chos, chofie. 

Chou, go. 

Choys, choice. 

Chydand, chiding. 

Chylder, chylderyn, children. 

ChyssM, chisel-like, thin and sharp. 

Cidr§^ cedar. 



Cipres, cypress. 

Cite, dty. 

Clam, climbed. 

Clanly, cleanly, purely, wholly. 

Clarke, clerk, cleric, priest. 

Cleading, clothing. 

Cleif, cleave, split. 

Cleu^, clear. 

Clene, clean, fair; clennesse, cleanness. 

Clent, clinched, shut. 

CUpe, depen, call. 

Cler, clere, clear, fair, bright, fining; 

dearly. 
Clerk, learned man; clergealy, in the manner 

of a clerk. 
Clethit, clothed 
Cleve, cottage.. 
Cleve, cleave, adhere. 

eleven, cleave, part, separate; clewis, clefts. 
Clhre, claws. 
Cloches, clutches. 
Clomben, climbed. 
Clos, close, cloos, enclose, enclosed, closed; 

clos, doss, close, enclosure, yard. 
Clot, clod, .soil, earth. 
Claude, clod. 

Clout, patch; clutes, clouts, rags. 
Clowes, claws. 
Clynge, cling. 
Cniht, knight. 
Cnokez, knockest. 
Coarted, coarcted, OMifined. 
Cofer, coffer, cofre, coffer, chest, small 

trunk for dothes. 
Cogge, cog. 
Coghed, coughed. 
Ct4-blake, coal-black. 
Cold, colde, could. 
Colde, disastrous. 
Cole, cowl. 

Colerik, coleryk, choleric. 
Colers, collars. 

Colfox, coal-fox, fox with bbck markings 
CoUep, drinking-cup. 
CoUiar, coQier. 
Colling, blacking. 
Color, cholera. 
Colpons, shreds. 

Com, come, comen, came; come, coming. 
Comaundet, commend. 
Comln't-world, encumberer or troubler of 

the world. 
Comly, comlych, comely. 
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cooBinaniy, in commoii. 

CMifocv, plan. 

Ctmpiusmgts^ oaolnTmnces. 

C^mfUocwmms, oompkadooft, tempenments. 

Ctmposicwtm, oompoatkn. agreement, oon- 
tracL 

CompomHtd, oompoonded. 

Compud^ aooonnted. 

ComtmeSf aTmmnm. 

Con, ccn€t can. 

Com, did; see cam, 

ComabU, famous. 

Comdiciom, amdiciomm, nature, disposition. 

Comdkiomd, cooditioaal. 

Comforif cxxnfoit. 

Comme, c o m metk , know, know how. 

Comnymg, cunning, knowledge, skill, dis- 
cretion; cunning. skiUuL 

Comscience, tenderness of feding. 

Comseil, amseUU, counsel, council. 

Comtek, contest, strife. 

ComUmaumc€, show, disi^y. 

Conlemmg, containing. 

Centre, contree, country, earth. 

Comtreved, contrived. 

Conversation, life. 

Conynges, conies. r.ibl>its. 

Coode, could, 

Coolde, cold ; on coolde, on the cold ground. 

Coom, coomen, come, came. 

Cop, coppf, cup; coppis, cups. 

Cop, top. 

Cope, cape, cloak; copis, cloaks. 

Copen, cheapen, bargain for. 

CopiU, couplet, .stanza. 

Corage, heart. 

Corny s, corn's, of corn. 

Coroune, crown. 

Corp, corps, corpes, corpis, body. 

Correnoch, coronach, war-cry, death-song. 

Cors, curse; corsedest, curscdest. 

Corsiare, courser. 

Corss, body. 

Corss, coin having a cross on it. 

Cort, court. 

Cortays, courteous. 

Cortel, kirtle. 

Corven, carved, cut. 

Cosset, kisses. 

Costes, manners, virtues. 

Cosyn, cousin. 

Couchit, adorned. 



CMitf, CM^ did, could, knew; emde 
M g0oi, was tmtniiied; €$mim§, conU 
not 

C owm lit, acooonted; cmmImv, acooontant, 
auditor, mathematician; nminring-board, 
abacus. 

Cowmkrehle, coonterfeit, imitate. 

Co MUM, motion. 

Comiepy, coarse coat 

Courtyms, curtains. 

Comtke, known, wdl-known. 

Ceveite, coveted; cmftiiise, cevtiyu^ covet- 
ousness, avarice. 

Covyme, deceit. 

Comde, could. 

CewU, caul, cabbage. 

Cowlhe, knew. 

Crabbed, craibii, perrerse. 

Cracche, craccky, scratch. 

Craftes, trades, arts, abilities; crafty, skil- 
ful; craftdy, skilfully. 

Craig, crag. 

Crap, crept. 

Creische, grease, fat. 

Cresped, cri^ied. 

Cresse, cress, mite. 

Crie, cry; cride, cryden, cried. 

Crips, crisp, curly. 

Croked, croken, crooked. 

Crokes, sickles. 

Crokettis, small curls. 

Crokke, crock, earthenware vessel. 

Crome, crumb. 

Crop, top, sununit; croppes, eroppis, tops, 
shoots. 

Cropure, crupper. 

Croun, crown; crounyng, crowning, ton- 
sure. 

Croupe, crept. 

Crowse, lively. 

Croys, cross. 

CruUe, curly. 

Cryke, creek. 

Cu, cow. 

Cuccu, cucu, cuckoo. 

Cnld, could. 

CuUed, killed. 

CuUour, color. 

Cume, cumen, cumeth, come; cummym, 
come. 

Cuntly, comely. 

Cunde, kind; cunne, kinds. 

Cunne, can. 
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Cflir«, care; do no enre^ (I) care not; curious^ 
carefult wrought with care; cmiosito^ care- 
ful wcvkmanahip. 

CiriMff, seeds. 

Curs, curse, excommunicatioii. 

Cwieys, courteous; cnrleisye, courtesy. 

Custe^ character, habits. 

Cutho, make known; couldt knew how to; 
cuihesi, knowest. 

Cuvatyco, covetousness. 

Cwemdo, pleased. 



Dai, day; dai-rim, day-rim, early dawn. 

Half, dealt. 

Dam, stream. 

Danusdis, damsels. 

DampnabU, damnable; dampnacion, dam- 
nation. 

Dans, dance. 

Dare, tremble. 

Dasewed, dased. 

Daueth, dawneth. 

Datm, lord, sir. 

Datmgere, danger, harm, injury; m daunger, 
under his jurisdiction; datmgeroiu, hard, 
severe. 

DamUe, tame, subdue. 

Daw, jackdaw, simi^eton; untidy person. 

Datvmynge, dawning. 

Dayerye, dairy. 

Dayesye, daisy; dasyis, dayes-eyes, daisies. 

Day-sUrre, day-star. 

Dt, deo, die; dede, deaden; doed^ dead; 
deeth, death. 

Deee, dees, dab. 

Dee, do; dede, did; dedyst, didst; <{aie, 
ieicf, deed. 

Deel, deal, whit; ieeltfii, deal. 

De/endU, defended, warded off. 

Defte, gentle, meek. 

Deftmdtmd, pouring down. 

Defy, digest. 

Deghe, die. 

DegotUed, dropped down. 

Degree, rank, station. 

Deid, dead; death; deidly, deadly. 

Deigned: him deigned not, it seemed to him 
not worthy, he disdained. 

DdU.deaL 

Deip, deep. 

Peir, dear. 

Ddi, dies. 



Del, dele, deal. 

Dd, dele, dole, sorrow. 

Dele, dale. 

DeU, devil. 

Deliver, quick, m'mble, active; delyverly, 

quickly, nimbly. 
Ddyt, ddyU, delight. 
D«iw, dome, demon, judge. 
Demme, grow dim. 
Demure, decorous, modest. 
Dendy, loud. 
Denes, Danish. 
Denned, dinned, resounded. 
Denfied, dennede, hid (as in a den). 
Dear, wild animal. 

Deore, dear; deores, dear ones, lovers. 
Dftnidex, devils*; ieovfen, devils. 
Deowes, dews. 
Departe, deparien, make to depart, part, 

divide, separate. 
Depaynt, depeynted, painted, covered with 

paintings. 
Depured, depurit, purified. 
Dere, harm, injure, hurt; doreth, harms: 

doree, harms. 
Derke, dark; derknesu, darkness. 
Derlyng, darling. 
Deme, secret, crafty. 
Derrere, dearer; derrest, dearest, most 

worthy; derthe, deamess, worth. 
Dervdy, stoutly. 
Deruforth, predous. 
Descrive, describe. 
Desdoyne, disdain. 
Despitous, cruel, pitiless. 
Dest, doest, makest, causest. 
Destruye, destroy. 
DeUe, debt; deUdees, debtless. 
Deu, dew. 

Devdes, devils; dovdee, devils*. 
DevU, deafened. 

Devoyde, destroy, remove, put away. 
Devys, devyse, direction, opinion; describe, 

recount. 
Dewiy, duty. 
Dewyne, dwine, pine. 
Dey, deye, die. 
Deye, dairymaid. 
Deyntee, deyniy, dainty, rare; doyntees, 

dainties. 
Deys, dab, raised platform. 
Did, made; dido, did. 
Digde, secret, seduded. 
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Diggs, ducks. 

Dighi, dighU, make ready, pronounce. 

Digne, worthy; proud, disdainful. 

Dine, dinner. 

Dinna, do not. 

Dischevele^ with hair in disorder. 

Diseis, misery. 

Disjone, breakfast. 

Dispmce, expense, expenditure. 

Dispiie, dispyU, despite, contempt, scorn; 

in his dispUt, in scorn of him. 
Displesaunie, displeasing. 
Dis parte, rheer, amuse; sport, pleasantry. 
Dissagysil, disguised. 
Dissymiiance, dissimulation; dissimHour, 

dissembler; dissymlit, dissembling, false. 
Disstryet, destroys; distruyeth, destroy. 
Ditee, ditty. 
Diurnal, of the day. 
Do, make, cause. 
Doc, duke. 

Doctrine, teaching, instruction. 
Doddy, fool. 
Dod, dole. 
Doen, betaken. 
Doge, dog. 

Doglitcr, daughter; doghlren, daughters. 
Dois. docs. 
Dok, tail. 
Dokcs. ducks. 
Dokked, docked, cut short. 
Dol, dole, griff. 
Dolveti, buried. 

Dom, dome, doom, mind, judgment. 
Don, done, done, caused, put, brought. 
Done, down. 
Donge. dung, manure. 
Dtmk, (lank, moist; donketh, dampen, 

moLslcn. 
Donne, do. 
Donne, dun. 

Doolie, doleful, mournful. 
Dootncs. judgments, dccij^ion.s. 
Doon, do; dooth, doth. 
Doris, (lo<.)rs. 
Dontc, durst, dared. 
Dosyn, dozen. 
Doth, do; dotz, docs, dost. 
Doubilnes, doublcness, deceit. 
Douhtaunce, doubt; double, fear. 
Douchter, doughtre, daughter. 
Dougheii, doughte, doughty. 
Dought, could. 



Doun, down; dounes^ downs, hills. 
Douie, doubt, fear; tUmUlefs, doubtless. 
Doutke, people. 
Dowbytl, double; dotvbUlis, douUes; ^mp- 

Uit, doubled. 
DowefUy down; downez, downs, hills. 
DowU, doubt, hesitadon; hui dawi^ with- 
out doubt. 
Dawyne, dwine, pine. 
Doys, does. 
Doseyn, dozen. 
Drad, afraid. 
Drap, drop. 
Drawne, draw near. 
Dre, endure. 
Drecched, troubled. 
Dred, dreaded; dredt, dreid^ fear, dread, 

doubt, make to fear; dred/nl, full of dread. 

timid. 
Dregk, fiercely. 
Dreghe, endure. 
Dreinchen, drtnchen, drench, drown; dreym, 

drowned. 
Drem, muse. 
Dremit, dreamed. 
Dresse, make ready, prepare, direct; made 

ready, prepared. 
Dreif, drive, pass. 
Dreye, drie, endure. 
Drigten, Lord. 
DrixHinde, driving, advancing; driixtk, 

drives, rushes; drof, drove. 
Drogges, drugs. 
Drogh, drew. 
Drourie. dowry. 
Druncktirt, drunkard; drunken, dnmken- 

ness. 
Drury, dreary, sad. 
Dryghe, endure; impassive, unmoved. 
Dryghly, heavily, slowly. 
Dryghiyn, dryhfen. lord. 
Dryve, drive, strike; dryxtn forth, pass; 

dryvars, drivers. 
Dubbed, dubbet, decked. 
Duches, duchess'. 
Dud, dude, duden, did, caused. 
Duddroun, sloven. 
Duelle, dwell. 
Dulce, sweet. 
Dule, sorrow, mourning. 
Dun, down. 
Dunne, dun. 
Dunt, dint, blow. 
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Dwrimds^ during. 

Ditrtsu, hanhneas. 

Dunes, doors. 

Dm/. dmUe, doubted, feared. 

Dwell, tarry, linger. 

Dyckes, ditches. 

Dye, die; dyed, died. 

Dygkt, prepare, set in order; prepared, 

done; dyght me, prepared; dyghUmde, 

being made ready. 
Dyke, dig dikes or ditches. 
Dyne, dynne, din, noiw. 
Dynt, dynte, blow; dyniteB, blows. 
Dyryge, dirge. 
Dyscreven, descry, be seen. 
D^^ees, ditties. 



Ear, ere, before. 

Eardmg-stowe, dwelling-place. 

Earen, ears. 

Bch, eche, eckan, each, each one. 

Edefie, edefy^ build up, replemsh. 

Edye, Messed, rich. 

Ee, eye. 

Eeris, ears. 

£«tf,ate. 

£^«ci, reality, fact, practice. 

Efi^ ^f Again, afterwards; efter, eftw, 

after. 
£f d/, equal. 
Egge, edge, 
fif A«, eye; egen, eyes. 
£f <e, eagle. 
£tf ik, eye. 
Eik, ^e, also. 
EOctf, ailed. 
Ew, ere. 
£fr, heir. 

£tr(f, earth; eirdly, earthly. 
Ek, eke, also. 
Elacyon, elation. 

Eid, old; ealde, dde, old age; cMre, elder. 
Elevait, elevated, elated. 
£Ue&0r. hellebore. 
£tfM,ell 
Elles, ellis, els, else, elsewhere, otherwise; 

«tfes, if that. 
Blmyerde, ell-yard. 
Elyng, ailing. 
Em, uncle. 

Embassades, embassies. 
Emb^ud, plunged into the wood. 



Emerad, emeraut, emerald. 

Emispery, emysfiery, hemisphere. 

Empeireth, is impaired, grows worse. 

Emperice, empress. 

Enamilit, enameled. 

Enbrauded, embroud, embroidered. 

Encensyng, expelling by perfume. 

Enchact, pursue, seize. 

Endynande, inclining, bowing. 

Encres, increase. 

Ende: set tale on ende, began his story. 

Endite, compose; endytyng, inditing, com- 
posing. 

&tdkmg, alcmg. 

Endynge, aiding. 

Ene, eyes. 

Enesed, clipped( ?). 

Eneuch, enough. 

En/ourme, inform. 

Engendren, are produced. 

EngUne, angels*. 

Engyned, racked. 

Enker, bright. 

Enlumynyng, illumining, enlightening. 

Enmy, enemy; enmyes, enemy's. 

Ensample, exami^. 

Ensew, ensue, follow. 

Entendement, understanding, perception. 

£»<e»i/«, heed; en/0i»/y/, attentive; ententyfiy, 
attentively. 

Enlere, entire. 

Enterit, eniirt, entered. 

Eniist, enticed. 

EtUyse, acquire. 

Entunes, tunes. 

Envye, vie, strive. 

Envyned, stored with wine. 

£r, ere, before, first. 

Erhe, herb; erbe^ herbs, herbage; erhe yve, 
herlttve, ground pine. 

Erbere, arbor. 

Erckedeknes, archdeacon's. 

Erd, earth; erde, land, abode. 

Ere, ear. 

Erewe, slow. 

Em, eagle. 

Emetk, run. 

Emde, eronde, errand, business. 

Erys, ears. 

Esckaunge, exchange. 

Esckue, eschew, shun. 

Est, ease; esed, entertained. 

£j|. east. 
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Bstat, state, cooditioii, high statioa or rank, 

estadkh, estady, stately, dignified. 
Esl0, ddicacy, dainty. 
Esy, easy, moderate. 
ElayHt giant. 
£te, eat; ei, ate. 
£fAe, aak. 
Elhe, easily. 
Etirt, fate, luck. 
EveU, evil, iU. 
Even, evene, smooth, moderate; exactly, 

aright. 
Everecke, everyche, ewich, evtrkhone, every, 

everyone. 
Evin, evyn, evening, eve. 
Evy, heavy. 
EvyU/mL 
Ewiry, tytrf. 
Expotu^ expoHHt expound, describe, explain, 

interpret. 
Ey,egg. 
Eye, awe. 
EytH, eyes. 
Eyletk, eylyl, aileth. 
Eyre, air. 
Eyther, either. 



Fa, fall. 

Fache, fetch. 

Facture, fashioning, shape, feature. asp>ect. 

Facultee, occupation, profession. 

Fade, hostile. 

Fader, father; faderis, father's. 

Fadge, short, fat person. 

Faght, fought. 

Faille, doubt. 

Fair, fare. >. 

Faire, fairly, well, gracefully; faimesse, 

fair and gentle means. 
Fairlies, wonders. 
Fake, false. 
Fakounn, falcon. 
Faldying, a kind of coiirse cloth. 
Folk. bcfaU; falktk, fall. bcHts; folk, 

fallen, happened; /aire falk, be prospered. 
Fals, false; falshed, falssyng, falsehood. 
Fait, falters. 
Famulier, familiar. 
Ftfnrf,' found. 
Fanes, vanes. 
Fange, take. 
Fannand, waging, flowing. 



FttMto t iM f phantom. 

For*, far. 

Fore, AvMS, go, go away; /arcis, 

Paret oooduct, manner, biiidivm. proceed- 
ing, experience, cooditian. 

Parsed, stuffed. 

Paste, near. 

Paugkt, fought. 

PawUU, folded. 

Pamned, fawned on. 

Paunt, chiki, maiden. 

Paul, fault; fautUst, fanldeas; fawty, 
faulty. 

Pax, hair. 

Pay, fay*, faith, k>yalty. 

Pajly, fail; faylyd, missed. 

Payn, fayne, fain, glad. 

Payn, vane; famys, vanes, banners. 

Paynl, faint, weak; fayntyst, faintaess, 
weakness. 

Paymynge, feigning. 

Paytedem, begged falsely. 

Pe, fee, pay, wages. 

Peak, fail. 

Peare: in feare, together. 

Peck, fecke, fetch. 

Fede, faded, decayed 

Fedme, fathoms. 

Fetre, see feare. 

Feere, fear. 

Feersly, fiercely. 

Fegktyng, fighting. 

Feid, enmity, ill-will. 

Feirer, fairer, more beautiful. 

Feildis, fields. 

FeUl, experience, knowledge. 

Feir, fear. 

Feir, array, equipment. 

Feire, fair; feirer, fairer 

Feist, feast. 

Feit, feet. 

Feikk, fetch. 

F^i/A, faith. 

F«^. felawe, fdawh, fellow; felasckipe, 
felawskyp, fellowship. 

FeU, felde. field. 

Fek. much, many. 

Fell, fierce, bold, cruel; felly, fiercdy. 
boldly. 

Fendes, fiends. 

Fenyeit, fdgned. 

Fenyl, fennel. 

Feok, many. 
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Peorlhe, fourth. 

Fer, far. 

Ftrdct fared, went, proceeded, acted. 

Ferd€j ftre^ fear; fered^ ferie^ afraid, fright- 
ened. 

Fire^ companions; tn /«r«, in company. 

F«rcs, carries. 

Ftrked, ran; ferkhes, rides. 

Ferleis, marvel; /cr/y, marvel, wonder; 
ferlis marvels; /erly, wondrously. 

Fenu^ far off, distant. 

Femis, covered with fern. 

Ferre, far, farther; ferresU, farthest. 

Ferst, first. 

Ferihynff, small or smallest portion (farth- 
ing, fourth part). 

Festf fast, made fast, confirmed; ftstne^ 
fasten. 

FestySt feasts. 

Fe/, /e</, fetch; fetched, brought. 

Fei, fete, feet. 

Fet, feedeth; feU, feed. 

Feik, faith. 

Fetidy, exactly, elegantly; fetys, elegant. 

Feiures, features, members; feutred, fea- 
tured. 

Feunr, fever. 

Feye, fated to die. 

F«yM, fain, glad. 

Ftyndy fiend. 

FeytUt feyntn, feign. 

Feyrest, fairest. 

Feyth^ faith. 

F^, fly. 

Ffrawart, f roward. 

Fiertf companion. 

Fifteme^ fifteen. 

FiguraU^ figiired. 

FikU, fight. 

FU, feU. 

F«M, fiUed. 

F«Me. fidd. 

Ftldore, gold thread. 

FiZfo, chervil, a kind of herb. 

FUsinede, helped. 

Fimden, find. 

FA", for. 

Fir, fire. 

Fvret, ferrets. 

FisUia^ fistula. 

Fd, section of a poem. 

Fi<Ae2r, fiddle.^ 

Flaghe, flew. 



Flaghie^ plot of ground, flat. 

FlagraunU, fragrant. 

Flombet flame. 

Flang, flung. 

FlastyHge, flashing. 

Flataur, flatterer; fiaUereris, flatterers. 

Flaugk, fUtwe, flew. 

Flaumtxmdey flaming. 

Flaunts, custards. 

Flayn, arrow. 

FI0, /fee, flee, fly; fleo, fly; /fej, fleest; 

fltigh, flew. 
Fleeiinge, flowing; fleie, fieifn, flow, float. 
Fhme, exile; banish. 
FW, floor. 
F^, flax. 

Fley, flew; fieynge, fleeing. 
Fleyce, fleece, covering. 
F/»Au/, flyest. 
Flo, flay. 
FAKff, flood, sea. 
Floghe, fled. 
FIoim;, flung. 
F/or, fi^ntr, flower; iUmr-de4ys, fleur-de-lis, 

Uly; fUmre-jonettis, flowers of the great 

St. John's wort. 
Flot, flowed, floated; pno, overflow, flood. 
FUrwen, flew. 

Floytyng, fludng, playing on a flute. 
Flud€, flood. " 
Flttrttd, flowered, figured. 
Flyghes, flies. 
Flyte, quarrel, strive. 
FlyUe, float. 

Fnast, breath; fnaste, breathe. , 
Fo, foe. 
Foch, fetch. 
Fade, food. 
Fd, foul. 
Folde, folded. 
Pdde, earth. 
FoldeM, grant. 
Fo/r, fool. 

Folf, foal, young horse. 
Folgande, following, in proportion, suitable; 

folged, folowU, fohoed, followed. 
Fo/ye, folly. 

Fomon, foeman; famen, foemen. 
Fonde, find, found; fond, found. 
Fonde, try. 
Fone, lot. 
Fonge, take. 
FonU, surveyed, scanned. 



\ 



r* 




OB foot; /rtf-MiC, 



F^irptit Sir. 





uk, asked; frmysU, 



ir •# 



piace cf 



f jrrt. irst. 
FjTTUr. f-rrcstet- 

F^-tk4. i-:r-tki. for that reajKn. therefore. 

fjrikrtn. tiixhjex. b*ip. 

Fjrik-rikUs. stni^htiriT. 

F^iui. for to. ia order to. 

F-jr-iirit. tirpd. 

Farturmf. fortune. 

Forxcyit. went astnj. 

Farxatyirtd. tired with wazideiing. 

Forxcrd. ftrrevard. agreement. 

Forvaryed. cursed. 

Forutrj, very weary. 

For-uhy, because. 

For-jrityng, foreknowing; /onvoi, for^nows. 

Forurtytn, accuse. 

For-yHdt, requite. 

For -yet, forgets; for-y«U, foryeien, fofgotten. 

Forytvt, forgive. 

Postere, forester. 



Prdy. bcutif oL 
F^tMyi> sif aBgc 
fr«r». fnar. 

f ^. adorned; /rw-visc, in the manner ol 
fret-wock. 

Fr9. from, from the time that, since. 

F^fwues, oootracts. 

FnnmL treat, forehead. 

Frewari, pcrrerse. adrerse, nnfaTorabk. 

FrwOmms. fertile, abundant. 

Fryit, fiuit- 

Frytk. wood. 

FmdJer, great amount. 

Fxir. food. 

FugtU. fowls, birds; fugeUs, bird's; fugd- 

kmmme. fowl-kind, bird-kind. 
Fu\ fuU. 
Fml. fuUy. 
Fml, feQ. 
Fml, fuU, f ouL 
Fm^. foot 
Fa/A/M. filled fuU. 
Fume, perfume, odor. 

FuHutere. fumatory. a bitter medicinal plant. 
Fumdawtent, foundation. 
FtPuUrn^ found. 
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Fur, fire. 

Fwe, fared, went. 

Ftirtht forth, out, fix»n. 

Purtherynges, fuitherings, help. 

Pusi, fist, hand. 

PyaUt tuiret, pinnacle. 

PyifUm4, fifteenth. 

Pyked, shrank. 

Pynde, provide for. 

Pyn4, cease, end, die<^ 

Pyimys, fins. 

Pyr^ fire; fyre-fiawcht, lightning. 

Fyrrtt farther. 

PyrU, fearful, trembling. 

Pyrth, frith, bay. 



Ca, §04, go; gaed, went. 

Gabbe, talk idly, lie. 

Gables, cables. 

Gaddtraris, gatherers; gadderit, gadnde, 

gathered. 
Gaif, gave. 
Gaip, gape. 
Gcitrys, dogwood. 
GaUgaU, noisy fellow, singstHig. 
GaUandis, gallants. 
Gd/Ztf, gall, bitterness. 
Game, gamen, merriment, sport, pleasure; 

gamed, it pleased. 
Gamouniis, capers. 
Gan, began, did. 
^7m. tone, gone. 
GoMf . fang 0. go, walk. 
Gai»3Mi(, gained. 
Gar, make, cause; gores, make; gori, 

fivde, fOf/, garten, made, caused. 
Gargai, throat. 
GaHeek, garlic. 
Gamisotm, garrison. 
Gast, aghast. 
Gal, got 

Gaie, way, course, road, ford. 
Gat-tothed, having teeth wide apart. 
Gaudi, gaud, ornament. 
Gay, findy dressed. 

Gayn, useful, meet; gayneu, gains, avails. 
Geates, goats. 

Gederes, gederet, gathers, takes, lifts. 
Geere, gear, tools, instruments, apparel. 
Gees, geese. 

Gefve, give; gef, gave; geftes, gifts. 
Gekkis, mocking gestures. 



Gemme, gemmet, gems. 

Gente, gentU, getUyU, gentle, noUe, gracious, 
well-bom; gemtUesse, gemtUnes, gentle- 
ness, nobility. 

Gere, gear, affair; gered, geared, accoutered. 

Gemer, gamer. 

Gert, made. 

Geseme, axe. 

Geue, guess, suppose. 

Gest,goest. 

Gest, story, tale; gestitmrs, story-tellers. 

GeU, get; geie, geten, got, begotten. 

Gfw. give. 

Geynest, most gradous one. 

GkosAy, spiritual 

Gide, guide. 

GUofre, gilly flower 

Gib, sinned; guilt. 

Gm, if. 

GipouH, doublet. 

Gipser, pouch, purse. 

Girles, young people. 

Giu, guise, way, fashion. 

Giserne, aze. 

G<a<:e, glance. 

Giadande, gladding; glade, glad; gladur, 
gladder; ffa«i, gladden; glaidsum, glad- 
some. 

Clans, glance. 

Gle, glee. 

(^^, live coal; gledy, glowing, burning, 
ardent. 

Glem, gleam; glemys, gleams. 

Glemen, gleemen, musicians. 

Glemered, glimmered. 

Glent, glenU, glanced, glinted, gleamed, 
shone; glided; shrank, flinched. 

Glenyng, gleaming. 

Gletering, glittering. 

Glcde, glade. 

Glopnyng, fright. 

Ghre, glory. 

Glose, gloss; explain. 

Glohmes, gluttons; ghtonye, gluttony; glo- 
loun, glutton. 

Glydande, gliding; glydes, gUdes. 

GlyfU, looked. 

Glyght, shone, glistened. 

Glysnande, glistening. 

dytrand, glittering. 

Gcbet, gobbet, piece. 

God,gode, good; godes,good's, of good; godly, 
graciously, courteously; godhede, goodness. 
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Cedes, gods; Codes, Godet, ct God, God's; 

goddys, gods*; Gcddd, God knows. 
G«f, God. 
Gogtlmge, guggling. 
GeUttrdeySt buffoon. 
GtffM, man. 
Gcmemt games, sports. 
Gomme, gum. 

Gm, gone, go, walk; gonde, gone. 
Gong, fpii. 
Gonne, began, did. 

Good, goods, property; gooddy, kindly. 
Goon, go. 

Gffosl, ghost, spirit. 
G0OI, goat. 
Gordd, girdle. 
Gossips, gossops, cronies. 
Goti, ghost, spirit; gostdy, spirituaL 
GoH, goest; foffc, go, goeth; fate, goes. 
GmJ, good. 

Goud, gowd, gold; gMficn, golden. 
Gotffie, gown. 
Graiih, make ready. 
Gram«, anger, harm, vexation. 
Gramercy, great thanks. 
GnrnM, groans. 
GraUest, greatest. 
Graunt, grant, permission. 
Graunt mercy, great thanks. 
Gravayl, gravel, pebbles. 
Grave, bury; graven, gravin, buried. 
Graynes, grains. 
Graythe, ready; graythe^, made ready, 

arrayed; graythely, quickly. 
Gre: in gre, in good part. 
Greahondes, greyhounds. 
Grece, gristle of the neck. 
Gree, degree, high rank, victory. 
Greet, weep, cry out; greeting, weeping. 
Greffe, grief. 

Greit, great; greetnes, greatness. 
Greit, grit, gravel 
Grem, greme, anger, grief, harm. 
Grenne, grinned. 
Gresse, grass. 

Gret, grete, great; greUer, greater. 
Crete, weep; gret, wept. 
Gretie, greeted. 

Greved, grieved; grevis, grieves. 
Greves, grevet, grevis, groves. 
Grey, gray (fur). 
Greyn, grain. 
Greyn, green. 



GrA, grumble. 

Grip, vulture. 

Grir, young pigs. 

Grislick, grisly, hanible. 

Gril. great 

Gromylyotm, gromwdl, grej mffleL 

(^A^, probe, test. 

Groif/, grovding posture. 

GriMHi^ groond-wock, texture. 

Grueh, gmecke, grudge, gramble, mmpiain; 

grudge, begrudge. 
Grtmd, fnmis, ground. 
GrwsdUke, ravenously. 
GnMh/>», ground, sbaxi)ened. 
GnMsie, snout 
Grw, good-wiD. 
GrM trembled. 
Grymdd, angry, fierce; gr ym d s iiy , wzatli- 

fully; gryndel-layk^ fieroeneaa, anger. 
Cryndel^oH, grindstone. 
Grys, a kind d gray fur. 
Gryte, great 
Gud, gude, gmid, good; gmdeiy, goodly; 

gMd^iTMiv, goodHer. 
GuerdouH, guerdon, reward. 
GiJMA, sins. 
Gunne, did. 

Gyisj, disguising, mask, masquerade. 
G>^,giki. 
Gyng, assembly. 
Gynglen, jingle. 
Gyngure, ginger. 

GyiMMfi, gynnetk, begin; gynnis, beginnest. 
Cyrdez, spurs. 
Gyrfe, girl. 
Gymd, grinned. 
Gytemers, gittem, guitar. 

H 
ifa. haU. 

Ha, kabbe, habheth, have; iboMei, hast. 
HabergeouH, short coat of mail. 
Habitades, niches. 
Habitt, dress. 
HabU, enable to be or do. 
Habundani, abundant 
Hace, hoarse. 
Hackstcck, timber. 
Hadde, hade, had; hades, badst; hadno. 

had not. 
Hoe, haf, have; hats, has. 
Hagher, fit. 
Ha^, have. 
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Hailsum, wholesome. 

Hait, hot. 

Hakt, neck. 

HaUked^ looped, fastened. 

HaU4, hold; HaldiH, held, kept. 

HaU^ recess, comer. 

HaU, wholly; haUsum^ wholesome. 

Haled, trimmed. 

Hales, rushes. 

Halfe, half, side; a Goddes halfe, for God's 

sake; halfendel, the half part; halfiyng, 

half, partly. 
Halke, comer, covert. 
Halle, large room. 
Hailed, rushed. 
Halm, handle. 
Hals, neck. 
Halt, holds. 
Halte, halt, maimed. 
Halve, halves, sides; behalf. 
Halves, hallowed persons, saints; shrines. 
Halyde, hauled, pulled. 
Hatit, am. 

Home, home; kamdynes, familiarity. 
•* Han, have. 
Ham, hand; out of hand, at once. 
Hange, hang; hang, hung. 
Happe, good fortune, joy. 
Happit, wrapped. 
Harbery, lodging. 
Hard, closely. 
Hard, horde, heard. 
Hardily, certainly; hardyiy, hardily, boldly; 

hardyar, hardier. 
Harts, hairs. 

Harlot, ribald; karloUis, vile fellows. 
Harm, misfortune. 
Hameised, harnessed, accoutered, mounted; 

hamys, harness. 
Harre, hinge. 
Harrow, help I 
Has, behest, command. 
Hau, has. 
HomU, hazel. 
Hasped, endoaed. 
Hast, haste; hastely, quickly, promptly; 

ka^f, hasty. 
Hastou, hast thou. 
Hat, hatte, am called, is called; hattes, 

hottest, art caUed. 
Hathd, nobleman, knight. 
Holrcii/, hatred. 
Hatture, hotter. 



Hot*, has, hast. 

Hauberghe, hauberk, cuirass. 

i7aiM/, skill 

Haunten, practice, use. 

Havekes, hawks. 

Haven, have; havest, hast; hovet, haveth, 
hath; hovede, had. 

Having, behavior. 

Haw, livid. 

Howbergh, haubeik, cuirass. 

Hawtone, haughty; howtesse, haughtiness. 

Hoylsed, hailed, saluted. 

He, he, she it, they. 

He, high. 

Heode, heed; headfuU, heedful. 

Heal, hail. 

Heale, health; evU heale, disaster. 

Heames, herons. 

Heoste, heat, promise. 

Heawyng, hewing. 

Hed, hede, heed, head; hedlez, headless. 

Hedyr, hither. 

Heeld, held. 

Heep, heap, crowd. 

Heer, heere. hair. 

Heeth, heath. 

Heft, haft, handle. 

Heg, heghe, high. 

Hegge, hedge; hegis, hedges. 

Heh, high; AeAei/, highest. 

Heid, heed. 

Heigh, high. 

ifetU, heel; ikd/<f, heeled. 

Heillie, haughty, disdainful. 

Heir, here. 

Heird, hear it 

Heit, heat, heating. 

Heke, eke, also. 

Helder, the more. 

Heldet, moved, went back; hddet, rides. 

ife/e, healing, health, welfare, pleasure. 

Hele, hcd, 

Heled, hidden. 

Helpyn, help. 

Hem, them. 

Heme, hem, skirt. 

Hemmed, embroidered. 

Hende, district. 

Hende, still. 

Hend, hende, hendi, hendy, handy, dexter- 
ous, kind, gracious, gentle; htndest, 
handiest, most courteous; henddiche, 
henddy, coiuteously, kindly. 
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Hmg, hunff . 

Hens^ hence. 

HemU, get; hemt, aeiaed, caugiht. 

HtQt she, it, they; Acaiw, them; ktti% their. 

HeoMchekL 

Htotm$t thence. 

Htont, heut. 

Hmv0u, heaven. 

Her, here. 

Her, htn, hair. 

Her, jb«r«. their. 

Herbere, garden for herbs and flowers. 

Hirhergage, harhtrag§t lodgiag. 

Herb€rw9, harbor, inn. 

H«nl«, herdnnan. 

ittfe, Mir0fi, near. 

Htrt, host. army. 

Here-hilern*, before now. 

Htnd-mtn^ retainers, courtiers. 

HtremyU, hermit 

HerestaWf hearest thou. 

Herk4t herkne, herkttetk, hearken. 

HerU, twist, fillet. 

HermyH€, ermine. 

Htrnet^ brains. 

Her-off hereof. 

Htt-oHt here-on. 

Herre, higher. 

Hert, hart. 

Herte, heart; hertdees, heartless; hertyih^ 

hearteas, encourages. 
Heryed^ inraised. 
Herys, hairs. 
Hes^ has, have. 
Het, was promiMtl: heiU, promised; heitn^ 

didst promise. 
Helf, heat; heU,hoi. 
HeUrly, qiiickly, suddenly. 
Hethene, heathen. 
Hen, hue. 
Heve, hea\7. 

Heve, hevfn, heave, raise, exalt. 
Heved, head. 
Hertde, had. 
Heiffu-richt, of heaven's kingdom; heven- 

Ikhe, hevemysk, heavenly; hevynnys, 

heavens. 
Hew, heut, hue. 
Hewen, hewn, fenced, shaped. 
Hey, heych, heye, high. 
Hi, her, they. 
Hickest, highest. 
Hiddouss, hideous. 
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Htfir. hither. 

Hiegk, Ugh; kitt, higher. 

noble, admirable. 
H^*/, promise. 

Higki, Mgto, is called, was called, oiled. 
HM,they. 

Hii^, Mhm, inn. dweUng. 
HiKds, gentle, couzteous. 
J7«M,htm. 
Hipes, hipa. 
J7^#d. hopped. 
Hit, A«r«. her, hendf . their. 
HMf, herdsman, shepherd. 
Htr«.hear. 
Htf,is. 
Hit, it. 
HtMr.hit. 
Htf, she, they. 
H9d4, hood, helmet 
ITtffv, huge. 
HoOsmm, wholesome. 
Hoir, old. feeble. 
Htfftc^ hooked. 
HcUm, hold. keep. 
Hofr. AoBr, whole; iM/y, wholly. 
Hdght kolwe, hollow. 
HoUatid, linen. 

Hob, wood; holte-wodez, holt-woods. 
HolyH, holly. 
Ham, home. 

Homered, hammered, struck. 
Htmd, hand. 
HomdHe, handle. 
Hondretk, kondritk, hundred. 
Honest, honorable, crediuble; kmttsdi, 

honorably; komesiyt, honor. 
Homy, honey. 
Hoo, stop! 
HoM, hokl. 

HooU, whole; hoolly, wholly. 
Hooly, slowly. 
Hoomly, homely. 
Hoot, hoole, hot. 
Hope, think, suppose. 
Hot, their. 
Hortf, horde, hoard. 
Hordom, whoredom; horsen, whoresn, 

bastard. 
Hors, hoarse. 
Hors, horse, horses. 
Hos€H, leggings, gaiters. 
Ho-so, whoso. 
Hostdl, hostdry. inn; hostiUr, innkeeper. 




Bumbtyngi. rumbUoc- 
Swiirtlk, liuadred. 
Bimlt. liiinI(T 
Surdarti, hiwrden. 
Bar* tmi kwt, NpeciiUy. 

«■)<>,' whik. 






ImfnUI. imprinloL 

/n, Into, upoo; iinM,i»U, 



BHi>,<bai. 




/■-/«*. tagdlKT. 


HH<,wlllt. 




InHumi. liaYing Influaitt 


Bw. hiKi Ih-B. hue*. 






B-HUM, wboi. 




/">io|)r, iii-M(*i, t-noii. ■■ 








H««, *»*. -hilt. 




J>^)nl, isquind. 


H<>>>.»ho. 




Jwfir<d.biat]>alutai. 


By: i» ktM^oM. 




ImliOitiUt. imdUtcnL 


By. hl^i » *r. upri«hl; 


hy. Utf«». 


/•to, in. 






/•nwMM. fictioo. 


S]Kl«ii, Udeoii. 






tauta. 


i. fcM*.. In 


/**«*, -iiUn. 
/-#««. pninlH. 


BMW. bdfhi. 




/f«<M, pteue. 


Byikl, promijBt. 




/r«,iroo. 






/Lhb. 


BynitaU. hindmosl. 




/icliil, inued. 






/->oW. dothed. 


B7<u. hind, pcuut. IRTU 


[; iua.b.Kr- 


/», IwUL 


H»-f . i»«. 




/■lUt, >hM, pound. 


Hrt^. tia(.ped. liBprf. 

1 




hptii. spoko.. 


/.ID. 




/-«*™wp««dn-r. 


/ rh, indeed, foooolb. furtlr 




/»AfaL 


;».(. bMUnd. untndtd 






icA, I: KtaUi. I hm: kkam. I un: ktui. 


/»rM.. luppa. 
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K«^(, kooHol, iti>ck«I fen™. 


Jattil. ail inlo jigi. pinked. 






yaUii, Icailura JjicketL 






JdHilt. iimtili. duttler. pral 


.-. w«w» 


Xiiiiv. knon; jtiHim, known. 


i«,l«, tabbIcr.idl=ulkB. 




Kndynt, kBHlia,, 


JafBl. ialcn; ffl. Irickj. 




X>M, knli. twined. 






XnicU. knicht; knUktlii. tnishllT. 


-/.■«.' jn. 






y«rf<n, junipH/ 




KhiimJ. knobbed. muEh. 


jKHudu. chuie. 




A'i.7rf. knilf. *»jiMj, kniva. 






Knyhd. knecM. 


./fl, go. itnil; jiUv. bonilM. 




K«>-«, oar or nibbil (fur). 






AV/, tourt. 


yol.7, W,, iorful, Joiiy, pl«™du: j^jw, 




iolUiT. 




Kb-*., kind'., of kind. 


yoTMj'. joumtir. 




Km, «vn. 


y««i(, ,«(, tcwd: /wl««, JcwrVr. 


KK rf«*ed, muuftsed; ^^lU.. d«ld«4: 


.f"!., /-«<, iad<=; i-C»*l. M«-i. 




JaUt. JauH, till la loumunn 




Kj.. *^. kin*, ann. 


K 


«)«., kiUtd. 




K>-*, kioiLnAluie. kioJiip: ^JF.^ ir>», 


JCocta, arinaBDi fantU, ot.(bi. took. 


nmuni] iaietSkenci:' ~tyr-Mf. mmril». 


ic*o<.aa 




Kjut, iay»l; iriipTf*'. kincdooi. 


AaM(, coIUr, MtK. 






XaK.c*st. 




Kj^l. em. bio-. 


i[«lbc<M, llrit.. 




ff}rMi,klik>.duin:het. 


Ki^y. \at. 




ff^cM. 


K^lum,. kltcl™. 




£y>l>.dM»t. 


ir«A. a«. l«d; W*. kttp; (<<f(, kQ«. 


«:»<*. Uod. coantiT. 


i:<JJ. op. Ind-draL 




Jtj<**.nakekBD™.J»-: MM. ikon. 


iCw#«. mnion. 






JC.M.onlM; to.^, ocmbed. 




L 


jr«.kiii.miiik>Dd. 




£d<u, loH, inrd, Rrins. 


Km. kom: jI(ih(, koowD. 


mwnitRi; 


l^k. t«le. 


»«-«l. tuigli.. 




ioA WdH, led, uken. 


iMllil, kiDdled. 




Lod^, Itdls. 


IflM,b0ld. 




lofl, Ja/U, liAM. [*, ccued, ddlnnd. 


JC<M !■«?. P«>t««, Uk« tut. 




La,4. 1.W. »noo. 


Kirclurt. kcrehuT. iKul-coni. 




/^*«. buglH. 


KcfW.or™!. 




Lagki. took, cui^d. re«l™l. 


JCilf. koM; Irick. 




I-i*<, PI.7. 


JCol, bifa, cut, IhrcB- 




Lai,. l.p. 


J[(MdJ, osaock, IdDg nbe. 




Zd>i.i«u. 


X™,him. 




il^iM. looh. 


Jr™(,w 




Ut. kck, wuui AM. MM, kcki; Irt- 


K»(r, rccavcr. 




W>. lltked. 








£«, kiodtcd; U»I<. ■i.tur 


e, duuarter: 


Zdn. land: tonsil. l-~l. 




Un'iint. Ainning." 


Ktftoi, tucked up. 




LaM. lent. gmve. - 


KrUti,, kinlH. 




iaMuped. 


JCto™, kiltHL 




Za>^ (oU. rk)th; J.#>rf. WT>|X«l.l<>id.d. 


J3)-M. UyJ-, cMi 




Upta. botden, Itpi. 
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LargM^ freely, broadly, coanely; lutgu^ 

UbenUty. 
lojcJbl, lashed. 
ItfXM, leas. 

Lot, let; laUimg, letting. 
I.al/b«tf, inTited. 
LaMy^ loathsome. 
ItflMfM, loilm, a compound of copper and 

sine. 
Latichtd^ laughed. 
Laugktt, caught. 
Laumdtt clear space in a wood. 
Lamid, spurge laureL 
Low, lofir; lawftMyt in a low voice. 
Lno€, mount. 
Lawkmg, laughing. 
LowMS, looses. 
Lawtie, loyalty. 
Lay, law. 
Lay, lodged. 
Lay, lay down, wager. 
Laykta, sports. 
Layned, hidden, kept secret. 
Layser, leisure. 
Layi, lightning. 
Layt, layte, look, sedc. 
Laaar, Uuarous, leper. 
Ltafdi, lady. 
Lmu, lose. 
Least, last. 
I«aif. lest. 
Ltddm, speech. 
L$dt, people, retinue. 
Led4, lead; Udyt, led; tedytk, leadeth; 

hd4S-man, leader, guide. 
Leed, cauldron. 
Leef, dear, agreeable. 
I^,leaf. 
L$en4, lean. 
Leert, learn. 

I«M, lost 

£Mf, let. 

£«/, dear. 

I«/,leaf. 

Lefve, leave, farewell. 

L«gf e, Uege. 

Legges, Uggis, legs. 

Leghe, lay. 

I^, le^. 

I^jtf, persons, folk. 

Leide: hi Md€, lain down. 

IW<2e, laid, leaned; Uidest, laidst. 

Itf^, leave, pennissioo. 



Leif, live. 

£^^, leap. 

Leir, learn. 

£«nw, leave. 

Lekes, ledu. 

X«tfy, loyally, faithfully. 

Lemau, lover, mistress. 

I«ifM, glide away. 

Lemed, gleamed, shone; Uimand, lemyng, 

shining, gleaming, glittering; Umes, lemis, 

beams, gleams. 
Lende, dwelL 
Ltn4, lend; Unde, lent. 
Lmg, longer; Unghe, Unkthe, lenthe, length; 

<m lengke, an Unthe, a long time; upon 

lmg<A«, at length. 
Lenge, linger, stay, dwell; Uni, tarried, 

remained. 
Lent, leaned, departed; l«nyng$^ leaning. 
LetU€H, Lent, spring. 
Leof, Uofve, dear, pleasing. 
Leosem, lose. 
Leoum, lion. 
Lere, countenance. 
Lere, learn, be learned; lergd, learned; 

leme, learn. 
Let, less; lest, least. 
Lesi, lose. 

Lesmg, lying; ksingis, lies, 
leil, pleasure, delii^t; (it) pleased. 
Iif/«, feites, lost. 
Lesteth, lasteth. 
IW, ^, hinder, prevent, refrain, refrain 

from; kite, hindered; let, hindrance, 

obstacle; ktte, delay. 
Lete, looks, bdiavior; tttte, acted. 
LUtn, considered. 
iXo, let. 
Leihe, moderate. 
Lettentre, learning. 
Letuaries, electuaries, medical pastes. 
Leude, man. 

Leudly, lewdly, ignorantly, wickedly. 
Lnm, lion. 
Leute, loyalty. 
Leve, permit, grant. 
Leve, cease, leave; hvis, leaves. 
Leve, believe; Uvet, believes. 
Ltve, dearly; levtr, dearer, more pleasant, 

rather. 
Levedi, lady. 

Levis, lived; kvytk, liveth. 
Lewche, laughed. 



5» 
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Mkm. 



, lofmhle, lovely, 
of the head. 



.kc 



JMhc loftthsome, hateful; 
; li<Widk,]oathlr. 

tOL 



lOOpCQ, 



kciy. 

OOVB tOL 



far. IM||» 



kad; i«W«B^ jlO, 



mO dr- 



*. . 4^>VV 

■*« ' v\ fc.vr 

*»'K v'v.">, -i?«^'T:v» Sir 

••♦. ♦•■•» 




Zma. Imit. -TsiTi. ka^fbt. 

Ia>* ^ir. ir««: ^ii. Voce's, of low: la#«m. 



wttar. 
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Lyngtt Hne, Hneftl descent. 

Lyis, lies. 

Lykt lyke^ Uke, as if, alike. 

Lykyngt pleasure. 

Xjrfy*. Uly. 

Lymeres, hounds in leash. 

Lymus^ limbs. 

Lynde, lyne, linden, tree. 

Lyndes, loins. 

LyiUt lain. 

Lyrtt complexion. 

Lysit listen. 

Lysit (it) i^eaaes; lyste, desire, longing. 

Lyitt little; <m lyle, a little; girt a lyk, 

girded loosely. 
£9<*,lieth. 
l^ftlut assuage. 
Lyvatf Uver. 
JLjfiw, life; of> /yiw, alive; bt lyve, quickly; 

lyviSf life's; lyveden, lived. 
X^rvcTM, livery. 

M 

Jf a, man. 

Miaadt made. 

Mack, match. 

Mack, make; madde, made. 

Jf a<f, iiMiif, weary, sad. 

Madde, made. 

Madde, go mad; maddyng, folly; fNoie, 

mad. 
Magger, maugre, in spite of ; •» <A« fnaf^er, 

in spite of. 
Magkhh. mightily. 
Maid, made. 
Mattte, mailf armor. 
Jfair, more; mais^, most. 
Maister, master; maisires, masters; mais- 

iresse, mistress; maistried, mastered; 

maitirye, mastery, superiority; a fair for , 

<A«ifMifilr3W, a fair one to have authority. \f 
MaisUno, mayest thou. 
Makand, makkattd, making; make, compose, 

write; makynge, composing poetry. 
Make, mate. 

MaUutcoiye, maUncdie, melandudy. 
Male, mail, armor. 

MiJe, mail, bag; male-kors, pack-h(vses. 
Malice, malys, malice, misery. 
Malle, melted, dissolved. 
Malie, speak. 
Manace, menace. 
Mandetk, mends, increases. 



Mane, man; manen, man's. 

Maneir, matter, manner, manner of, kind of. 

Manian, many an. 

Mansed, menaced. 

Marck, border; marck-parti, borderside. 

Mare, taon. 

Margarys, marjorys, pearls. 

Marret, marrest, destroyest. 

Marvayie, marvel. 

Mary-bones, marrow-bones. 

Mase, maze, confusion, trick, deception. 

Maskip, mastership. 

Mate, confound, disable; mai, mate, dead. 

dull in appearance; overcome, dejected. 
Mateere, mater, matter. 
Maiutyne, matutinal, of the morning. 
Maugree, maugre, in spite of. 
Maun, must. 
May, maiden. 
Mayct, mayest. 
Mayit, sported. 
Mayk, make. 
Mayn, great, powerful; mayne, main, 

strength. 
Maystres, mistress. 
Me, my. 
Me, men, one. 

Meal-pock, meal-poke, meal-bag. 
Meany, meanye, company, retinue, houae- 

hoki. 
Med, mead, meadow. 
Mede, meede, meed, reward. 
Medlee, medley, of a mixed cok>r. 
Meet, dose-fitting. 
Meit, meat. 
Mele,* discourse, talk; melet, talks; meled, 

spoke. 
Melly, m£16e, omibat. 
Memorial, memory. 
Mendez, amends. 
Mene, mean, common, poor; middle course, 

golden mean. 
Meneth, moaneth. 
Menis, men's. 
Menske, gradousness; menskes, honors; 

mensked, adorned. 
Menstrale, minstrdL 
Matt, mixed, mingled. 
Meny, household. 
Merbell, marble. 
Mercy, thanks. 
Mere, mare. 
Mere, lake, stream, water; meret, waters. 



1 

i 




f. raovpd. 

Uiynt. I , , 

Uick. much; mIckU, much, grcsi. Ual, malt, mtj, moat, w 

Miite, nuKhl. Votr, oiyument. spHcfa. 

UU. •rilb; mid hmm. wiUi what, UtttOf. motky. 

UUdd. mlddlB,«*iM: midHu. middle*. tf n«<a. mighL 

UiUUt, dUDg-hap. lf»I, mold, tuth. 
VifU, mi^i milUi, n 



W<U.KnBl. 


iltwe, nu7. 


Jf<{u,uddub. 


«™«. mcHM. 


JfM.mlDe,iiiT. 


Jfgyl«a, UU 


Urn,. miDcle. mil. 


MmAd. muiM,. mudi. (lat: ihcW. 


JfiwiWi, nOnUmi, officcn. 




ifiifOl/Jt. diipleuo. 


Uul.. m™. 




UhJk, mir. 


««.wilh. 


Jf-fe«,BjIl. 


Ifil^OAceil. 


UM. blow, lim, puipw. 




VIUM. fcJEDBl. 


ifKb, iwcJU, ouclitf, much. cmL 


JfwiUk*. ■•vJUU, cdrtli. }<>r; iwiA. 


Vod, m<^. mood, mii>d; i-niy, moodT. 


RHkc mw. fl»dd«; -wfa. ■»«;: 


V«fff,n»th«. 


Mwjfr, msrily. 


jtf«.mon. 


if«n».(, moumiix: »«». mooiMd. 


«.»*;. might. 


ir->, mice. 


Jfoicft. m(dM. Diiur. 


Vwi^muKd. 


»<»-.incn. 


VKM>,moalb. 


if*W<. mold, Ottlh: •wWct. eulh. 


if >«>•, m.r. 


jtfobi, melttd; mMm. moUen. 


UycM, much 


JfOTixf. num. kul BUDd. 


if^, might; -,«W. mjMf. mlihtT. 


lf«i.min. 


lf,>.Ula,mIdn,mlddlgof. 


Um.m«n. 




Um.mM. 


«j.*«, might. 


Mm,, mowi; nwwlAo, monlhi. 


V,W, mud.. 




^jUoH. MUu lUieL 


JfmleiW, udmacjih. 


itf}^. mind, ■ttmd 
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Myn <ms, myself; myne aUone, by myself. 

MyntyepU, long gauntlet. 

Mynn^ think. 

MiyHourSt miners. 

Miynsirales, minstrels. 

Mynty aim, blow; mynltst^ struckest; 

mynUn, strikes. 
Myry^ merry, pleasing; myrytsU^ merriest, 

pleasantest. 
Jf yi, mice. 
Mys^ tunic. 

MySt sin; mysses^ sins, faults. 
Miys-boden, wronged. 
Myschief^ damage, harm. 
MiysdudtH, did amiss. 
Myse-t€fU4, misunderstood. 
Miysse, lade, want; lose, get rid of. 
Mysu-yeme, misuse. 
Myster^ trade. 
Miythe^ escape. 
MyiianiSf mittens. 

N 

Na, no, not. 

Nabbe, ncbb^h, have not; nadde, had not. 
Nafre, never. 
Naghlt not, naught. 
iVom, name. 
JNToffi, am not. 
Nam, took. 

Namoy namore, no more. 
Nang, none. 
Nanis, nonce. 
Na^plexie, nor apoplexy. 
iV4ir, iMrff, niMT. 
NattUe, impute to. 

Narewe^ narwe, narrow, narrowly, closely. 
Nas, was not, (it) was not. 
Nat, not 

Nath^es, nevertheless. 
Naumi, aunt. 
Namiher, nawther, neither. 
Navtr, never. 
Nt, not, nor. 
Nece, niece. 
Ntddtr, adder, serpent. 
Ntdds, needles. 

Ntddy, necessarily; nedez, needs, of neces- 
sity. 
Net, nor. 
Neel, cattle. 

Negge, neghe, draw near; fief A«, fieft, nigh. 
iNTtftJ, need. 



iVrir, ne'er. 

iVe/, nelle, will not 

Nemfitt4t nuat. 

Neodf need, needs. 

Nif, near; iMrrf, nearer. 

Nere, never. 

iNTcTf, were not. 

NeUt nose. 

NethoTt neither. 

Nevent, name. 

ATniw, nephew. 

NeuhfoHgdnesse, love of novelty. 

Nextm, next. 

iV<y, nigh; neyghtiMris, neighbors. 

^tic/, i»«cM, nihU, night; <iiM i»icH to-night; 
nikUs-wken, in the night-time. 

Ar«i^A««l, denied. 

Nis, is not. 

Niiher, nether, down, below. 

Nixt, next. 

No, nor. 

Nobley, nobility. 

Nchot, nothing but( ?). 

Nochi, HogfU, HofU, naught, not. 

Nodye, noddy, simpleton 

Nolde, would not. 

N ombre, number. 

Nome, name. 

Nomen, took. 

Noman, no man. 

Norn, none. 

Norn, none, noaa. 

Nones, no. 

Nones, nonys, nonce, the once. 

Noon, none. 

Nool, know not. 

Nonce, nurse; narismg, norissyng, nourish- 
ing. 

Norland, northland. 

Nome, call. 

Nose-lhirks, noseikrds, nostrils. 

NosUfw, thou knowest not; no/, know not. 

NotabiHtee, notable thing. 

^0^, business, profit. 

Note, throat-knot ( ?). 

Noth, not. 

Nol-keed, crop-head, head with hair cut 
short. 

Nother, neither. 

Nou, now. 

Nouct, nout, nouih, not. 

Nouthe, just now. 

Noutker, neither. 
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Noteight, nawilU, not, nothinc. 

NouHir, nowhere. 

Nowi, nowih^ not. nothing. 

Nffwthe, now. 

Noyouse, troubleaoine. 

Noyss-tkyrlys, nostrils. 

Nu, now. 

Nuke, nook. 

iViJ, »wtf0, win not. 

Nusten, knew not. 

Nuthe, now. 

NjUshaks, nutshells. 

Ny, nye, nigh, dose. 

Nyce, f odish. 

Nyt, vex, trouble. 

Nygard, niggard. / 

NygktertaU, night-dme.V 

NyhtegaUs, nightingales. 

Nys, fooUsh, stupid. 

Nys, is not. 

Nyste, knew not. 



O.of. 

O, one. 

ObeysauHces, acts of obedience. 

Observance, conduct; mode of playing and 

singing. 
Obstract, abstract. 
Obumbrat, overshaded. 
Occiane, ocean. 
Ochane, a cry of woe. 
Ociosiiie, idleness. 
Of, off. from, out of; for, on account of, 

in respect of. 
Of-dradde, in dread, afraid. 
O^, of. 

O/slagke, slain; of-slcghtn, slew. 
O/'Uoned, vexed. 

Of thincheth, repents, makes sorry; repent. 
Of-thowed, thawed away. 
Oge, oghne, own. 
Oght, aught, something. 
Oght, ohte, bold, brave. 
OilU, oil. 

Okkeraris, usurers. 
On. a, an. one. 
On, in, of. 
One, own. 

One, alone; ondy, only; ones, onis, once. 
Onslydcz, unfolds, opens. 
Onsware, answer. 
Oo, aye, continually. 



O0, 0ms, OMW, one; m Miie, in the 

conditiop; mfter mis, acooriing to 

rtandard, of tmif onn excenenrr. 
Operacyom, woriunanship. 
O pmwmm t repatatkm. 
O^fM, open. 
Otf ere, before. 
Ore, one. 

Orfeverye, goldsmitli't work. 
Orient, east^n; the East. 
Orisotm, prayer; criitn, oratory, place of 

prayer. 
Orlogge, horologe, ckx^. 
Omat, ornate, beautifuL 
Orpedly, bokUy. 

Ost, host; Mfal, hostel, dwdfing. 
Oter, otter (fur). 
Ot/k, of the. 
Olib«r, either, or; the other, the second; 

otherwekSt otherwise. 
Ou, you. 

OiursylU, covered over. 
OuirgukelmU, overwhHmfd. 
Ouirtkorte, athwart, across. 
Ounces, small portions. 
Oundy, wavy. 
Oune, own. 
Oures, hours; prayers appointed for certaio 

hours of the day. 
Ourhddand, covering over; our-hdit, coveted 

over. 
Ourthwort, athwart, across. 
Outrely, utterly, entirely. 
Oul-sterte. started out. 
Over, over to, up to the point of; besides. 
Oxwal, all over; everywhere; more than 

all. 
Over-dede, excess. 
Overest, uppermost. 
Over go, go by. 

Over-seh, looked down on, despised. 
Overskette, overshot. 
Overs pradde, overspread. 
Over-take, overcome. 
Overture, opening. 
Over-vfalt, overcome. 
Ovyth, oweth, ought. 
Owar, oware, hour. 
Owel, awl. 

Owen, otpin, avjyn, own. 
Owher, anywhere. 
Owtbrastyng, bursting out. 
Oynons, onions. 
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Pac», go on, surpass. 

PadMione^ pageant. 

Palays^ Paleys^ palace. 

Pantt piece of doth inserted in a garment for 
ornament. 

Pants, pains. 

Patising, thinking. 

Panttr, fowler's net, snare. 

Pappct pap, breast. 

ParaunUr, peradventure. 

Parde, Pardee, par Dieu (a mild oath). 

Parell, peril; pardlous, perilous. 

Parfii, perfect. 

Parishens, paroschiertes, parishioners. 

Part, divide, deal, give. 

Parti, side; partye, sides; uppone a Parti, 
aside. 

Partit, parti-colored, vari^^ed. 

PortUt, partless, portionless. 

Partye, partner. 

Pas, pace, footpace; Pan, paces. 

Passe, extent. 

Passen, surpass, conquer; passed, sur- 
passed. 

Passis, pass. 

Pastance, pa.stime. 

Payees, pasties. 

Pay, paye, pleasure; Payed, pleased. 

Payred, impaired. 

Paytirure, breast-armor for a horse. 

Peces, ineces. 

Pees, peace. 

Peire, pair, set. 

Pekke, peck. 

Pdure, costly fur. 

Pendaundes, pendauntes, pendants. 

Peiuiwe, Pensyf, pensive, sad. 

Pented, pertained. 

Ptnmritie, penury. 

Peple, people. 

PePyns, seeds, app,e-seeds. 

Perdurably, permanently. 

Pere, peer, equal. 

Perell, peril. 

Peren, appear. 

Peree, pears. 

Per let, perfect; Perfidy, perfectly. 

PerHausiych, perilously. 

Perrie, jewelry. 

Pers, doth of sky-blue color 

Persavit, percdved 

Perse, pierce. 



Persewit, pursued, followed; persute^ pur- 
suit. 

Person, parson. 

Pes, peace. 

Pese, peas; pescodes, pea»-coda, pea-pods. 

Pete, pity. 

Peyce, piece (of ground), fidd. 

Peyned, took pains; peyned him, put him 
to the trouble; peynest thee, puttest thee 
to the trouUe. 

PhUomene, philomd, nightingale. 

Piche, pitch. 

Pieteous, piteous. 

Piggcs, pigs'. 

Piled, having little hair. 

PUwe-heer, pillow-case. 

Pin, door-pin, inside latch. 

Pinched, pleated. 

Pinkynge, blinking. 

Pitee, pity; pilous, piteous, compassionate. 

Plaiding, disputing; plait, dispute, debate. 

Plane, playne, level, smooth. 

Playned, mourned, lamented. 

Plededen, pleaded. 

Pleigntes, complaints. 

Plente, plenty, abundance. 

Pleund, pleasant; ^esaience, plesere, pleas- 
ure. 

Pleyen, pieyne, play, disport; pleyed, played. 

Pleyn, full; entirdy; pleynly, completdy. 

P^eyiM, complain, lament; pleyned hem, coax- 
plained. 

Plicht-anker, sheet-anchor. 

Plonttet, plants. 

Plye, plight. 

Plyght, fault; harm, danger. 

Plyte, plight, condition. 

PobM, pebble. 

Poke, bag. 

Pole, pool, stream. 

Poleist, polysed, poliriied, cleaned. 

Pomely, dappled. 

PoraHle, poor; porre, poor; Por/ul, very 
poor. 

Porfyl, hem. 

Partes, gates. 

Portrature, form; porturat, portrayed, out- 
lined. 

Passed, pushed. 

Possede, possess. 

Potshordes, potsherds. 

Poure, power. 

Poure, pouren, pore, look. 
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enrt,vna. 




eynJuu„^. oonveyMcer: twcl^<yni. o«- 


fnnf. power. 






P«o/*(, loottd. blew. 






F>y>»m>l. pagnuil. pungeol- 




P.'«l. purified. ^H 






/•ifl-;!!!^ trimmed.. ;' ^H 
P-r,™-. purple. V ^^H 


i-s^. out, condldm. 








^H 


rvjorlaf, pTBSMd. 




Furlnyt. portny. dns. ^^H 


J-Mly, pTMtl, 




;■>«.. piece. Umw. ^H 


rVKHi. piHintts. 




PylW, place]. ^^^ 


Pna. pnas, throng. 




/'>fl.!lrip.««i!. 


/V«i<. prial: pniMi. priau. 




PymMid. hiring pinudes of pe«k». 


iWA praof; ».«/, pcoye. let. 




Pj^Jle. &Dd Lull. . 


frtJai, prelitt. 






/Vsn'. Lspnat. slunp. 




menied; GixUti pymt. the fst^na 


Pr«.. ^™. presi. Ihioni. 




Cbri,,. _J^ 


Frac-Uty. a> once. 




/•;»>.. peooie^ ^ta 


/V«M. mold. 




fyiiM. anrtet. neck-uraor. ^^^H 


Frtii, frtiU. ntdy. 




Pyte. pHy. ^r 


P'My. preiiUj. 






PrtiM. prove; ptDO*, of peoved 


OltBgOi. 


Q 


Pnvy. priYj. «a*l; frrmilU. 


privQr. 




Prty, pray; f«)*", |>rs;ed 


; ^o«"«. 


(7«i*. quolh. 



Priauur, piicker, hud tk 

Fridiii, pricks, umayi. 
JViml, about Dins A.H. 
Primtrdyall, flH btginninf . 
Frii, fsia; priie. 



Prtaid4, go lo Uw. 
Fnmyi. (jmniK. 
PntkyUbyll; fruitful. 
Protn. peculUr. own; frtfriit. apixvri- 
ateJr; propreta, pn^xrtjr. pecuBir char- 



Qutn, fiiJkn, whini 

QiKlk, bniueit ( ?). 
Ow<jbn, irhence. 
QittUytit, irtkEffini. 
Qmbo. Tho; fdhaii. vbcw; 
Owklw, fwkr, fnWra, wh 

Q^i. f»hy, why. 

QnJUcik, takUk. fdUUi. wh 

QntOt. fiJiO, whDe, tllL 

Qnkyt. whip. 

Qwkyrlyi, whirb ulcng. diha 

(MX'.d 



eslhen witli the be«k. Quit, quick, ajin 



fyu, have the pre-eminence. 
Fu£tli. rirgin. mud. 
Pa'd, puUcd. plucked. 

PnOed, plucked. 
Puitryr. poultry. 
Ptmlios, thing) taguiTcd, pmceedi 1 



Qttire, choir. 

QiHfU, quit, deu, free. 

QmH. trnkili. white. 

QuiM, reqaite. 

Quo, fukt, who; fwlff^. 1 

Qnfff. tpiotfa. 
Qlfpcibi, quick, alin. 
QuyU, tiik]i4, irhik. 
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Quyl4, requite, reward; quit, avenged. 
Qwdp, whdp. 



Ra4U, onset, course. 

RaciSt races, kinds. 

Rad^ afraid. 

JEotf, read. 

Rad4^ Tode. 

Radly, readily, promptly. 

Rage, rave, be mad, behave wantonly. 

RagtU, reached; raghtn^ gavest 

JSoffMoii, papal bull. 

JSo^rode. 

JZoMw, reign. 

JCots, raise, rose. 

Rak^ noise. 

J2aik«, course, way. 

Randa, paths, borders. 

R^P^* quickly. 

jRoiorcs, razors. 

J{alibc<«rf, rooted. 

Raiher, sooner. 

Ratoutt, rats. 

RaugkU, reached, got, grown. 

RowtBt rows. 

Rawthe, terrible. 

Raxltdf roused, awoke. 

Ray€t a kind of striped doth. 

Raykamde^ going, flowing; loud. 

RayMj bordered. 

Rayldh, puts on. 

JKoyiMS, reins. 

Raysotm^ reason. 

Rsada, take heed, take counsd. 

i2«MM, rain. 

i2«M, rouse. 

Rtbcyiit, driven back; rAutg, rebuttal, 

repulse. 
RtcciUt rack, reck, care; r acekaU et , rachakSt 

carrieas, indifferent, regardless. 
.R«eff<, recdpt. 
RadKuadf driven back. 
Rach4s^ extends; rachea, readiest, offeiest. 
Racarde, remind. 
Racwa, remedy. 
Radt rada, advice, counsd; rada, advise, 

counsd; radda, said; raddem, advised. 
Jtsdif, read. 
Jtsdif, red. 

Raddy, radly* readily, soon. 
Red^mpta, redeemed. 
MUdaa, managest 



JCm^, reeds. 

Read^ advice, counsd; counselor. 

^mI, red. 

Rafata, feed, refresh. 

Refiayr, odor. 

RafUxt reflection. 

Ra/ourpiai renew. 

RahUa, defense. 

Ragala, regal; ragna^ rdgn; ragnes^ realms. 

Regrait, regret, comi^aint 

Rtharce, rahercan^ rehearse. 

Rtid, advise. 

.Re«f,red. 

RgifiSf bereaves, robs. 

Reight, reached. 

Reirdf uproar. 

.Kmsc^A, raiseth. 

RejosU, rejoiced. 

Rake, smoke. 

Rakan, beautiful; rakatUy, nobly, courteously 

Rekena, reckon; rakmyd, reckoned. 

/Ztfle, encounter. 

RaUca, release* 

Rded, rolled. 

Rdavad, raised up, revived. 

Rdusant, resplendent. 

Rem, roar, cry. 

Remeid, remedy, cure; find remedy. 

Remenaunt, remnant, rest. 

Rames, realms. 

Remaves, removes. 

Rgmorda, blame. 

Rmable, fluent, loquacious. 

RtHkat man. 

Rettne, rattnen, run. 

RaHOH, ratuMUi, renown. 

Rami, revenue, income. 

Ranta, split. 

ReHaia, rein. 

Raowa, rue, grieve. 

Rapait, reap. 

Rafkcciofina, repletions. 

Raportovr, reporter, umpire. 

Rera, proceed. 

Rasccwa, rescue. 

Rasadew, residue. 

RaseUa, place of reception. 

RasoH, rasoim, rassotm, reason, right; state- 
ment, speech, talk; rasomtu, rasomm, 
opinions, words. 

Rescvmyt, resounded. 

Rassava, receive. 

Rastayad, 
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JUs<0, aixest. 

RgtchUsst, reckka. 

RttlKfT, rhetorician, writer; rethoHk^ rhetoric, 
art of tipmiicii. 

JScirtfte, relate. 

RiMU^reui€$i^ rule. 

Rev€^ rive, rob, drive away; r«vjfif , robbery. 

Rgv§rt$tUj respect, re sp ect f ul manner; ot 
the revermce^ in honor of, for the sake of; 
revertnctd^ greeted. 

Rgv€reMt streams. 

Rtvtrs, rerene. 

Rev€St, redothed; rmmlyng^ redothing. 

Rtvm^ raven. 

Revis, tears. 

Rtw, r0W€, rue, pity, take pity; rtwdk mm, 
makes me sorry. 

RewmSt realm. 

Reyit€, rain. 

Rtysed, gone on military expeditions. 

Ribaudyt, ribaldry. 

Rick€^ realm, kingdom. 

Rkk€t noble (steed); riclusse^ ridies, nobQ- 
ity. 

Richt, rid, righi, rihi, fihUt right, just, 

justly, exactly. 
Rimtdy stretched. 

Rise, branch, bough. 

Rispis, marsh grass. 

Ritt, runs. 

Riving, tearing. 

Roches, rochis, rocks. 

Rod, rode. 

Ro<U, rood, cross. 

Rode, redness, complexion. 

Rof, cut, blow. 

Ro/e, Tool. 

Roghe, rough. 

RoghU, recked, cared. 

Roial, royal; roiaUiche, royally. 

Rokkes, rocks, cliffs. 

Role, roll. 

Ronge, rang, resotmded, rung. 

Ronk, rank, large; bold, strong. 

Ronne, run; bliidy ronne, nm over with 

blood. 
Rood, rod. 
Rood, rode. 
Rj>os, rose. 
Roost, roste, roast. 
Roote, rote, root. 
Roptn, reaped. 
Ros^ rose; rosere, rose-garden. 



JS0ls. a kind of fiddle. 

RaUm^nX. 

Rom^ iriiisper; rMM», 
romus^ whiqpen, mnrmuxs. 

Ro umct , fMMcy, hocae, oag. 

iSrardlf, Knnd. 

Xmm, fame. 

Raul^ company. 

Rimt^ rouU^ nout^ roar. 

Am^ mth, pity. 

Rffve^ deft, cat. 

Rmad, rolled, wound. 

Rawm€, room, qiace. 

Ravmand^t whispering, mormuzing; 
orif , whisperen. 

Rawf^ croak. 

JRttior^, rhubarb. 

RMckcktd, rucked, settled, ofdered, fixed. 

J{fkWicib«, ruddy. 

J^mOi, ruth. 

Ruged^ rugged, shaggy. 

Rugke, rou^ 

Ruktt rook. 

JSm/M, well-mannered. 

RumpSlis^ rumples, folds. 

Rtmisch^ vident, sudden; runiscUy, roaghiy. 
fiercdy. 

Rurd^ noise, damcn*. 

Ruse, praise. 

Rused, roused. 

Rute, root 

Ryal, ryalU, royal; ryalmes, realms. 

Rych, ryche, noble, resj^endent; nobles; 
rychesu, riches. 

Rycked, prepared, arranged; ryght, pre- 
pares. 

Rycht, right; ryghtwysnes, righteousness. 

Ryd, rid, releascy set aside. 

Ryshes, rushes.^ 

Rysyt, arise. 

Ryveris, river's; ryinr, river. 

Ryvet, rives, deaves. 



5a, sae, so. 

Sabill, sabyll, sdbiyne, sable. 

Sad, sade, serious, grave, constant, stedfsst; 

saddest, most serious; sadly, gravely. 

steadily. 
Sa/, safe, save, except. 
Saf!er, sapphire. 
Saffome, saffron. 
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Sagh4, wad. 

SaghU, peace, recondliatioo. 

50^, save. 

5M<,aeat 

Sal, saU, da^lL 

Sak^han. 

SaU.UBMXitt, 

SatuMt sahite; salu^ sahited. 

ScMiM, ihame. 

JSoMM, samyn^ same. 

SoMcf, saint. 

5SM»fii7fi, sanguine, Uood-color, ruddy; 

doth of blood color, red doth. 
5iMa, blood. 
Sar, sore; Mror, sorer. 
Sarvit serve; Mnfyes, service. 
Smmfhff safely. 
Ssiff A, saw. 
S(miry$, psaltery, harp. 
Sav«, safe; save-umdyt, safe-conduct. 
Saveriy, sarory, sweet; savour^ like, relish; 

savor, taste. 
SawufUtm, red and pimpled. 
Smms, wosds. 
Smmgk, say^ saw. 
5^, essay, try. 

Soy^t say; «ay, Mjmie, said; Myto, sayest. 
Saymt, samite, rich silk. 
5c0^, deft. 

Seaikd, scalyt, scaled, scabby. 
Scalk$t harm, misfortune, injury. 
Sckaidow^ image. 
5dba/(#, spear. 
Sckagk^ grove, wood. 
5dbaM, man, knight. 
Sck am t t shone. 
5cAa^, shaped. 
Scharft sharp (axe). 
&JMM, shield. 
Scheitt shear, cut. 
Sck^kd€j schent, destroy. 
ScAsfM, shining, bright, beautiful, dear; 

bright (aze). 
Sckgret purify, refine. 
SdureMf shears, divides. 
Sckerp, sharp. 
Scktvin, abAvtSL 
Schnfft show, appear. 
SchiUe, shiekl. 
5ciiw», shrill. 
Schir^ sir. 
5db«, she. 



SchUeSt hangs down ( ?). 

Sckome, shame. 

Schone, schoamet shoes. 

SchoPt shaped, provided. 

Schofe, shore, earth, ground. 

Sckomg^ purified, refined. 

SckorU^ shorten (the time), amuse. 

Sdufure, shower. 

SchowveMt shoves, pushes. 

Sckrtmk, sunk, pierced. 

Sckrevimt shriven, absdved. 

Sckrewis^ sinners. 

SchrowdUh^ enshrouds, dothes, invests. 

5cJbfyB«, shrill, dear. 

Schuik, shook. 

Schuide, shoukl; schule, sckuUe, shall 

SchmUt flinching. 

Schvm4t shim, protect. 

Sckyire^ schyr, schyre, bright, dear, pure; 

sckyr0^ bright (neck). 
SchyUeretj shoulders. 
Sckymeryng, shimmering. 
SchyHt shaU. 

Schynandj shining; schymt, shines. 
Schyndered^ severed. 
ScieHC4, knowledge, learning. 
Sdayiu, slain; sde^ scho^ slay. 
Sdettdre^ slender. 

ScoU, school; scoUy^ go to schooL 
Scowtes, caves. 
ScrippuU, scruple. 
ScroggSt underwood. 
Scryppis, scrips, knapsacks. 
Se, saw. 
SeaveH, seven. 
Seck€, sedc. 
Secre4, secret. 
Std, Side, seed. 
5m, sea. 
See, seat. 
Sm, protect. 
Se€g€, siege. 
Setke, sick. 
Sed, seal. 
o00i( see. 
Stge^ seat. 

5e;^, man; stgges, men. 
5ef f c, sedge. 

5e;f e, seggm, say, may say. 
50irA», xcA, 5etg/b, saw; Mti, seest. 
SeuUf said; 0/ sndlf, spoke of; for seide, 

aforesaid; <df», say; mil, sajrest; xe«/A, 

saith. 
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Seiknes, sickness; seke, sick. 

5«A<r, sure. 

Stkautk^ seldom known, rare. 

5eU«, acidom. 

Sib, prosperity. 

5cIm, seals. 

Self, selfsame, same. 

5«M(<A«, happiness. 

5«tt. aOk. 

5«tfw, cells. 

SMklu, seUy* wooderful, atranfe; stUym, 

wonders. 
Sdy, simple, hdpless. 
Sembkumt, semblance, countenance. 
StuMyde, assembled. 
5«iiM, stmly, seemly; semely, beoominfly; 

tendokest, seemliest, most lordy; semyi, 

5(«», since. 

Smtdai, thin silk. 

Smd, sende, sends, sent 

5«M, seen. 

S^M,trttthfuL 

Stngdey, akne. 

Sens, incense. 

SitU I me, I assent. 

SmtUmmt, sentiment, feeling, pawion. 

Stntmce, sense, meaning, subject, theme, 

opinion. 
Seo, see. 
Seolve, sdf . 
Seorewe, aancrtr. 

Seotkthe, sith, since, afterwards. 
Seowe, sowed. 
Sep, sheep. 
Ser, sere, sire, sir. 
Sere, several, diverse. 
Sereyn, serene. 

Serjattntt, sergeants-at-law, lawyers. 
Serk, sark, shirt. 
Sertayne, certainly. 
Serves, serves; serwit, served; servisaile^ 

willing to serve. 
Sesed, ceased. 
Sesed, seized. 

Seson, sesoun, sesson, season. 
Seie, seat; seten, sat. 
Sete, setten, set, bind. 
Sew, sue. 

Sewed, pursued, followed; seweth, follows 
Sey, sea, seyis, seas. 
Sey, saw. / 

Seye, seyne, seyt, a&y. * 



Seyl, sail. 

Seynd, singed, broiled. 

Seysotm, season. 

Skadwe, shadow. 

5AaA«, shaken. 

Shale, thsJl; skali^w, thah ihan. 

Sham, shame. 

Shap, shapem, shape, form, plan; shape me, 

prepare me; shaped, made; skaph^ fit 
Sharpe, steq>. 
S h a thme ni, hand-qMUL 
Shawe,abow, report. 
Shear, severaL 

5iMw, sheds; s*«erff, shed. 
Shee, shoe; sheeme, sboea. 
Sheeldes, French cotna atanqwl with shiekis. 
5A4M, shield. 
Sheitdem, shame, harm; diemi, sheale, 

dcatnq^ hurt; s he mt h ip p, ahame, dis- 
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Shane, h^^aH, 

Shape, Ai&fhexd. 

Sheres, shean. 

SAiffe, shirt. 

5ibite, shoot 

5*cCte,shnt. 

SAmtM, thowelh. 

5MU^ sUdd. 

Shir, bright, dear. 

5Mrrn«, sheriff. 

Sho,At. 

5A0, shoe. 

Shold, should; shale, shaUn, shalL 

Shame, shame. 

Shonye, shun. 

Shoon, shone. 

Shoope, shape, shaped, prepared, made, 

ordained, dressed; shapen, dresaed aa. 
5A0fl0, shorten; lAortfy, in abort, to be brief . 
Shot, money, coin. 

Shot-anker, sheet-anchor; a main rdianoe. 
Shote, shoot, shot. 
5Ami^, ahoukl. 
Shoures, showers. 

Shrewe, beshrew, curse; sinner, tyrant. 
Shnghte, shriked, shrieked. 
Shroudes, clothes. 
5iM. shall; 5i^«Me. should. 
Shnldres, shoulders. 
Shyars, shires. 
Sk, such. 
Siching, si^Ung. 
Sigh, sih, saw; sihta, right 
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Sike, sick. 
JSike^ sigh. 
5«fter, assure, confirm; sikertr^ surer, more 

reliable; sikerlHu^ sikedy^ surely, truly, 

assuredly. 
5Atoi. shield. 
5«Z«, betray. 
SOtcr, siWer. 
5i», nfu, since. 

Smdrie^ simdry^ waadrj^ several. 
Swud^ shined, shone. 
Smgwker^ >incle, private, individual. 
Sipe, ship. 

Siptrs^ cypress, thin stuff for veils. 
5d,sitB. 

SiA^ sithe, sUken, since, afterward. 
5ffW, time; siilus, times. 
5AaMafii, scalding. 
Shayved, wild, desolate. 
5M, reason. 
SkimkUd, sparkled. 
Showbmd^ scowling, overhanging. 
5ihe«s, shades. 
Skyis, sky's; skyiss, skies. 
Skyiftd, reasonable; skylU^ reason; skyttt^ 

reasons. 
5SKa, slay; daghte, stroke; jfaf AUrv, slaughter. 
52a<2e, valley, dell. 
5(aJk, hollows, daks. 
5ZaJke, stop, cease, desist, neglect. 
5Zmi, slawgf slain. 
Stev, slow. 

5Z«, det, sUath, slay; it««i, slain. 
Shep€t slept; i^A^, sleeper. 
SUighU, sUyki, sleight, skOl, trick, trfdiery, 

devices. 
5Zm<, sleet. 
5bi(lW. sk)th. 

SMck, jIicJm, slime, idaster. 
5M«.sUd. 

51m, slay; slogktm, shugke^ stfw, slew; 

dMM, slain. 
5Z9iiliiM, sloth; j/ifte. slattern. 
Sma^ small. 
Smakg, scents. 

SmarHt smartly; smartly, quickly. 
Smtrt, smerU, smart, give pain; smgrtitki 

smarteth. 
Smoptt smote. 
SmorU, smothered. 

Smotk4, smooth; imotkdy^ smoothly. 
Smmke^ smoke. 



Smj^, smites. 

SneUt sneeze. 

SnybbeHt reprove, chide. 

Snyrt, cut 

50, as, as if ; m .... m, so .... as. 

Sobift quiet; sobirly* quietly. 

Soch€, such. 

Sodayn, sudden; sodtynlyt »odmdyt sud- 
denly. 

50f H sought. 

Soias^ sdace, mirth. 

50M<, shoukl. 

SoUmpnt^ festive, dieerful; sottmpndy, 
pompously. 

5«Ue, soul 

5^»tfr, shall. 

Sam-dd, somewhat 

Somer^ summer. 

Somers^ sumpter-horses, pack-horses. 

Somnour^ summoner; somonynge^ summon- 
ing. 

Sonde, sending, messenger. 

50M, son. 

Sone, soon, forthwith; soner, sooner; «/< 
sontM, again, likewise. 

Somg, S4mge, sung; somge, sooipi. 

Soott, sweet 

500^, true, truth; sooiklyt truly; jooIA- 
fasim€SS0, truth. 

50^, supper. 

Soppis, juices, moisture. 

50r, pain; mtc, sc4fre, sordy. 

50r0, soar. 

Sorghe, sorrow; jm, sorry, wretched. 

Sorquydryghe, surquedry, {aide. 

Sofif company. 

•SofI, destiny. 

Sorwe, sorrow; sonptfui, sorrowful. 

Sot, iocL 

Sotk, sotke, truth, true. 

Sotkery, soft and 8mooth( ?). 

Sotild, should. 

Soum, sou$m, soune, sound. 

Soutuae, care; with 501MSM, with care, 
unwillingly. 

SoupU, supple. 

Sourquydryc, pride. 

Sours, springing up, ascent. 

Sovsrayn, sovtrtyn, sovereign, supreme; 
sovertynlyt supremely, most of aU. 

Sovdhs^ seventh. 

Sovms, sound; soumyngt^ sounding; ivrnw- 
yiif Ml, tending to, pwmoting. 
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ScwreSy bucks in their third year. 

SoyU^ suit 

Space, coarse. 

SpaU, splinter, deft stick. 

SpoHgis, spangles. 

Sparlyr, calf of the leg. 

Sparred, rushed. 

Sparthe, battle-oze. 

Sparwt, sparrow. 

Sp€U, spedes, kind, creature. 

Sptche, speech; spdk, speak. 

Sptid, speed; gudt speid, fast, quickly. 

SpelU, speech, st<^, long tale. 

Sptndyd, extended, placed in rest; spmei^ 

fastened; spentud, clasped, endowed; 

spenn*^ span, space, interval. 
Sptre, sphere. 
Speten, sfnt. 
Spetos, sharp. 
Spety. speedy. 
Spire, tall grass. 
SpittaiU, hospitaL 
Splendent, resplendent, shining. 
Splene, spleen. 
Sponne, spun, grew. 
Spores, spurs; spome, spurn, kick. 
Sprad, spredis, s pre id, spread. 
Sprangis, rays. 
Spreit, sprite, spirit. 
Sprent, sprente, sprang, spurted. 
Sprit, started. / 

Sprynge, spring. J 
Sprynkland, moving swiftly with undulatory 

motion. 
Spures, spurs; spurnis, spumest, kickest. 
Spyses, aromatic plants. 
Spyi, spitB. 

Squelonde, squealing, crying. 
Squyar, squyer, squire, attendant on a knight. 
Stoat, estate, condition. 
Stablit, made stable, quiete<l. 
Stad, bestead, beset. 
Stage, story. 
Stale, stole; stealing. 
StaUe, bring, place. 
Stalworthe, stalwart. 
Slant, stone; stannyris, small stones. 
Slant, stands, consists. 
Stare, stark. 
Staren, shine. 
Stean, stone. 
Sledde, slede, stead, place. 



y 



Stede, suid, aleo^ 

Stefne, voice. 

^IciU, steeL 

Steir, stir up. 

SUk, stuck, fitted tight 

Std^Hove, sted-bow. saddle. 

SkU, sled; handle, 

SUie,tXeaX. 

Std-gere, sted gear, armor. 

Stdle/ye, make into a star. 

Sum, ray of light; stemed, shoDc. 

Stemd, stemmed, stopped. 

Stent, stinted, stopped. 

5fefi/, stretched. 

Stepe, bright 

Stere, stir; prevent 

Stere, sterre, stem, star; stemes, stars. 

Sterne, stem (men). 

Sleropes, stirrups. 

Stert,XzJL 

Steri, sterte, started, darted. 

SUven, stevin, sound, voice, confecence; 
at Steven, within reach of the voice. 

Stewe, fish-pond. 

Stick, stitch. 

Stickit, stuck. 

Slif, strong, brave; strongly, bravely. 

Slightla, sits, dwells. 

Stirte, slvrlen, started. 

Sloe, stok, stock, tree-trunk. 

Stod, stood. 

SUfdie, study. 

Sloken, secured, fixed. 

Slonge, stung. 

Sloan, stone; stony t, stone; stim-stU, stone- 
still. 

SUfor, store. 

5/0^, advanced. 

Slot, stallion, horse, cob. 

Stound, slounde, time, hour. 

Slound, sudden pain; stoundts, pains. 

Slour, sUfure, combat, battle, conflict. 

Slovys, vapors. 

Slower, hour. 

Stovmed, astounded. 

Slourand, stirring, darting. 

Slrabery, strawberry. 

Sir an, strand, shore. 

Strang, strong. 

Slraugkt, straight. 

Straunge, strange, foreign. 

Stray, astray. 

Slrayght, straightway; strait, narrow. 
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Strayne^ restrain, curb. 

Strtuke^ stretch; height, stretched. 

Streghif straight, straightway. 

Streit, streUct strait, narrow, scanty, strict 

drawn; closely, tightly. 
Strekene, stricken. 
Strem, stream, river. 

Stremandet shining; strtmowris^ streamers. 
Strtynethj coostraineth. 
SlreyU^ straitly, strictly. 
Sireyves, strays. 
Strike, hank. 
Striketh, runs. 
Sirocke, struck. 
Stroke, strode. 
Slr^ndes, strands, shores. 
Strot, contest. 

Strothe, hidden ( ?), secure ( ?). 
SirydeM, strides, mounts. 
Sirye, destroy. 

Sirythe, firm position with feet wide apart. 
Stude, stood. 
Shtde, stead, place. 
Sturet, brandishes. 

Stume, stem, severe, bold; stumeiy, boldly. 
Shtrt, trouble. 
Sturtes, stirrups. 
Styghtd, set, dispose. 
Stynt, stynte, stint, stop, cease; siynst, 

stint; stynt, stynttyde, stopped. 
Stythly, strongly. 
Suar, suer, sure, trusty; suerly* surdy, 

safely. 
Sudaynly, suddenly. 
Sueretk, sweareth. 
Suete, sweet. 
Sueving, dreaming. 

Su^sa$U, sufficient; sufisatmce, sufficiency. 
Suffre, suffren, su£Fer, allow. 
Suich, suUk, such. 
StUd, shoukl. 
Sulgkart, shining. 
Sulghe, soil, earth. 
SuUe,aba\l. 
Sidve, self. 

Sum, some; sumdeill, somewhat. 
Sumere, summer. 
Suppois, suppose. 
Supportacytm, support. 
Sur/et, fault. • 
Surmounteth, surpasses. 
Surquidre, pride. 
Sustene, sustain. 



Suster, sister; sustren, susires, sisters. 

Suie, suit, fashion. 

Suth, sooth, truth. 

Swak, throw. 

Svfol, swelled. 

SufoUe, died. 

Swane, swan. 

Stvange, loins. 

Swangeattde, flowing, rushing. 

Swappe, swoop. 

Swapte, smote. 

Swardit, swarded, grass-grown. 

Swore, answer. 

Swore, square. 

Swat, sweated. 

Swathixmdes, swaddling-bands; swaihelm'g 

swaddling. 
5wMte, sweat. 
Swefte, swift. 
5«v«ffef, servants. 
Sweir, slothful; sweimess, sloth. 
Sweit, sweat. 

Svfeit, sweet; sweitnes, sweetness. 
SweU, fainted, died. 
Swenche, molest. 
Sweore, neck. 
Swerd, swocd. 
Swere, swear. 
SweU, sweat. 
Sweie, sweet, good. 
Sweven, dream. 
Sweyved, sounded. 
Swich, swiche, such. 

Swike, traitor; swikdmen, treacherous men. 
Swike, cease. 
SwUke, very; quickly. 
Saw, so, as if. 
Swogk, sough, murmur. 
Swogke, deathlike. 
Swon, swan. 

Swonken, runmken, toiled, labcnwL 
Swote, sweet. 
Swoun, swoon. 
Swyn, swine. 
Swynk, swynke, swynken, toil, work; swynk- 

ere, toiler. 
Swyre, neck, throat. 
Swyth, swytke, quickly. 
5yM, related by blood, aUn. 
Sych, such. 
Sycht, sight. 
Syde, side; sydn, sides; om syde, aside 

askance. 
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Sym^ seen; *ygh4^ tee; sygk€, syhe, 

syghu, *yhl€, sight, inst^. 
Syis, times. 
Sykyng, sii^iing. 
Symple^ simple, foolish. 
Sy», syne^ ance, afterward, then. 
53m#,sin. 
Synge, sing. 
Synglttre, uniqueness. 
^^wfiM, sign. 
Syimdes, sinless. 

Synopar, dnnabar, a brown pignwnt 
Sypres, cypress. 
5yre, man. 
Syse, times. 
S^t set. 
Sythtf scythe. 
Sj^oU, dtole, a musical instrument 



Ta, tookest. 

Tabard^ coarse mantle. 

TabitU, to abide. 

Tauhid, attached; taches, attaches, ties. 

Taffaia, ta£Feta, a kind of silk. 

Taght, taught. 

Taidis, toads. 

Takd, takyll, tackle, arrow. 

Takning, takyn, token. 

Tale, story, talk; laien, tell tales. 

Tale, reckoning, accotmt; litd tale hath he 
told, little accoimt he made. 

Talenttyf, desirous. 

Tancrit, transcribed. 

Tane, the one. 

Tane, taken. 

Tape, tappe, tap, blow. 

Tappestere, female tapster, barmaid. 

Tapycer, upholsterer. 

Targe, charter, document. 

Tarie, tarry, delay. 

Tarmegantis, termagants, quarrelsome per- 
sons. 

Tarire, tartar. 

Tas, takes. 

Tassay, to essay, to try. 

Tassflez, tassels. 

Tat, that. 

Taxeth, appoints, assigns. 

Tayk, take. 

Te, the. 

Teche, teach, 

Teckes, manners, qualities. 

r«tf, tiU. 



Telle no stcrg^ reckon no aoooont, set bo 
store; telik, teDa« nckons. 

Tempest, agitate. 

Tempred^ tempered, toned. 

Teitdii, held its coone. 

Teiu, vcxatioii, anger; Isims 

TetU, temte, tend, guard, attend. 

TeoHf ie0ii4f Tgiation, gricB, injniy. 

TVif , tears. 

Tespye, to spy oat. 

Tetf.bck. 

TAatr, there; UbMr»«l, thereof. 

Thair, their; ikamt, them, thcnschca 

Than, tkam^ the; that. 

rAoii, then. 

Tkane,Xhux. 

Tkapoadips, the ApocalypM. 

rAar, their. 

Thar, thare, there, where; thmnmn, there- 
fore; thar-mid, thcrewtth«^ bcadea. 

Tharraye, the array. 

TAoj, of the. 

That, so that; Ikat na cpm«, before came. 

Thatempre, temperate. 

The, thee; they; who; be who. 

The, thee, prosper. 

Thear, those; their. 

Thef, thief. 

Theh, thei, though. 

Thei, tkeo, they. 

Thenche, think. 

Tkencrees, the increase. 

Thengendrynge, the engendering. 

Thenges, things. 

Thenke, think. 

Thenne, when. 

Thennes, thens, thence. 

Theos, this, these. 

TA^r. /A€r«, there, where; liber «, where; 
thereas, whereas; therjore, for that; 
therto, in addition, besides; Uk«r-«MZf 
while that, so long as. 

Ther, their. 

Thes, this, these; thet, that. 

rAi, Mi*, thee. 

Thider, thither. 

ry»<>. Mfibe, thick. 

Thilke, that same. 

Thimber, heavy. 

Thin, thine, thy. 

Thinche, seem; thincthe, (it) seems. 

TAtr. these, those; Mm, these, dnis; likim, 
this; thise, these. 
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Th0, the, those; then, when; tho . . . . 

tko, when .... then. 
Thochi, thought. 
Tkogh, though. 
Tkogkt, thoghte, (it) seemed. 
TM0^ thUkn, tkcUtth, endure; thdis, 

suff en, allows. 
TibM, then. 
Thmk, thanked. 
ThoHk§t, thoughu*. 
Tkoo, then. 
Thort, there. 

Thorgh^ tkcrtwe^ tkarrcw, liiMr«, through 
rib<m, though. 
Thow, thou. 
Tkrae^ through. 
Thramge, throng, pierce. 
Tkrawe^ time, whUe. 
Tkrawen, wound. 
Tkrgatttk, threatens. 
Tkredis, threads. 
TArso, three. 
Tkrtpe, reproof. 
Tkrgw, intertwined. 

Thrid, tkridie, tknde, third; thHu, thrice. 
TkrifHly, carcfuUjr. 
Tkrmn4, therein. 
Thriste, bold, 
rikrix/e. thrust. 
Thritty, thirty. 
Thro, bold, eager, angry. 
Tkroge, course. 
Throiis, throUis, throats. 
Thrtm^ throuchy ihrow^ tkrych^ through. 
Throwty time, while. 
Tkrowouif throughout. 
Thrymga, throngest, presses! 
7^M, thou. 

TkiihU, seemed, thought. 
Thwgh, through; tkurghomt^ quite through. 
ThmsU, thirst 
ThwarU, tight, hard. 
Tkwong, thoug. 
Tkycke, fast, 
rii^, thing. 
Thynketh, (it) seems. 
Ti^iMM, thin. 
Tide, time. 
TU, tm, to. 
rtfw, tiU. 

Tipet, tippd, hood, cowl. 
TtptooHy tiptoes. 
rwM, rattled. 



Ttmeden, turned. 

Tissna, thin undergarment. 

rite, quickly. 

TV, as to, for. 

Ta, too. 

Tff, two. 

Tocke, took. 

Toforcwe, heretofore. 

Ttf/r, high idace. 

To-gadere^ togideres^ Icgidre, together. 

Tok, toU, took. 

ToU, toQ; <0|{m, take toll; tolUres, toll- 

cdlectors. 
ToU, tooL 
r^wftf, emptied. 

TVMfMTUW, tOOUXTOW. 

Ton, the one. 

TiMM, good condition. 

ToHgty tongue. 

Tonne^ tun, cask. 

Tool, weapon. 

TVmi, empty. 

Toon, toes. 

Topau, topaz. 

Toppyng, mane( ?) 

Tor, tedious. 

TorfMS, turns. 

T0-scibMJk«, shook. 

Tothar, the other. 

To^se, tear to pieces. 

TVifw, town; enclosure, farm. 

T^MMi^; U> Unmtt in its turn. 

Tourt, tower. 

r0«m«, turn. 

Towori, in respect to, regarding. 

Towe, two. 

Towm^ pulled, drawn. 

TraUy track, course. 

Traisoun, treason. 

Traisi, trust. 

Tramort, corpses. 

7ra<0iir, traitor. 

Tramthe, irawthe, trawtth, troth, faith 

TravayUt travel; work. 

Traysoun, treason. 

Trt, tru, tree, shaft, wood; tnU^ trees 

TreiMfefetf , roDed. 

Trtsor, treasure; truorm^r treasury. 

Tressii, tied in tresses; tressom^ headdress. 

Treiys, long and wdl-proportioned. 

Tried, proved. 

Tridiche, choicdy. 

Trompe, trumpet 
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Tnm,,Omot. 






IVmUA. Iitnh; Irtalht. Inilh; Itn 






Tnmfnr, dtxriTt. 




Umllu. Botolr. WdJv. 


Tm. Irue; (mj*. Inilf . 




Pfift™. inann. 


TViaJ, preveJ; cbukc. 






!>,»*«. mm. 






7bO<.t<n^ 






JVimW. ImnhW. 




VntyilU. UIUHtUEBl. 


TVjfl. tnisl; InDUII-ltM. tryMlBg-u 






yly. rBllbluUr. 






r«T>u,twun. 






r»jt, i«i<i. look, occupifd. 




y.K/J., i»dw. 


rottil. plui:k<^t,taist. 




U-»uA. unHaha. hudly. iciredy, aitk 


Tutlud. tud.«l up, girded sbmit- 




difficuUr- 


T^, lill. 




l/w™*, old. WOTB-OUl. 


rwtf *, longut 




Unrllhlti, tairyhl. uoriKhUnuHie*. 


r», twn. 




CaidiioUi, inuIiiblE. 














IWtu. «Kjw. two; Wowl, iwiw; 


(n^FM.. 




twiln. 




I/»*J.«i*)«.im(o. V 


ri»>futf, tanwi. puted, HpinUdi 


twy^td. 




otpnTcdi hvyHK*, dcpiLTt, go- 







TvirmHn, twioBd. 

r>rf>/, IDUU Urd. titnnii 

lykflntae. iniUbility. 
rjpi^fc. bough, branch. 
Trt. losr; Jjw/, losl. 
Tynst, (inged. colored. 



t/nxUi. weak. 

ViariM.u 

Un-wUU, unpleuuic. 

Un-vraaU, bvl, dbtr. 

Un-wruu, wrAkly, badly. 

Unyliclu. unlike. 

I/f . upon; afrv, hi^iO'. 

[T^if, uphold. 

(/«,our. 

P«.OUL 



Pfc-owl. 

Umbt-foldts^ Foldfl UDund. 
[ffn^fOK. FiUen around. 
Umbe-pyglU, ael around. 

CTiH^df 4, aludov. 
Vm^uhiU, whilorae, formerly. 
Umbtuidy, unaboahed, fearlta^ly. 
VnNrmll, unbloaBomcd. 
Un-corteyit, discourlroue. 
VacoiUh. unknown, strange. 
Vndtr. du 

Vidtrhe, underloke. 

Vndergrrwt. underETOwn, underaiied. 

Undrrmyjidt, und^mUic. 



undtr than, during tlic«e 



VOt. manr. 
Veinryt, bunting. 

YmtaUt, Tengrful. 
Knfar, Tcnniie. 
Vt^, maDf. 



r«rn^thr. 


W<mJa. wanl'i, hudle'L 


Vwmml,tnlr. 


if™, multitude (?). 


F«RW.HtBcl.Hcn»iit. 




Fifrf, narf, lifted: «««. r.l»<»- 


U k lens vtut Id d». 


Kjfj^F, vcmy, voT, true; Mffiija^, ItuIt- 
F»<i*. lunieth, bouDdeth < f). 


H'o-n.f, wl»-,K.-^ 1MIMH,W|™. 


W^«lm,«. ^-.m,Lm. -ild, iTDliwnie; «iX>i>- 


K<Rm, power. 




Vaan. Tiuge. fux. 


W«t. blow. 


r»}tefn, riiiuticcL 




r^.nfl. 


IFoc .mn. w«T, pnldenl; «r., bewue; 


F*J««,«lD. 


war kt». bcnn. 


F<}w.niiL 




Fian, rarve. ioniner. 


IFor., uh: iHnl, acted, deiU. 


Vic., en«, I»ull, 


W^n•«l, .^KTcn, place (or ktcping aniDub. 




llVi,. wotL. 


Vibd/r, liclDiils. 


ICdrrJii, wmldit, moM't. 


F*W.,fald>.«ys. 


Warla, wulock. wiaid, imp. 


Far. for; tw-tU. Uitnlae. 


Warty. wuilT- 


Fitfcfoot. 


IFo™.-,m™y.w»n. 


FHchtCM/f.'nKhMreil.bcMawii: »«**- 


tCarf. Ihmr, cut, uttered. 


tM/.TOOthnle. 


■ Worry, cune; mryil, cursed. 



Fygiijv. uDbecomioc coodiKI, discourtety. IFud. lolitirr. toliiuy plua: 



Wttid-trad. oke-breid. 

IFol, quoib. 

Wal, uaff , knom, know. 
WatirUti. walnlaa. out sf 
(FofJii, ls)ury. 



Wa. wall. 

(Fi^worfuL 

IFk»,wu. 

>FeA would; wadna, vouU u 

IPa(, wuMle. 

Waiil, wule, UDpeopled. 
Wtil, knom. know. 
tFiti. dunp, moist 
IFnicn, wiilch over, 
ITa-Mif. wilklDg. 



Wallli. ViVtt. 
Wa/i^jM*, big-bcllinipi 
n'oJI. -.ojlle. nieldHt, p 
IFdUir. wdtfx. roll, tntil 
Wamt. womb, bdlri * 
>F«. cslariei*. 

IFiM, woo, UfiTcd It. 



WaU.m 

Warlu, walk. 

Wayntd, ■ent. broinhl. 

Wayifi, waidiedi vaybd afttr, 

crpected; v/ayla. looki. 
>F(,>b. 
Wal. niie weht bj daicMni ( ti, 

WMi, wtkrer; BMMa, weba. clod 

WarUm. weddinc. 

WmUtr, weetlier. 

Wiit. weed, garmeal. 

WtJaai, widows. 

IF«/. welL 

IF<d, iHffc, wet, nin. 

WM. weed, drew. 
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Wd. well, mtidi. muiy. 






Wtytraay. wel-ii-wir, iiUi. ^H 


Wddc witW, nlta. h.« 1 






ICc>(c, inJt. (ttcnd. ^H 


Wdt. neaL w»]Ib. pmj 




hiippUKB. 


H-OW, wijfi. ^H 


Ifd™**; V«Jn<d, ■! 






WImv, wbtn; vk»w, irbn'cr. ^H 


IFcU., Ktlked. 






WMU. -hik'i. ^H 


ICfft^B, wtlUn, (kr- 






Wto™j. whirred. -^ 


IPrfi.. 9i>rU>«>, wonu. 






ifiiw. lo; vtM ». wtutcTtr; vtalMi. 


w^a^mitu. vtrr •DOC 






vbit. 


ICc^l.diipOHlol. 






»-*«(«■. »b«b«r; -bilhtr. 


n-rfr. jo,«.. 






WW*™, bWdio. 










Wr-.-.*. jp.^. blonah. 






ICW. «b«. whclbcr. ^M 


(Cnifa. wttdtit. Hcod, 




tun; u«d. 


(fkM. what ^H 


«.<!<, -CDl. 






Wkukr. wbitho', ocwnhclai. n*- ^^ 


W™., doubt. 






Wlua.. wbaind. 


Wmn. wcea. Ihittk; •»«■ 




»<,diiolBt; 


ICUctf. nbo. 


wt^i.. UioiKlu. 






IKIiW... whilbB. 


»«/, toiHIalh. 






Whiptrr. wboppcT. •omeibllK ItuI bnn 


H-wJ., plant. 








r«i<. KBl. 






WM.wlule. 


IFmp., wctp. 






iritojF., wbat 


W.ftn,. *cd[«i. 






r*)<r. [lie while nntt. lot > whUei ^tU,,. 



IffrhJii. wirhla. 
Wmlwlli, Korii. 
Wtidlyi. world ■». 
ITfri, doubt. 

ICcM. when. 
Wmd. tctndm. wo 



Wtyeieit, weighed; 
JCo*. wtylit, well. 



irHjriiMjf, whirlinf . 

Wi,mi±. 

Witit, which. 

IFidU/, widal. 

IP(<i<«K». wathato 

Widt. wide >[««. 

If Vm. wIto. wdohb. 

WikU. wiahti, creUnn 

IPijtib, wicked. 

WOt ....•> 

Wa*. while; n« »<I(, niMtlmia. 

ICili.wilL 

Vill. wiOt. wUd. Mtnr- 

IfiKf. win, pkumi «itt vdb, qokUr- / 

Wimfil, cnretiug for the b«d ud tmk.V 

Win. wimi. joy, pkuim, ddi^it. 

ITiMu. win not. 

Wit, nmly. 

Wit, wiK. 

Wiu. gtiide. j 

Wia. WMT. wafl. f 

K'uff, knew, ibougbl.'J 

Wit, wllh. aialnst. 

Wil. mind, inlellisnia; ««. ■«(. Mta, 

know: tvifTHf. knowini. 
If til. keep, fuud, 
ITiA liol. im FoodlLiaD Ihit. 



»■(« 



, Sr.(ilc. 



IFittMfcn, b«ida. 


Wtnckit, wtnift, wonUp, 


Wbksey,. '^i^,. 


IFfrtM, WW, herte. 


VM-uU, -iihoul. iHidB. 


Iffllk, wMi, be. 


B'Uli.,-wiU™. 


TTiTi'^, TivrMtJ^lb. watliTi 


WLU,^. UlluaiDC. 


liosuishni, honorablt. 




Wo,,, wotiat. kDaw<3i: a*t 


Whmk. whiUk. pipe. 


Ihou, Oiinlust Ihou. 


Wnl..xmU,. 


H'«.,i.M. know. know.. 


W,. n<ful. »l. 


Ff M)». mnukt. hann, iniui?. 


Wxke. which, of •h«l <oct. 


»■«.«/«■, WOBdtriuUj, MtT. 


H'«l,««f(,wo«i, 


ir«)X, WOK, uacd. 


W^ Wdl. midl MlllMI, ludDW. fuiT. 


ir«w, wooea; »ami. wool 


H'xfa.woul.bhepigiHOt. 




Wodirmt. WDodniB, Mpbodel. 


(CrathiAnbitK?). 


ll'«.wodiil,«ofn'- 


ICracJunf. nddud. 


»-«*.-<*.. 


WraflM. wrought. 


Wtl. ^Kit. nlk, »1M, «iU, wbh; Mtt. 




«>lt', <.»U. WJ., wUKd, inmld; mJtti- 


vonrful. 




Wmi*, wiole. 


ITBWr, pkiB, tanh. 


ir™,.. -long. 


W'oU..t«*u,^«, -oo1.WHivu.flHii.le). 


Wrtti^ mule ugcTi Um ' 


WalUryHi, wdininn, loDini. 


T)«om« injiy. 


Wdii^nl., wiih 1.00I Ben the •kin. 


«>au., beidMrons. pemne. 


If omoiiAriJ, wounoSood, 


WrKclu. wctdiHl; mwoW 


WtmU. bdlT- 


dnud.. 


tfw.wmn. 


IFrtb. >ra». w«k. lycnce. 




Wrtktm. wtcuked, inosed. 
(Fnwtk. wroth, ufry; snUk^ 1 



IFrfik, iheU be. 

IfnuM, tokled. wrapped, di 

Wr*, wiitiBB. 

IFr^Mt. wiillu. luni. 

Wtl. niUiM, wm. 

WMlvim, shewed!. 

Wiimeit, dwdlot; miiiitt. ■ 

Wmm, Mia, Iot- 

Wartlirp. vrunkyf, w<inlll| 



tfiM*. ihiU be. 

(FhMf. knew. 
Wf. wh,. 
H')-,woel 
Wyd. wide. 
Ifjidn, sido*. 



^m^^^^^^^^^M 
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»■«*, «^<*«. W)*. "i^; »)'#*o 


i,-l»h«. 


i'<ikd». rdbd. 


If)>tJU, Mioaf 4iid tdlvi. 




rimdn, ytOBMa: yrmanh. jftmuxij. 


WjiH, -«. -„. 






If yrf. cmbHl. 




f««fJk<.(B«l^ 


IfjU. •rUd (kUuib. dm. 




r».Tf. 


H'y..«lt. trick. 






Ify/-"- •oluoiiry; ayll. »i»h: 


ETha. 


Yrrii. siA: ytrda. nndi. tboou. 


-SlLwidiaL 




V^. ytn. Tor. 


If j(^, wBd. VUITOIK. 




1-o^.BU-L 


H'^. wim; !.,««, .J wto.. 




IVJj, ail,. 


H>-»T"«.bU-. 




Ta.ytibMa. 


If^Ji, cDdw. •bill up. 




K«I.T««t. 


Wy-u. goodlr. 




fusna. ,«ter nen. Usl nichl 


B-r-w, -rin. 




Ktf.«u.. 


If^. .u™.. di«ct^ 




r«w. yatm. »«. 


lfM^.«rad<. 




r 7*f. lopflbo. 


If ]rf ^. bnind. 




IVW*. in l>ilh. 


tfjr*, ^.^<^ 




Vik.. ylu. err; ^h. ey«. 


If^.. ii7«. wi»r. pnidtol; wiic men 


iWBTK. 


K M*«r«l, hinoocd 10. 


ju hr!i (»). 




ci/.u. 


rj^KHo-J., <rl>Ullt. 




ywuBt 


»-,«. -.,. 




Ffcf . jKnna. 



Ciw, givr, 

>'4iiJ, ltd, lutrd. 

K/t, islt^ 

K-bfU, urivcd, come. 

Y4k)>t. yJykt. iKke, cqiullyi 7^7*. Kko. 

Km^if, hyniiu. 

yiulc, bright -blue oolor. 

YH9gk,y-iioh,y»ou,y-m9iitk.ymff9k.eoaiK^ 

Ysl, VnU. VuIe, Chriitmu. 

YMypi, iiMei, giyta up. 

Yam, JOB. 

Vange^ ycpQng; J'P^f'p yffKgkeii, youth. 



Yiiirly, promptly. 
Vterd, yard. 
Y€l. if. 



rfli.inthc. 

ru.yci. 

YtH. in- 
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tion, Vol. 19; Baltimore, 1904). C. S. Northup: A Study of the Metrical Stmcture of the 
Middle Enfl^ish Poem Peari (Publications of the Modem language Aseodaticm, Vol. xa; 
Baltimore, 1897). W. H. Scbofidd: The Nature and Fabric of the Peari, and Symbolism, 
Allegory, and Autobiography in the Peari (PuUications of the Modem Language Association, 
Vols. X9, a4; Baltimore, 1904, X909). 

Poema Morale [or Moral Ode], ed. by R. Morris in An Old English Miscdlany (see 
above, "General Works, CoUectioos of Poems *')• and in Old English Homilies, ist and ad 
series (Early English Text Society Publicatioos, original series, Nos. 39, 34, 53; Trflbner, 
z868, 1873; Jesus College, Lambeth, and Trinity College MSS, respectively); translation 
into modem Eni^ish, in Old English Homilies, xst series; ed. by J. Skipitxa (Angiia, Vol. 1; 
Halle, 1878); ed. by A. C. Panes from a newly discovered MS (Angiia, Vol. 30; Halle, 1907); 
in Specimens of Early English (see above, "General Works, CoUecticnis of Poems"). 

JOHN GOWER 

Editions. Complete Worics, 4 vols., ed. by G. C. Macaulay (Oxford University Press, 
X899-X90X; En^ish Worics, in Vols, a and 3, X90x); Enfl^ish Woriu, same ed. (Eariy English 
Text Sodety Publications, extra series, Nos. 8z, 8a ; Paul, X900~x). Tales of the Seven Deadly 
Sins, being the Confessio Amantis, ed. by Henry Moriey (Routledge, X899; Carisbrooke 
Library ed.). (Confessio Amantis, ed. by G. C. Macaulay (Oxford UiUversity Press, 1903; 
selections, with notes, etc.). 

STEPHEN HAWES 

Editions. Poems, ed. by Edward Arber (Birmingham, 1884; in English Scholar's 
Library). The Pastime of Pleasure, ed. by T. Wright (Percy Sodety Publications, Vol. x8; 
London, 1845; reprint of 1555 ed.). Complete Poetical Worics, ed. by A. K. Potter from 
1509 ed. (in preparation). 

ROBERT HENRYSON 

Editions. Poems, ed. by G. G. Smith (Scottish Text Sodety Publicationa, Noa. 55, 
58; W. Blackwood, xoo6, 1908). Testament of Oessdd (in Chaucerian and Other Pieces, 
ed. by W. W. Skeat; Oxford University Press, 1897; a supplement to the Complete Wofkt 
of Geoffrey Chaucer); in Chalmers (see above, "General Works, Collections of Poems'O* 
Poems and Fables, ed. by D. Laing (Edinburgh, 1865). 
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The Foure PP. ed. by J. M. Manly in Specimens of the Pre>Skakapcnuk Dnmai, VoL i 
(see above, ''General Works, Collections of Poems"). The Pardoner aal the Fikr (in A 
Select Collection of Old English Plays; see above, "General Worica, ColicctioM of Pociu*!. 

THOMAS HOCCLEVE 

Eomoirs. Minor Poems, ed. by F. J. Funiivall (Early English Text Society Publica- 
tions, extra series, No. 6i; Paul, zS^a). R^ement of Princes, and Foortoen Minor Poems, 
ed. by F. J. Fumivall (Eariy English Text Society Publications, extra aciita, No. ya; Pul, 
1897). In Chalmers (see above, * 'General Works, (>)llections of Poems'*). 

JAMES I OF SCOTLAND 

EomoMS. The Kingis C^uair, together with A Ballad of Good Counsel, ed. by W. W. 
Skeat (Scottish Text Sodety Publications, No. i; W. Blackwood, 1^84). In ChabBcn 
(see above, "General Works, C>)Uections of Poems"). 

CuTiciSK. H. Wood : (Chaucer's Influence upon James I (An^Ua, VoL 3; HaUe, 1880). 

WILLIAM LANGLAND 

Editions. Piezs Plowman, ed. by W. W. Skeat (Early English Text Society Publica- 
tions, original series, Noa. 98, 38, 54, 67, 81; Trilbner, 1867-83; the three texts). Flen 
the Plowman, ed. by W. W. Skeat (Oxford University Ftesa, 1869; sth ad., rt., 1888; the 
"B " text). Vision of Piezs the Plowman, Done into Modem Prose by K. BC Warren (Unwin, 
1895; Macmillan); Done into Modem English by W. W. Skeat ((Saatto, 1905). 

CRrricisic. E. D. Hanscom: The Argument of the Vision of Piers Fkmman (Pufalks- 
tions of the Modem Langiiage Association, Vol. 9; Baltimore, 1894). J. J. Ju^serand: 
Les Anglais au moyen Age, I'^pop^ mystique de William Langland (Paris, 1893); Ea^ish 
translation. Piers Plowman, a Contribution to the History of English Mysticism (Unwin. 
1894; Putnam); Piers Plowman, the Work of One or of Five (Modem Philology, January, 
1909. Januar>', 1910; The University of Chicago Press). J. M. Manly: The Lost Leaf of 
Piers the Plowman; The Authorship of Piers Plowman (Modem Philology, January, 1906, 
July, 1909; The University of Chicago Press). 

JOHN LYDGATE 

EDmoNS. Troy Book, ed. by H. Bergen (Eariy English Text Society Publications, 
extra scries, Nos. 97, 103; Paul, 1906, 1908; Books I-UI). Temple of Glass, ed. by J. 
Schick (Eariy English Text Society Publications, extra series, No. 60; Paul, 1891). P9- 
grimage of the Life of Man, ed. by F. J. Fumivall (Eariy English Text Sodety Publications, 
extra series, Nos. 77, 83; Paul, 1899, 1901). London Lickpenny, ed. by E. P. Hammond 
(Anglia, Vol. ao; Halle, 1898; tvro texts, from the MSS, and an argimient against Lydgate'i 
authorship). A Selection from the Minor Poems, ed. by J. O. Halliwell (Percy Society Publi- 
cations, Vol. a; London, 1840). 

SIR DAVID LYNDSAY 

Editions. Poetical Works, 3 vols., ed. by D. Laing (Edinburgh, 1879). Works, ed. 
by J. Small and F. Hall (Eariy English Text Society Publications, original series, Nos. ix. 
19. 35. 37. 47; Triibner, 1865, 1868; rev. ed., 1883). 

MIDDLE ENGLISH METRICAL ROMANCES 

King Horn, ed. by J. Hall (Oxford University Press, 1901); ed. by G. H- McKnight 
(Early English Text Sodety Publications, original series, No. Z4; Paul, zicw ed., 1901). 
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Lay of Havdodt the Dane, ed. bjr W. W. Skeat (Earljr English Text Sodety Publica- 
tions, extra series, No. 4; Triibner, x868; Oxford University Press, xgoa). Havdock the 
Dane, a Qose Translation by A. J. Wyatt (Qive, 1906); Rendered into Later English by 
Emily Hickey (Leamington Press, London, XQoa). 

Biocte Arthnre, ed. by E. Brock (Early English Text Society PabUcaticiis, original 
series, No. 8; TtrOboer, 1865; new ed., 1871). 

Romance of Guy of Warwick, ed. by J. Zupitza (Early English Text Society Publicatiaos, 
extra series, Nos. as, a6, 4a, 49, 59; Triibner, 1875-76, 1883). 

Romance of Sir Beues of Hamptoun, ed. by E. Kfilbing (Early English Text Sodety 
Publications, extra series, Nos. 46, 48, 65; Paul, 1885-86, 1894). 

Sir Gawayne and the Green Knight, ed. by R. Morris (Early English Text Sodety 
PttUications, cxriginal series. No. 4; Trdbner, 1864-, rev. ed., 1869). Sir Gawain and the 
Green Knight, Retold in Modem Prose by J. L. Weston (Nutt, 1898). Gawayne and the 
Green Knight, a Poem, by C. M. Lewis (Houghton, 1903; a free reworking of the old romance). 
J. L. Weston: The Legend of Sir Gawain, Studies upon Its Original Scope and Significance 
(Nutt, X897). 

Specimens of Early En^Jsh Metrical Romances, 3 vols., by G. Ellis (London, X805; 
Bell; Mannillan; Bohn ed.). 

MIRACLE PLAYS 

Brome Play of Abraham and Isaac, ed. by L. T. Smith (Anglia, Vol. 7; HaUe, 1884). 

Chester Plays, a vols., ed. by T. Wright (Shakespeare Sodety Publications; London, 
1843, X847); «d. by H. Ddmling (Eariy EngUsh Text Sodety Publications, extra series. No. 
6a; Paul, X893; Part L rontsining the first thirteoi plays). 

Digby Mysteries, ed. by F. J. Fumivall (New Shakspere Sodety Put^cati<nis; Trflbner, 
x88a); reissue, as Digby Plays, with an incomplete "morality" of Wisdom, Who Is Christ 
(Eariy English Text Society Publications, extra series. No. 70; Paul, X896; Killing of the 
Children, Omvenion of St. Paul, Mary Magdalfne, Christ's Burial and Resurrection). 

Ludus (^entriae, a Collection of Mysteries, ed. by J. O. Halliwell (Shakespeare Society 
PubUcations; London, 184X). Two Coventry Oyrpus Christi Plays, ed. by H. Craig (Eariy 
Eni^ish Text Sodety Publications, extra series, No. 87; Paul, x9oa; the plays represent the 
aimundatioQ, nativity, adoration of the shepherds and magi, flight into Egypt, slaughter of 
the iimocents, presentation in the temple, and Jesus among the doctors). 

Non-Cyde Mystery Hays, together with the Ooxton Hay of the Sacrament and The 
Pride of Life, ed. by O. Waterhouse (Eariy English Text Sodety Publications, extra series. 
No. X04; Paul, X909). 

Towneley Plays, ed. by G. England, intro. by A. W. Pollard (Eariy English Text Sodety 
Publications, extra series. No. 71; Paul, 1897). 

York Plays, ed. by L. T. Smith (Oxford University Press, 1885). 

MORALITY PLAYS 

Everyman, ed. by W. W. Greg in Materialen zur Kunde des ftlteren fngiischfti Dramas, 
Vol. 4 (Louvain; Ldpzig; London, Nutt, X904); ed. with intro. and notes (Bullen, 190s); 
ed. by J. S. Farmer (Gibbings, X906); ed. by A. T. (^uUler-Couch (Oxford Univennty Press, 
X908; Select English Classics ed.). 

Kynge Johan (by John Bale), ed. by J. P. Collier (London, 1838; Camden Sodety 
Publications). 

Lusty Juventus (in A Sdect Collection of Old Enfl^ish Plays; see above, * 'General Workt, 
Collections of Poems"). 

Macro Plays, cd. by F. J. Fumivall and A. W. PoUard (Eariy English Text Society Fob- v 

lications, extra series. No. 9x; Paul, 1904; Mankind, Wisd<»n, The Casde of PefBCVcnaMX Jl 

. Magnyfycence (see below, "John Skelton"). - 
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Maniigc of Wyl uul Sytnce (In A Scl«t CoUwlian ol Old Playi; ve abow. "Genml 
Woriii, C«I)n1inD9 d( Pocv"}. 

MuTiige <i Wit uid Wiidom, id. br J. O, BlUiwdl (Sbatapare Sodetf PuUidtitas^ 
LmulKii. iSqe). 

P)a> ol Wyl imd Sdeocc, cd. by J. O. HJIiwdl (SluiMp«ire Sodrty Pubtiaiiotu; 
LoodoB. i84S>; in Spedmcns df (he Pre-ShoksperaD Dnuni («* obove. "Ceanal WafeK 
CJltdiou of VevBt"). m 

OLD ENGLISH POEMS B 

1. Bmnll 
Eumom and Tbakslatiohs. Ikonulf, «1. by M. Yitftx. nrr. ut. by A- Soon (Pidc- 
boin, iSaB): ed, by A. J. Wyill ICuobiidge Univcnily Ptesi. tigf. PuOum). BcoitbU. 
Autixypa o( Ihc Uoiquc CMIon MiuiiucTJpI, vilh a Tnudilnalion ilid Xolei by J. Zupila 
(Eariy English Too SodMy PuMicMioai, origbul saira. No. ji; Tiabow. iSSt), The 
Tote of Beowulf, Done oul of (he Old Engliih TonguF by WlUiim Moms and A. J. Wyin 
(Longmani. iSqj). Beawuil, Tiaiulslcd by C. G. Child {Hauihton. 1904: Rirenidc Lilcn- 
lun Jtnrs; pnw). Betnrulf and the FlRhl al Fituuburg, Traoalalian in Modern English 
Prose by J, R. C Hall (SonnEiischdn. igiii; Mummuil, The Deedi of Beoinilf. Irana- 
laled by J. Eule (OiCard Unlmnly Presa. iS»>; prose). Bwwnll. Tnuulaled inlo Modcn 
Enill^h Vcne by J. L. Hall (Healh. iK«i). 

Cirrtosii, F, A. Bbukbarn: The ChrisiIaD Coloring In the Beoinilf (Fubllatioiu of 
<he Madem IjinguaB? Araodaliun, Vd. 11: Ballimore. iS^t). J. BanisoD: Old TcuIddIc 
Life in Beowulf (OreriaodMoDlhly, July, i8S4)- W.P.Ks: Ejilc and Rocouce (hboDiUu. 
1897). F. A. Maidi: The World OL Bcowuli (Pnxeedmgs of the American PhSidafial 
Aasodation. iSgi). 

1. OHur Paemi 
EDiTiom AKD TiASSLATiONS. BuUe it Bruiunburh: imuliled into vase by AifRd 
Tennyson and inlo pmse by Hallam Tennyson, in Sdecl Tranidaliom (we bdow). Binle 
It Ualdon, and Short Poems from the Saxon Chronide. ed. by W. J. Sedgefidd (Henlti. 1004; 
Bdles Lettres ed.); leise Iranslalion of Battle U Maldon by H. W, Luniden. in Maonlllan't 
Migaaoe, March. iSSt, and !□ SdKI TtanilatkHU (sec below): tiasJaticiu. nHBtly in inse, 
by K. M. Wamn, In En^h Ljtenlun from the Beginning to the Norman Caufoat (ice 
below). Christ, ed. by 1. GoUuci (Nutt. iSoi; with translation in Uank Terse): ed. and 
(raoslaled by the sane inTheEnta Book (see bdow). Deor's Lament : vme lnnsluicB in 
Select Translations and In English Literature from the Running to the Norman Conquest 
(see bdow). Dream of the Rood: Uonk-verse translation in Srieet Translatjma (see below). 
Elene. trenslalcd into En^isb prose by L. H. HolI (Yale Studies in En^ish, No. ii: Holt, 
1904): tmulated by J. M. Gatnrlt (Ginn, iSSg: hlinb verse). Eiodus and Daniel, ed. 
by F. A. Blackburn (Heath, too;; Belles Letlna ed.). Judith, ed. by A. S. Codi (Heufa. 
190;: fieUs Leitrea ed.): truslalion by Henry Morley Ln his English Writen, V<d. > (Caaell. 
188S) and in Select Translations (see bdow). Juliana, cd. by W. Strunh (Heath, T«o): 
Bdies Lettres ed.}: translation in The Eieter Bocd: (s« bdow). Phoenii: lot and trans- 
lation in The Eiefer Book (see bdow); proelranalatiraibyA. S. CookinSdectTrutbtiim 
(see bdow). Seafarer: bhmk Terse tiansladon in Sdect Tnnslationa (see bdow). aiv] in 
English Literature from the Beginning to the Norman Omquesl (sec bdow). Wldslh;' 
translation by Henry Morley in Us English Writers, Vol. 3, and in Sdeel TnnsUliiiai (see 
bdow). 

For other poems see The Eieter Book, and Sdect Translations from Old English PottiT. 
under "General Works. Collections of Poeraa"; and English Lileralure from the B^inninc 
to the Norman Conquest, by S. A. Brooke, under ' 'General Works, Hialivy <t littnlun." 

Cimcisu. W. E. Mead: Color in Old English Poetry (Publicalloo* tt the Modem 
Language Assodadon. Vol. r4: Baltimore, iSw). A. R. Skemp: The Trutfomutian ol 
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Scriptural Story, Motive, and Conception in An^o-Sazon Poetry (Modem Phfldogy, January, 
XQ07; The University ci Chicago Press). 

JOHN SKELTON 

Editions. Poetical Woriu, a vols., ed. by Alexander Dyce (London, 1843; Macmillan; 
Bohn ed.). Works, ed. by Edward Arber (Birmingham, 1887; in English Scholar's Library). 
Magnyfycence, a Moral Play, ed. by R. L. Ramsay (Early English Text Sodety Publicati<nis, 
extra series. No. 98; Paul, 1906). Selection from Poetical Works, ed. by W. H. Williams 
(Isbister, xgoa). Ln (Chalmers, Vol. 3 (see above, "Genoal Works, Collections of Poetry")* 
Poetical Works (Boston, 1856; Houghton; British Poets ed.). 

Criticisk. F. Brie: Skdton-Studien (Englische Studien, Vol. 37; Leipzig, 1906). 
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